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INTEODUCTOEY  CHAPTEE. 


There  are  few  travellers,  when  about  to  plunge  into  the 
intricaeies  of  a  catacomb,  or  explore  the  ruins  of  a  feudal 
castle,  but  would  thankfully  accept  the  services  of  a  guide 
whose  previous  researches  qualified  him  to  fiimish  a  clue  for 
the  one,  and  to  throw  some  light  on  the  history  of  the  other. 

It  is  thus,  we  hope,  that  our  readers,  before  they  enter  on 
our  tale  of  the  past,  will  courteously  accept  our  assistance  in 
clearing  away  some  of  its  mediaeval  haziness  by  a  short  sketch 
of  the  period  immediately  antecedent  to  its  commencement. 

The  murder  of  Albert  the  First,  Emperor  of  Germany  (son 

of  the  great  Eudolph,  who  founded  the  dynasty,  which  in  the 

female  branch  still  reigns  in  Austria),  was  perpetrated  on  the 

1st  of  May,  1308 — on  the  spring's  bright  holiday — in  the  view 

of  numerous  friends  and  armed  retainers,  from  whom  he  was 
separated  only  by  the  narrow  stream  of  the  Eeuss. 
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The  rank  of  the  victim,  the  romantic  interest  attached  to 
each  individual  actor  in  the  tragedy,  the  retributive  justice 
which  may  almost  be  said  to  have  impelled  the  deed ;  and  yet 
more  the  savage  cruelties  which  revenged  it,  make  it  one  of 
the  most  striking  records  of  history. 

However  much  we  abhor  the  act  itself,  it  must  be  admitted 
that  Albert  deserved  bis  fate.  Left  by  his  father  sole  guard- 
ian of  the  person  and  estates  of  his  orphan  grandson,  Prince 
John  of  Suabia,  this  perfidious  uncle  kept  his  nephew  in  sordid 
penury,  and  seized  on  his  honours  and  possessions,  which  he 
lavished  on  his  own  sons.  Prince  John  himself  was  of  a  gentle 
nature,  and  would  probably  have  submitted  to  his  uncle's  rapa- 
city, had  he  not  been  urged  to  revenge  by  his  tutor,  the 
Baron  von  Eschenberg,  and  other  indignant  adherents;  and  had 
not  unpremeditated  circumstances  hastened  the  fatal  crisis. 

Whilst  the  Emperor,  whose  tyranny  and  ambition  involved 
him  in  perpetual  wars  and  insurrections,  was  assembling  an 
army  to  wipe  out  a  defeat  he  had  suffered  in  Thuringen,  he 
received  the  intelligence  of  the  revolt  of  the  three  Swiss  Cantons, 
which  obliged  him  to  employ  his  forces  in  that  direction.  The 
wary  potentate  had  foreseen  this  event,  and  had  encouraged 
his  agents  in  the  oppression  which  fomented  it,  in  order  to 
gain  a  pretext  for  depriving  the  Swiss  of  their  country,  and 
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making  them  his  slaves  j  but  he  calculated  not  the  mighty 
resistance  of  a  brave  and  oppressed  people. 

We  need  not  relate  here  the  well-known  story  of  William 
Tell  and  the  liberators  of  Uri,  but  will  continue  that  of  their 
oppressor.  Previous  to  his  march  against  the  revolted  Forest 
Cantons,  Albert  assembled  his  knights  and  barons  at  a  feast 
in  the.  hall  of  the  Castle  of  Baden,  the  ruins  of  which  still 
crown  the  steep  hill  that  rises  above  that  romantic  town.  At 
this  banquet  the  injured  Prince,  urged  on  by  his  indignant 
supporters,  presented  to  his  uncle  a  pressing  appeal  for  the 
restitution  of  his  territories  and  birthright.  This  just  demand 
was  met  by  contempt  and  irony.  "Take  this,"  said  the 
Emperor,  throwing  his  nephew  a  garland  of  flowers,  "  as 
better  suited  to  your  years;  leave  government  to  mine." 
Fatal  taunt, — revenged  almost  as  soon  as  uttered. 

On  leaving  the  banquet,  the  Emperor  proceeded  through  the 
town  to  the  ferry  of  the  Keuss,  intending  to  cross  that  river 
on  his  way  to  his  Castle  of  Hapsburg  on  the  opposite  side ; 
there  to  take  leave  of  the  Empress  before  his  departure  for  the 
war.  That  he  should  have  trusted  himself  with  only  one 
attendant  in  a  small  boat,  otherwise  fllled  by  his  exasperated 
nephew  and  his  five  supporters,  is  a  mystery  which  history 
does  not  exp^in,  whilst  she  affiirms  the  fact. 
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On  reaching  the  opposite  shore,  and  whilst  crossing  the  plain, 
John  again  reiterated  his  claims,  which  provoking  only  further 
insult,  the  exasperated  Prince  aimed  a  murderous  blow  at  the 
throat  of  his  uncle ;  Balm  ran  the  Emperor  through  with  his 
sword,  and  Eschenbach  consummated  the  savage  deed  in 
cleaving  his  skull  by  a  felling  stroke.  Wart  alone  remained 
aloof,  and  he  alone  suffered  the  penalty,  being  afterwards 
taken,  and  racked  to  death  on  the  wheel.  The  rest  escaped, 
only  to  feel  that  life  was  but  a  more  enduring  torture. 
Deserted  also  by  his  base  attendant,  the  dying  Emperor  was 
found  weltering  in  his  blood  by  a  peasant  woman  who  acci- 
dentally passed  that  way.  She  raised  the  wretched  monarch 
-and  supported  him  for  many  hours,  until, 

**  Unknown,  on  that  meek  hnmble  breast 
Imperial  Albert  died." 

The  Emperor  was  interred  on  the  spot  that  had  drunk  his 
life-blood — called  thence  Koenigsfelden  (lihe  Field  of  the 
King).  The  Empress  Elizabeth,  and  their  daughter  Agnes, 
the  widowed  Queen  of  Hungary,  raised  over  it  the  superb 
Abbey  of  Koenigsfelden ;  building  it,  as  well  as  endowing  its 
two  monastic  communities,  with  the  confiscated  estates  of  the 
conspirators,  and  of  those  hundreds  of  their  innocent  relatives 
and  retainers.    More  than  a  thousand  of  these  guiltless  victims, 
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it  is  said,  were  offered  up  on  the  altar  of  cupidity  and  revenge ! 

Such,  was  the  thirst  for  blood  of  the  cruel  Agnes  that  she 

exclaimed,  whilst  witnessing  the  decapitation  of  sixty  brave 

knights,  whose  only  crime  was  their  kindred  blood  to  one  or 

other  of  the  conspirators,  **Now  I  bathe  in  rose-dew."     But 

retribution  tarried  not.     The  after-lives  of  Agnes  and  her 

equally  guilty  brother  Leopold  were  rendered  insupportable 

by   remorse.      Haunted,    when  the  thirst  of  revenge  was 

quenched,  by  the  bleeding  ghosts  of  his  murdered  victims, 

Leopold  became  subject  to  temporary  fits  of  insanity,  in  one  of 

which  he  was  prematurely  cut  off;  whilst  Agnes,  immured  in 

the  Convent  of  Koenigsfelden,  through  years  of  self-infiicted 

penance, — ^for  she  lived  to  extreme  old  age, — vainly  struggled 

to  blot  out  deeds  which  could  not  be  thus  atoned  for,  or  erased. 

History  acquits  their  elder  brother,  Frederick,  of  any  active 

participation  in  their  crimes ;  indeed,  in  painting  his  portrait 

and  fSate,  she  seems  to  have  dipped  her  pencil  in  the  tints  of 

romance.    The  favourite  of  Nature,  he  was  no  less  the  sport 

of  Fortune.    At  his  father's  death  he  strove  long  and  valiantly 

for  the  iron  crown,  which  for  a  brief  space  encircled  his  noble 

brow.      Pope  John  XXII.   refused  to  ratify  the  election, 

using  his  influence  to  snatch  it  thence  in  favour  of  the  rival 

candidate,  Louis  of  Bavaria.    At  the  battte  of  Muhldorf 
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Frederick  lost  both  his  crown  and  liberty  to  this  generous 
opponent,  who  treated  him  rather  as  a  brother  than  a  captive, 
by  soliciting  the  hand  of  his  daughter  for  his  son.* 

After  three  years  of  captivity,  yielding  to  Frederick's  yearn- 
ings for  freedom  and  a  return  to  his  Mends,  Louis  sent  him 
back  to  his  hereditary  dominions  with  but  one  stipulation. 
Failing  to  obtain  from  his  brothers  Albert  and  Leopold  a 
solemn  promise  to  renounce  all  claim  on  the  imperial  dignity, 
Frederick  pledged  his  honour  and  faith  that  he  would  return 
after  a  certain  period  and  resume  his  chains.  "We  have  chosen 
the  moment  of  the  captive's  return  to  his  hereditary  Castle 
of  Hapsburg  for  the  commencement  of  our  tale ;  and  as  the 
history  will  be  developed  in  its  pages,  we  need  not  follow  it 
here. 

A  short  description  of  its  principal  localities  may  not  be 
unacceptable. 

The  hereditary  possessions  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg, 
though  bounded  in  extent,  are  distinguished  by  local  beauty 
and  historical  interest.  The,  Castle,  of  which  only  a  ruined 
tower  remains,   stood  on  the  edge  of  a  high  promontory 

*  Frederick  had  one  child,  a  danghter,  named  Elizabeth  (or  Bertha),  who  was 
betrothed  to  the  King  of  Bohemia,  bnt  who  died  unmarried  (it  was  said)  of  the 
plague." — Coxe's  Memoirs  of  the  House  of  Hapt^rg. 
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overlooking  a  diversified  prospect  of  hill  and  plain,  forest  and 

glade,  framed  in  by  snow-dad  mountains.    The  ancient  town 

of  Brugg  forms  a  picturesque  feature  in  this  prospect,  but 

with  still  greater  pleasure  does  the  eye  rest,  a  little  feirther 

onward,  on  the  beautiful  ruins  of  the  Abbey  of  Koenigsfelden; 

and  finally,  on  the  three  principal  rivers  of  Switzerland,  the 

Heuse,  the  Limmat,  and  the  Aar,  which  form  a  confluence  on 

the  plain  a  little  below  the  town  of  Brugg.    Nor  is  the 

historical  interest  of  the  locality  inferior  to  its  natural  beauty. 

There  are  few  spots  on  which  the  human  race  has  left  a  more 

distinct  and  successive  impression.     The  Boman  town  Yin- 

donissa,  and  its  wide  extended  defences,  may  yet  be  traced  in 

the  remains. of  its  broken  aqueduct;  whilst  on  the  coin  which 

the  plough  yet  turns  up  is  found  the  superscription  of  the 

once  masters  of  the  world.     The  wild  waves  of  barbarism 

next  rolled  over  the  soil,  sweeping  away  all  before  it,  and  only 

to  be  traced  in  destruction.     This  subsiding,  Feudalism  built 

its  castles  on  every  eminence,  of  which  many  of  the  ruins 

remain.    Ecclesiastic  rule  next  became  dominant,  and  the 

beautiful  Abbey  of  Koenigsfelden  arose — in  its  turn,  to  yield 

to  the  Beformation  and  freedom. 

The  Papal  ban  deprived 'the  House  of  Hapsburg  of  its 
Swiss  territories  150  years  after  the  elevation  of  Budolph  to 
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the  imperial  throne ;  and  the  monastery  of  Koenigsfelden  was 

suppressed  at  the  Eefomiation  in  1528. 
Yet  amid  these  quick-passing  footsteps  of  man, — 

"  Amid  the  rise  and  fall  of  nations  and  dynasties, 
Thrones,  dominations,  princedoms,  virtues,  powers, — " 

the  material  creation  around  swerved  not  from  its  course ;  the 
verdure  of  the  plain  has  been  renewed  each  spring,  the  forest 
reclothed  with  foliage ;  the  snow-topped  mountains  still  catch 
the  aurora  of  opening  day,  and  reflect  in  rosy  tints  its  closing 
rays ;  whilst  the  giant  glaciers  fail  not  to  supply  from  their 
icy  caves  the  sister  streams  that,  uniting  at  this  storied  spot, 
flow  on  together  to  join  the  abounding  Ehine,  and  Anally  to 
lose  themselves,  together  with  it,  in  the  ocean. 
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CHAPTEE  I. 

THE  CONVENT  GARDEN. 

A  popnlons  solitude  of  bees  and  birds, 

And  fSedry-f ormed  and  many-oolonred  things. — Btbon. 

OiTB  tale  of  the  past  opens  on  a  scene  of  sucli  local  beauty  as 
still  arrests  the  steps  of  the  tourist,  and  at  an  hour  and  season 
when  that  beauty  is  most  attractive— the  sunset  hour  of  early 
autumn.  The  summer-parched  earth,  fanned  by  fresh  breezes 
and  moistened  by  abounding  dews,  yielded  its  golden  harvest : 
glowing  j&uits  displaced  the  leaves  under  whose  shelter  they 
had  swelled  and  ripened,  and  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  giLded 
the  bowery  gardens  of  the  Abbey  of  Koenigsfelden  and  played 
around  its  lofty  pinnacles. 

This  superb  monument  to  the  memory  of  Albert  the  First, 
Emperor  of  Germany  (conmiemorative  alike  of  the  most  en- 
during love  and  direst  revenge),  was  raised  by  his  widow,  the 
Empress  Elizabeth,  and  her  daughter,  the  Dowager  Queen  of 
Hungary,  on  the  spot  on  which  the  Emperor  was  murdered  by 
his  exasperated  nephew,  John  of  Swabia,  and  his  fellow-con- 
pirators:  thence  its  name  of  Koenigsfelden,  or  the  Eield  of 
the  King. 

The  chapel  still  remains  to  claim,  for  its  architectural  pro- 
portions and  stained  windows,  the  notice  of  the  summer 
tourist,  enhanced  in  interest  by  the  tradition  that  the  mangled 
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remains  of  the  Emperor  were  laid  beneath  its  high  altar, 
on  the  exact  spot  where  he  breathed  his  last  sigh  on  the 
bosom  of  a  poor  peasant,  the  sole  soother  of  his  dying  pangs. 
Of  the  rich  monasteries,  reared  and  endowed  from  the  seques- 
tered lands  of  the  few  guilty,  and  the  thousand  innocent  victims, 
little  remains  to  point  out  their  former  opulence.  They 
consisted  originally  of  two  spacious  buildings,  one  on  each 
side  the  chapel.  At  the  period  of  which  we  write,  the  com- 
mencement of  the  fourteenth  century,  one  of  them  was  occupied 
by  a  brotherhood  of  the  rule  of  St.  Francis,  the.  monastic  order 
then  in  the  ascendency ;  the  other  by  a  female  community  of 
the  same  rigid  rule,  commonly  called  the  Poor  Nuns  of  St. 
KLare.  The  front  of  this  long  range  of  buildings  was  traversed 
by  a  broad  terrace,  leading  by  several  marble  steps  into  that 
portion  of  the  extensive  gardens  which  might  be  more  exclu- 
sively termed  pleasure-ground,  since  it  was  elaborately  laid 
out  in  stiff  parterres,  edged  with  shell-work  and  filled  with 
many  fair  and  fragrant  flowers.  It  was,  moreover,  ornamented 
with  a  fountain  that  poured  its  abundant  waters  from  the 
mouth  of  a  gilded  and  erect  serpent  which,  with  two  equally 
rude  effigies  of  our  first  parents  in  their  primeval  innocence, 
rose  from  the  centre  of  the  marble  basin  that  received  the 
overflowing  stream.  That  mountain  torrent,  thus  arrested, 
went  murmuring  onward  through  artificial  banks  of  rock- work 
and  fringing  ferns,  until  it  reached  the  edge  of  a  steep  de- 
clivity, hollowed  out  to  form  a  defence  for  this  side  of  the 
convent  garden.  Over  this,  as  if  indignant  at  its  forced  delay, 
it  fell  foaming  and  tumbling  as  it  hastened  onward  through 
the  plain  below,  to  join  the  three  rivers  of  the  Eeuss,  the 
linunat,  and  the  Aar,  which  there  mingle  their  waters  :  cold 
mountain-streams  freph  from  their  icy  caves,  whose  waves, 
once  tinged  with  royal  blood,  were  afterwards  more  deeply 
dyed  from  the  veins  of  innocent  victims  shed  to  revenge  it.  In 
addition  to  the  wall  of  lofty  buildings  and  guardian  precipice, 
the  fair  enclosure  was  surrounded  on  the  two  other  sides  by 
forests  of  fir-trees  and  low  brushwood,  whose  impervious 
shade  was  occasionally  arched  into  vistas,  at  the  end  of  which, 
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as  a  guard  against  prying  eye  and  wandering  foot,  were  dis- 
played some  £resco  representations  of  the  fires  of  purgatory, 
some  martyred  Jerome,  or  arrow-pierced  Sebastian.  The 
garden  was  divided  into  regular  compartments,^  some  planted 
with  fruit-trees,  or  stored  with  vegetables  for  the  "  guiltless 
feasts  "  of  the  anchorites,  and  others,  again,  filled  with  herbs 
for  medicinal  purposes ;  but,  whether  in  the  luxuriance  of  the 
produce,  the  graceful  training  of  the  loaded  boughs,  or  in  the 
symmetrical  order  of  the  whole,  the  hand  of  skill  and  taste  was 
everywhere  visible.  Nor  was  the  finish  of  design  wanting, 
although  marked  by  the  quaint  characteristics  of  the  period, 
and  nowhere  more  evidenced  than  in  the  artful  turnings  and 
windings  of  the  mazy  alleys,  all  terminating  round  a  grassy 
mound  surmounted  by  a  little  grated  chapel,  dedicated  to 
-"  Our  Lady  of  the  Mount,"  the  sole  end  and  aim  of  the  poor 
recluses'  wanderings  in  their  convent  garden. 

The  scene  was  tranquil,  but  not  solitary,  for  the  bee  was  yet 
buried  in  the  fiower-bell,  the  nightingale  had  preluded  her 
evening  song,  the  thrush  was  still  warbling  his  parting  note, 
and  the  monotonous  plashing  of  the  water  formed  no  unapt 
accompaniment  to  the  wild  concert  of  nature. 

Two  human  beings  also  tenanted  this  sylvan  retirement — 
a  grotesque  pair,  grouping  well  with  the  scene  around.  The 
elder  and  more  imposing  personage,  mounted  on  a  ladder,  was 
occupied  in  gathering  some  pears  of  tempting  ripeness,  which 
he  placed  carefully  in  a  basket  held  by  his  companion.  His 
habit  proclaimed  him  an  inhabitant  of  the  monastery,  although 
its  rigid  uniformity  had  been  in  a  degree  relaxed  to  facilitate 
his  gardening  labours.  A  coarse  apron,  into  the  girdle  of 
which  he  had  stuck  his  pruning-knife,  was  fastened  round  his 
ample  waist,  and  its  capacious  pockets  filled  with  matting, 
shreds,  and  other  gardening  appliances.  A  small  cap  of  grey 
doth  partially  covered  his  head,  but  did  not  conceal  the  yet  re- 
dimdant  though  silvered  locks  which  fringed  his  shaven  crown. 
His  stature  was  low,  but  his  figure  displayed  that  sinewy  robust- 
ness which  is  induced  by  light  labour  in  the  open  air,  and, 
doubtless  from  the  same  cause,  his  countenance  was  cheerful. 
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and  his  complexion  as  rosy  as  Ms  own  bright-cheeked  pears. 
His  companion  might  be  described  by  contrast :  shadow  and 
substance,  mirth  and  melancholy,  are  not  more  opposed  than 
were  the  garrulous  old  gardener  and  his  mute  mate.  The  lad 
was  about  seventeen;  he  might  have  been  judged  a  year  or 
two  older  or  younger  according  to  his  prevailing  humour.  His 
form  at  first  sight  conveyed  an  idea  of  deformity,  arising  rather 
from,  awkwardness  of  gait  and  manner,  and  the  imbecility  in- 
dicated by  his  movements,  than  from  any  deficiency  of  nature. 
He  was  tall  and  slender,  and  his  features,  as  far  as  they  could 
be  traced  through  the  mass  of  hair  which  fell  in  matted  curls 
over  them,  were  delicate  and  regular;  but  his  eyes,  flashing 
through  the  shadowy  screen,  were  so  painfully  restless  that,  like 
jealous  guards,  they  warded  off  all  impertinent  investigation. 
When  free  from  observation,  it  was  said  this  nervous  motion 
subsided  into  a  calm  which  partook  of  the  nature  of  thought 
and,  although  always  taciturn  and  melancholy,  he  was  at  such 
times  docile  and  reasonable.  The  latter  assertion,  however, 
poor  Henga's  most  partial  advocates  were  compelled  to  believe 
on  the  somewhat  dubious  testimony  of  the  old  gardener,  whose 
lust  of  talking  was  gratified  in  finding  in  his  mute  companion 
a  fairer  pretext  for  declamation,  and  quite  as  safe  a  confidant 
as  his  flowers  and  cabbagesi  That  there  were  amongst  his 
humble  friends,  his  grandame  in  particular,  those  who  claimed 
for  Henga  the  still  higher  distinction  of  oracular  endowment 
should  not  excite  astonishment,  when  it  is  recollected  that  he 
belonged  to  a  country  which  still  holds  as  sacred  the  human 
plant  on  which  the  mildew  of  cretinism  has  fallen.  The  in- 
fluence also  which  this  apparently  unconscious  being  possessed 
over  the  cold  shrunken  heart  of  his  patroness,  the  Lady  Abbess, 
deepened  the  superstitious  tenderness  with  which  he  was  re- 
garded. A  whisper  had  escaped  from  the  deep  recesses  of  the 
cloister  that  he  had  even  occasionally  uttered  in  her  presence 
stem  truths  and  mysterious  warnings;  and  these  were  inter- 
preted as  the  miraculous  breathings  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  It 
was  well  known  that  the  mother  of  Henga,  who  died  in  giving 
him  birth,  had  daims  on  the  House  of  Hapsburg  which  were 
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naturally  ia*a]i8feTred  to  her  infSEUit ;  but  the  love  of  the  mar- 
velloiis,  so  natural  to  the  human  heart,  was  a  part  of  the  faith 
of  our  ancestors  of  the  Middle  Ages ;  and  the  halo  thrown 
round  that  unfortunate  class  of  beings  of  whom  we  write 
seems  mercifully  to  have  preserved  them  from  the  neglect  and 
contempt  to  which  their  natural  infirmities  might  otherwise 
have  subjected  them.  Whatever  lustre,  however,  might  have 
been  shed  over  poor  Henga's  mental  aberrations,  his  personal 
defects  were  rather  exaggerated  than  concealed  by  his  dress, 
which  was  as  gay  and  fantastic  as  his  demeanour  was  sad  and 
methodical.  His  doublet  of  dark  doth  was  crossed  diagonally 
with  stripes  of  yellow  lace,  the  livery  of  the  House  of  Austria. 
The  sleeves  were  slashed  with  the  same  colour,  and  the  cover- 
ing of  his  head,  but  for  the  lack  of  the  merry  beUs,  was  exactly 
such  as  was  worn  by  the  court  jester  of  the  period.  Alack,  the 
poor  lad,  however  much  a  sharer  in  the  infirmities  of  the  light- 
hearted  brotherhood,  was  no  partaker  of  their  mirth. 

Before  we  allow  Henga's  companion,  the  good  father 
Swithin,  to  speak  for  himself  (a  privilege  he  is  likely  often 
to  claim  during  the  progress  of  our  narrative)  we  beg  the 
reader's  indulgence  for  a  few  particulars  respecting  his  ante- 
cedents, which  were  of  no  commonplace  quality.  Our  good 
£riar  was  the  seventh  son  of  a  poor  charcoal-burner  in  the 
neighbouring  forests,  and  might  have  remained  buried  and 
unignited  beneath  the  dust  of  his  father's  pile,  had  he  not 
possessed  a  mediimi  of  attrition  in  his  aunt,  the  housekeeper 
of  the  parish  priest.  This  portly  and  somewhat  capricious 
dame,  after  having  raised  aspiring  hopes  in  each  of  his  six  elder 
brothers,  crushed  them  by  the  final  selection  of  Fritz  for  the 
service  of  her  master.  Here,  after  climbing  every  step  on 
the  ladder  of  preferment,  from  the  first  round  as  goatherd 
and  errand  boy,  he  was  found  to  possess  a  genius  of  such 
wonderful  versatility  that  he  was  not  only  promoted  to  the 
station  of  highest  domestic  importance  under  his  aunt,  but 
permitted  to  enjoy  a  monopoly  of  all  the  offices  he  had  filled 
in  his  progress.  Fritz's  capacity,  nevertheless,  was  fully 
equal  to  this  pluraUiy  of  benefices :  he  was  a  human  spinning 
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jenny  in  rapid  execution — a  prodigy  of  usefulness,  and  a 
miracle  of  good  humour.  His  patron,  it  must  be  allowed,  did 
all  lie  could  to  foster  liis  talents  and  reward  his  services;  for, 
not  only  did  he  liberally  feed  and  clothe  the  lad,  but,  observing 
his  appetite  for  instruction,  taught  him  to  the  best  of  his 
ability.  Thus,  when  Fritz  had  dressed  the  dinner  to  the 
satisfaction  of  his  employer,  driven  home  the  goats,  chaffered 
for  the  fattest  pig,  and  conveyed  his  aunt's  fardingale  with- 
out crumpling  from  the  tailor's,  he  was  allowed  half  an  hour 
for  the  cultivation  of  his  own  mind  in  reading  to  his  patron 
from  three  manuscripts,  the  sole  literary  possessions  of  the 
learned  priest.  Nor  do  we  say  this  disparagingly ;  for  when 
such  were  sopietimes  sold  for  their  weight  in  gold,  the  pro- 
perty added  much  to  the  dignity  of  the  owner.  The  subjects 
of  these  precious  parchments  were  agreeably  varied.  The 
most  voluminous  and  best  preserved  manuscript  contained  a 
marvellous  accoimt  of  the  lives  and  exploits  of  the  Saints  and 
Martyrs  of  the  Eomish  Church ;  another,  though  somewhat 
dilapidated,  the  scarcely  less  romantic  history  of  the  heathen 
deities  of  Greece  and  Eome.  But  by  far  the  most  interesting 
in  Fritz's  eyes  was  the  third,  containing  a  curious,  and  in 
many  respects  valuable,  treatise  on  horticulture,  including  a 
copious  herbal  and  hints  on  the  medicinal  properties  of 
plants.  The  moments  spent  in  deciphering  these  mystic 
scrolls  were  certainly  the  happiest  of  the  poor  lad's  life ;  but, 
as  his  teacher  made  a  point  of  the  scholar's  reading  a  portion 
of  each  subject  daily,  the  jumble  in  his  young  mind  was  pro- 
digious between  the  equally  seductive  myths  of  ancient  and 
modem  Bome.  This  we  mention  to  account  for  an  occasional 
blunder  in  the  names  and  exploits  of  the  heroes  and  heroines 
of  each  that,  without  this  apology,  might  lead  our  readers 
to  disparage  the  erudition  of  our  favourite.  Nevertheless, 
however  the  student  might  err  in  individual  application,  his 
imagination  was  indeliby  impressed  with  the  fairy-land  of 
literature  thus  opened  to  him  by  snatches,  and  these  three 
worm-eaten  parchments  were  the  Sibylline  leaves  of  his  destiny. 
But  who  that  has  books  at  his  command  in  unheeded  pro- 
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^ion,  can  imagine  the  luxury  of  that  scanty  intellectual  feast  ? 
or  who  that  works  by  the  tame  routine  of  a  modem  Gardener's 
Calendar  can  form  any  idea  of  the  bold  flights  and  aspirations 
of  the  old  manual,  or  the  combinations  and  concoctions  of  its 
accompanying  herbal  ?  It  is  true  Fritz  did  not  at  once  attain  to 
the  propagation  of  vegetable  geese,  nor  altogether  succeed  in 
raising  a  crop  of  shrieking  mandraikes ;  but  he  never  gave  up 
the  attempt  or  hope,  and  meanwhile  made  himself  so  far 
master  of  the  practical  art  of  horticulture  as  to  excite  the 
admiration  of  the  whole  neighbourhood,  and  even  cause  him 
to  be  consulted  by  the  Monks  of  Koenigsfelden.  In  process 
of  time,  although  not  until  he  had  attained  extreme  old  age, 
Fritz's  kind  patron  died,  bequeathing  to  his  faithful  attendant, 
himself  advanced  in  years,  the  whole  of  his  valuable  library, 
with  a  strong  recommendation  to  the  superior  of  the  Minorites, 
who,  fully  aware  of  the  value  of  the  legatee  and  his  inheri- 
tance, gladly  received  both  within  his  walls.  He  did  more : 
he  placed  the  manuscripts  on  a  shelf  in  his  own  library,  and 
allowed  the  novice  to  discharge  the  practical  part  of  the  office 
of  gardener,  nominally  filled  by  a  superannuated  Mar.  Nay, 
in  still  further  evidence  of  his  condescension,  he  permitted  Fritz 
to  choose  his  own  monastic  cognomen.  Now,  whether  from  the 
well-known  infiueuce  of  the  saint  on  the  weather,  so  essential 
to  horticultural  operations,  our  gardener  was  induced  to  fix  on 
Swithin  as  his  patron,  or  that  the  learned  Bishop  himself 
adopted  the  name  from  the  celebrity  of  our  good  father  of 
Koenigsfelden  (a  more  probable  conjecture  from  the  respec- 
tive career  of  the  two  notables),  we  leave  the  question  to  be 
solved  by  more  learned  hagiologists,  and  pursue  the  rising  for- 
times  of  Fritz.  His  fame  having  reached  even  to  the  ear  of 
the  royal  foundress,  he  was  forthwith  preferred  from  raising 
colewort  for  the  monks  to  the  more  honourable  avocation  of 
grafting  pears  for  the  royal  desserts,  and  cultivating  flowers 
for  the  festivals  of  the  Church.  In  the  latter  employment  he 
had  of  late  been  assisted  by  the  poor  demented  lad  already 
introduced,  whose  health  had  declined  from  the  confinement 
and  forced  studies  to  which  he  had  been  subjected  in  a  vain 
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attempt  to  qualify  him  for  the  Cowl,  a  vocation  for  which  his 
devout  frame  of  mind  seemed  to  designate  him.  The  Abbess 
having  in  her  own  august  person  consigned  the  boy  to  the 
care  of  Father  Swithin,  often  questioned  him  respecting  the 
progress  and  welfare  of  his  charge,  with  an  interest  she  was 
rarely  known  to  bestow  on  any  other  subject ;  and  Henga's 
bodily  health  did  so  improve  in  his  pleasant  change  of  situa- 
tion that  the  benevolent  monk  indulged  a  hope,  grounded  on 
the  alacrity  and  skill  with  which  his  scholar  executed  the 
light  tasks  he  set  him,  that  his  mental  powers  were  likewise 
expanding.  This  hope  he  failed  not  to  impart  to  his  patroness, 
who  often  sought  occasions  to  summon  the  cheerful  old  man 
to  her  presence.  But  our  good  Swithin  shall  now  speak  for 
himself. 

''  There,  Henga,  thy  basket  is  well  plenished ;  set  it  on  the 
ground,  and  carefully  discard  therefrom  whatever  these  ma- 
rauding wasps  have  defiled.  These  same  blemished  ones  thou 
mayest  bear  to  thy  grandame,  but  we  must  place  naught 
tainted  or  speckled  on  the  table  of  princes.  Elnowest  thou 
not  that  these  pears,  being  most  especially  esteemed  by  our 
royal  Abbess,  are  destined  as  a  gift  of  welcome  to  her  august 
brother,  whom  may  the  blessed  Nine  conduct  safe  to  his 
castle  ?  She,  poor  lady !  deems  it  too  great  a  fleshly  com- 
placency to  partake  of  them  herself.  A  goodly  example  of 
self-denial  this,  but  ill  followed  by  these  greedy  yellow- 
jacketed  flies.  Eeach  hither  my  switch,  boy,  I  see  one  of 
them  yonder  whose  refection  I  will  make  free  to  peril.''  Un- 
fortunately, before  executing  this  act  of  summary  justice  on 
the  pirating  wasp,  the  gardener  had  neglected  to  secure  his 
own  footing — ^the  step  of  the  ladder  gave  way,  and  the  execu- 
tioner, the  bandit,  and  the  booty  reached  the  ground  together. 

**  Stop  the  thief,  Henga ! "  exclaimed  the  prostrate  monk, 
somewhat  disconcerted  by  his  sudden  descent,  yet  fearful  lest 
the  wasp,  who  he  perceived  was  backing  out  of  his  delicious 
banqueting  hall,  should  escape ;  ^^  kill  him,  I  say !  " 

"  Not  I,"  muttered  the  lad,  as  he  placed  the  insect  on  his 
fore-finger,   where  it  remained  deliberately  extricating   its 
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wings  from  the  luscious  juice ;  "  I  thwart  none  who  wear  the 
Hapsburg  livery." 

''Thou  opinest  then,  son,"  asked  the  gardener,  with  the 
encouraging  smile  with  which  we  court  the  remarks  of  a  shy 
child,  '<  that  these  same  stripes  of  yellow  and  black  charter 
all  who  wear  them  to  sip  where  they  like  ?  " 

'•  Aye,  and  sting  where  they  hate,"  said  the  boy,  as  he  flung 
from  his  hand  the  insect  that  had  so  ungratefully  requited  the 
mercy  shown  it. 

''Thou  hast  that  lesson  at  thy  finger's  end,"  said  Father 
S within,  chuckling  at  his  own  joke. 

"So  was  it  sung  to  me  in  my  cradle,"*  replied  Henga, 
mournfully,  in  the  proverb  of  his  country. 

Just  at  this  moment  the  convent  bell  announced  the  hour 
of  prayer.  Henga  fell  on  his  knees,  and  his  companion, 
totally  unheeding  his  presence,  continued  his  musings. 
"  Poor  child !  like  the  Delphic  oracle,  he  unknowingly  utters 
melancholy  truths.  Well,  he  may  be  wanting  in  the  wisdom 
of  this  world,  but  he  has  that  which  far  outvalues  it ;  though 
it  cannot  be  gainsaid  that  a  little  of  each  is  needful  while  we 
sojourn  here  below." 

In  exempliflcation  of  this  accommodating  dualism,  the  good 
old  man  placed  himseK  on  his  knees,  and  whilst  maundering 
over  his  allotted  portion  of  aves,  completed  Henga's  neglected 
task,  by  dropping  a  pear  into  the  basket  at  the  end  of  each, 
doing  this  with  the  same  regularity,  and  almost  as  much  utility, 
as  if  it  had  been  a  bead  of  his  rosary.  The  double  task  com- 
pleted, he  arose  and  remained  awhile  listening  to  the  voices  of 
the  nuns,  which,  softened  by  distance,  fell  soothingly  on  the  ear. 
"  Some  of  those  caged  linnets  have  almost  as  sweet  voices  as 
your  silver- wing  and  gold-cap,  boy,  and,  if  it  were  not  for  the 
croak  of  an  old  crow  or  two,  would  make  pretty  harmony.  I 
marvel  St.  Klare  does  not  accord  the  indulgence  of  perpetual 
silence  to  such  as  have  cracked  their  voices  in  her  service. 
Hark!    that  high-swelling  pipe  is  the   Sister  Ethelinda^s. 

*  So  war's  mir  im  wengen  gestmgeii. 
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Sweet  bird !  There  is  little  left  of  her  but  voice ;  which 
always  brings  to  mind  poor  St.  Echo,  that  edifying  recluse 
who,  dwelling  in  a  cave,  by  virtue  of  prayers,  fasts,  and 
vigils,  gradually  faded  away  until  naught  remained  of  her 
but  a  voice.  But  we  must  away,  boy,  for  here  cometh  our 
Princess  to  prosecute  her  evening  walk,  together  with  her 
preceptress  and  thy  favourite,  the  novice  Gerbnida,  her  niece, 
— a  goodly  trio,  like  the  fair  Graces  of  ancient  days  who  dwelt 
on  Mount — ;  but  never  mind  now  where  that  was ;  thou  shalt 
have  their  history,  together  with  that  of  their  wondrous  spring, 
another  time,  if  thou  wilt  mind  me  thereof.  But  go  thou  now 
and  lay  thy  chaplet  on  the  altar  of  our  blessed  '  Lady  of  the 
Mount '  for  our  mutual  behoof,  and  I  will  collect  my  tools  by 
thy  return." 

Henga,  who  had  remained  watching  the  nuns  as  they  passed 
the  grated  corridor,  and  apparently  heedless  of  Father 
Swithin's  homilies,  accompanying  their  chaimt  by  a  melodious 
second,  now  snatched  up  the  tributary  garland,  and  dis- 
appearing within  the  depths  of  a  shaded  alley,  quickly 
emerged  again  in  time  to  leave  the  garden  with  his  companion 
at  a  side  door,  as  three  female  forms  were  seen  slowly  to  cross 
the  terrace. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

THE"  TWO  VOCATIONS. 

*Ti8  Heaven's  decree,  though  not  less  loved,  that  some 
Should  tread  with  bleeding  foot  o'er  thorny  wilds, 
Whilst  others  over  violet-scented  tnrf 
Spring  joyous. 

The  good  father's  illustration  was  not  unapt,  for^  proyided 
we  substitute  the  Christian  for  the  heathen  Graces,  we 
almost  think  the  nun  of  St.  EZlare  and  her  beautiful  supporters 
might  have  furnished  an  artist  with  a  new  portraiture  of 
the  heavenly  sisters — a  pleasing  variation  from  the  three 
chubby  children,  the  cross  and  anchor  with  which  they  are 
80  monotonously  coupled. 

The  middle  figure  of  the  group,  the  Prioress  of  the  convent, 
moved  with  difficulty,  and  leaned  on  the  arms  of  her  com- 
panions. Her  form  was  drooping  and  attenuated,  her  voice 
weak  and  plaintive ;  but  there  was  a  sweet  cheerfulness  in 
her  smile  which  spoke  of  hope  and  patient  endurance.  The 
youthful  supporters  of  the  invalid  were  nearly  of  an  age, 
and  of  a  somewhat  similar  loveliness;  but  their  diverse 
costume  imparted  its  characteristic  expression  to  each  fair 
wearer.  The  dress  of  dark  cloth  in  which  one  of  them,  a 
novice  of  St.  Klare,  was  habited,  the  white  veil  of  the 
noviciate  thrown  back  over  her  shoulders,  and  the  linen 
band  drawn  across  a  brow  almost  as  white,  proclaimed  her 
vocation  to  be  that  of  seclusion  and  austerity ;  whilst  her 
downcast  eye  and  slender  form  were  in  strict  keeping  with 
her  monastic  garb.  On  the  other  hand,  the  brilliant  toilette 
of  her  companion,  the  Princess  Bertha  of  Hapsburg,  was 
equally  suited  to  her  more  exalted  rank  and  brighter  destiny, 
and   harmonized   with   the   auburn   glow   and  clearness  of 
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complexion  which  generally  accompanies  such  golden  locks 
as  fell  in  glossy  curls  over  her  forehead  and  neck.  These 
bright  tresses  were  partially  hidden  by  a  veil  of  spangled 
gauze  fastened  at  the  back  of  her  head  by  a  golden  arrow, 
and  falling  nearly  to  her  feet  over  a  dark  blue  robe.  Her 
neck  and  arms  were  encircled  by  Venetian  chains  of  fine 
workmanship.  Her  shaded  eyes  seemed  to  reflect  the 
image  of  all  the  beauteous  objects  on  which  they  rested 
with  admiring  gaze ;  and  as  she  called  the  attention  of  her 
companions  to  the  glories  of  the  setting  sun,  then  illuminating 
the  moimtain  tops,  she  presented  a  beautiful  personification 
of  Youth  and  Hope.  After  descending  the  marble  steps, 
threading  the  meanders  of  the  parterre,  inhaling  the  fragrance 
of  the  flowers,  and  pausing  to  watch  the  gentle  babblingps 
of  the  fountain,  the  trio  entered  one  of  the  trellised  walks 
which  led  to  the  Chapel  of  *'Our  Lady  of  the  Mount "  already 
noticed.  The  novice  ascended  the  steep  path,  leaving  the 
care  of  the  invalid  to  her  companion,  who,  placing  her 
carefully  on  a  seat  of  turf,  took  one  at  her  feet. 

*' Proceed,  dear  mother,"  she  said  earnestly:  "I  love  to 
hear  you  describe  your  early  sports  and  playmates;  but 
surely  my  stately  aunt  was  not  one  of  the  frolic  band — shs 
never  could  have  been  young  ?  " 

"  Ay,  my  daughter,  and  beautiful." 

"Nay,  now  thou  jestest — that  awftd  brow  never  could 
have  been  comely." 

"  She  was  more ;  she  was  kind  and  charitable,  dutiful  and 
wise. ' 

The  Princess's  countenance  betrayed  considerable  emotion 
as  she  asked  earnestly, — 

"  And  what  was  the  mighty  cause  which  changed  the  true 
and  gentle  to,  alas  !  "  she  stopped ;  then,  as  she  knelt  before 
her,  she  took  both  hands  of  the  nim,  and  added  in  a  low 
and  solemn  tone,  "  Oh,  dearest  mother,  and  it  is  no  light 
question,  tell  me  why  the  <iueen  of  Hungary  renounced  her 
royal  estate  for  the  cloister — why  she  finds  no  pardon  in 
penance,  no  peace  in  prayer?" 
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"AlaS)  my  child,  you  know  not  what  you  ask.  Why 
fehould  I  freeze  your  life-blood  by  a  narrative  of  the  crimes 
of  your  race— why  doud  your  sunny  youth  ?  " 

"  Mother,"  interrupted  the  Princess  with  mournful  dignity, 
"royalty  has  no  youth.  I  have  woven  my  last  garland  from 
the  flowery  meads  of  childhood,  .  henceforth  I  must  act — 
perchance  suffer.  Moreover,  have  you  not  always  promised 
to  relate  the  history  of  my  grandsire's  murder  ere  I  left  the 
convent  ?    And  think  how  soon — " 

^'Alas,  too  soon  I  In  a  few  weeks  we  shall  lose  the'  sunbeam 
of  our  dwelling.  Thus  let  it  be !  I  will  profit  by  the 
earliest  opportunity  of  fulfilling  my  promise,  for  my  stay 
may  be  yet  more  brief  than  thine ! " 

"And  Gertruda?"  asked  the  Princess,  pointing  to  the 
Koont  where  the  novice  still  knelt. 

"Leave  her  to  her  prayers;  she  will  need  their  aid. 
Moreover,  I  would  not  that  she  heard  the  direful  tale. 
That  which  might  serve  as  a  beacon  to  you  amongst  the 
peopled  walks  of  life  would  fill  the  solitude  of  the  cloister 
with  images  which  would  sadden,  but  not  instruct." 

"  I  scarcely  wish  to  hear  aught  which  G-ertruda  may  not 
share,"  said  the  Princess  sorrowfully. 

''You  must  both  learn  the  hard  task  of  separation,  my 
beloved  pupil.  The  path  you  have  hitherto  so  lovingly 
trodden  together  will  soon  diverge — ^yours  leading  to  the 
high  places  of  the  earth,  poor  G-ertruda's  deeper  and  deeper 
into  monastic  shade." 

"Dearest  mother,  why  should  we  part?  why  will  you 
separate  us  ?  why  doom  GFertruda  to  so  terrible  a  sacrifice  ?  " 

The  mm  interrupted  the  pleader.  *  *  We  wiU  talk  of  this  when 
you  have  heard  the  history  you  have  conjured  me  to  relate." 
<<  Begin,  I  pray ;  behold  me  all  attent !  " 
"  Not  now,  not  here,  my  child.  It  is  only  in  the  gloom  and 
privacy  of  my  cell,  and  after  I  have  implored  strength  from 
above,  that  I  can  relate  the  direful  tale.  Come  to  me  to- 
morrow evening,  when  Gertruda  is  with  the  sisters  in  the 
choir;  here,  amid   these   lovely   scenes,    we  wiU  discuss  a 
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subject  more  in  unison  with  them,  and  speak  of  the  future 
rather  than  the  past.  I  would  seek  with  a  mother's  interest 
to  know  if  your  heart  accompanies  your  august  father's 
disposal  of  your  hand  ?  " 

''I  am  a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Hapsburg,"  said  the 
Princess  Bertha,  slightly  colouring,  ''and  when  did  such 
gainsay  a  parent's  will  ?  " 

"Your  tender  father  will  never  assert  a  will  which  would 
endanger  your  happiness ;  and  thus  much  he  has  ever  com- 
manded me  to  tell  you." 

''My  beloved  sire  asks  no  sacrifice  of  his  daughter  but  that 
of  leaving  him,"  and  the  soffc  earnest  gaze  of  the  questioner 
could  not  but  detect  the  bright  glow  which  overspread  the 
Princess's  countenance,  as  she  added,  after  a  short  pause,  "  I 
have  but  this  misgiving,  that  my  deserts  fall  so  far  short  of 
the  high  privileges  proposed  for  them.  But  why  that  heavy 
sigh,  dear  mother  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  may  not  be  so  doubtful  on  the  question  of  thy 
deserts  as  thou  art,"  replied  the  nun  affectionately;  "but 
let  me  not  disparage  thy  royal  suitor ;  men  speak  of  him  as 
brave  and  generous,  albeit  somewhat  hot  of  spirit  and  stub- 
bom  of  wiU." 

"  Your  praises  are  nicely  balanced,  dear  mother ;  Blandioa's 
commendations  of  the  prince's  generous  protection  of  her 
persecuted  people  is  less  measured." 

"My  child,  my  child!"  eagerly  interrupted  the  Prioress, 
"  as  you  value  your  own  safety,  and  would  not  peril  that  of 
Prince  John,  avoid  this  subject;  mistrustful  eyes  are  on  ye 
both.  But  I  am  faint  and  weary,  and  must  tax  the  strength 
of  both  my  dear  daughters  to  lead  me  hence." 

The  novice  had  already  quitted  her  turfy  oratory  to  offer 
ready  help ;  and  almost  borne  by  her  two  zealous  supporters, 
the  invalid  reached  the  steps  of  the  terrace,  where  she  obtained 
more  effectual  help  from  the  stout  arm  of  the  good-humoured 
porteress,  who  bustled  to  her  assistance  from  the  side-door,  at 
which  she  was  distributing  the  alms  of  the  convent  to  the  daily 
recipients  of  its  bounty. 
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The  convent !  How  mucli  of  mysterious  interest,  what 
n'sions  of  beauty^  devotion,  terror,  romance,  does  that  word 
call  up !  At  least  to  such  as  recollect  the  spell  which  the 
romances  of  Badcliffe,  and  still  more  of  Scott,  threw  around 
the  Christmas  hearth.  The  last  thirty  years  have  wrought 
great  changes  in  our  moral  as  well  as  material  world,  from 
which  even  the  airy  regions  of  fiction  have  not  escaped.  The 
distance  and  even  dimness  which  ^4ends  enchantment  to  the 
view,"  has  been  invaded  by  the  materialism  of  the  present 
and  the  near :  we  must  now  see,  hear,  and  touch  for  ourselves. 
The  feudal  castle  has  dissolved  before  the  jail ;  the  feudal  baron 
has  succumbed  to  the  ticket-of-leave  convict ;  and  the  heroine 
of  the  modem  novel  qualifies  for  the  distinction  by  deeds 
which  render  her  amenable  to  the  laws  of  her  country.  Well, 
the  wheel  may  turn  round  again.  And  yet  this  is  more  to  be  ■ 
desired  than  expected,  for  the  public  taste,  once  vitiated,  will 
scarcely  return  to  simpler  elements.  Happy  the  authors — yea, 
happy  in  their  obscurity  and  neglect — who  have  resisted  the 
temptation  of  an  endeavour  to  obtain  popularity  by  such 
questionable  means.     But  we  now  resume  our  story. 

The  porteress  having  admitted  the  party  through  her  side- 
door,  threw  open  that  of  her  parlour,  which  was  close  to  it, 
and,  arranging  some  cushions  on  a  bench,  invited  the  Princess 
and  the  invalid  to  repose  thereon,  all  the  while  pouring  out 
apologies  for  the  disarray  of  her  apartment — which  truly  was 
lumbered  with  a  large  quantity  of  coarse  utensils,  full  of  the 
broth  and  rye-bread  destined  for  her  pensioners.     Sister  Eva, 
for  such  was  the  conventual  appellation  of  this  important 
functionary,  had  been  chosen,  as  well  for  her  healthful  and 
joyous  mien,  and  invariable  good  humour,  as  for  the  ability 
with  which  she  fulfilled  the  duties  of  her  office.     Nor  were  her 
patrons  wrong  in  supposing  that  few  could  behold  her  smiling 
countenance  and  ample  dimensions,  at  the  door  of  the  convent, 
without  supposing  them  a  sample  of  the  happiness  and  health- 
fulness  of  the  sisters  within.     In  person  she  was  short  and 
fat,  with  a  sleek,  good-humoured  countenance,  the  perennial 
smile  on  which  was  relieved  by  a  certain  comic  expression  that 
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imparted  an  air  of  drollery  to  the  little  commonplace  jokes  and 
aphorisms  she  was  in  the  habit  of  uttering,  and  had  so  estab- 
lished her  fame  as  a  wit  that  the  sisterhood  within,  as  well  as 
the  recipients  of  her  bounty  without,  were  ever  ready  to  laugh 
as  soon  as  she  opened  her  lips,  were  it  to  announce  a/^^  or 
a  fast,  the  profession  of  a  new  sister,  or  the  death  of  an  old. 
Another  property  of  the  good  recluse  was  a  habit  of  ascribing 
all  the  good  and  evil  which  happened,  either  in  the  convent  or 
the  world  at  large,  to  the  agency  of  the  Pope,  deprecating  and 
invoking  his  Holiness,  even  to  the  neglect  of  St.  Klare  herself. 
Sister  Eva,  however,  might  have  given  a  more  satisfactory 
reason  for  her  veneration  of  Boniface  VIII.  than  many  other 
votaries  at  human  shrines,  for  she  had  seen  her  idol  go  through 
the  evolutions  of  the  holy  week,  and  knelt  before  him  amid  the 
hushed  thousands  of  the  seven-hilled  city,  and  this  during  the 
few  never-forgotten  days,  out  of  a  life  of  nearly  half  a  century, 
which  had  not  been  passed  either  in  the  retirement  of  the 
cloister  or  in  the  wild  solitude  of  her  father's  tower  on  the 
"  castled  crags  "  of  the  Ehine.     The  impression  which  such  a 
scene  of  pontifical  ceremonial  was  calcidated  to  make  on  any 
youthful  mind  was  deepened  by  gratitude  on   that  of  the 
simple  German  girl.     It  is  needless  to  tell  the  how  and  thei 
why  RoWenavon  Eheinstadt  was  destined  to  owe  to  the  bounty 
of  the  Pope  the  portion  which  enabled  her,  together  with  five 
other  consecrated  vestals,  to  become  the  bride  of  heaven  (thus 
irreverently  named)  on  the  day  her  sister  and  an  equal  number 
of  companions  were  dowered,  by  the  same  munificent  hand,  for 
their  earthly  espousals.     Such  was  the  annual  bounty  of  the 
Bishops  of  Eome ;  and  the  twelve  brides  might,  until  lately, 
have  been  seen  in  their  white  veils  and  floral  crowns  on 
the  anniversary  of  the  Annunciation  in  the  identical  church 
in  which  Eowena  and  her  sister  knelt  five  hundred  years  ago. 
The  visit  of  the  Princess,  together  with  that  of  her  pre- 
ceptress,   who  held  the  rank  next  to  the  abbess,  was  an 
honour    Sister    Eva    had  seldom    received;    therefore,   was 
she  more  sensible  of  the  condescension  of  the  former,  when 
requested  to  summon  her  pensioners  to  receive  their  daily 
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benefaction;  "in  order,"  the  yonng  lady  graoionsly  inti- 
mated, ''that  aha  might  learn  from  Sister  Eva's  cheerful 
readiness  the  grace,  as  well  as  the  business,  of  almsgiving." 
No  command  was  ever  more  promptly  obeyed,  for  our  good 
fflsier,  although  she  had  been  nearly  thirty  years  vowed  to 
poverty  and  humility,  had  a  g^at  lust  of  applause ;  and  here 
was  an  opportunity  both  of  increasing  her  importance  and 
gratifying  it,  since  she  should  at  the  same  time  show  off 
her  pensioners  to  the  Princess,  and  the  Princess  to  her 
pensioners. 

"Tt  being  your  command,  my  gracious  Princess,"  she  said, 
bowing  very  gracefully,  "  I  must  of  necessity  obey ;  but,  if  I 
bid  my  poor  folk  to  your  presence,  you  must  graciously  excuse 
their  rustic  breeding.  Bless  the  Pope  !  what  a  jubilee  it  will 
be  to  them ! " 

Away  she  shuffled,  reappearing  shortly  after  at  the  head  of 
a  motley  group  of  the  lame,  the  halt,  and  the  blind,  whom, 
having  arranged  in  front  of  the  door,  she  summoned  in  turn 
to  receive  their  allotted  portion  of  broth  and  rye-bread,  Ger- 
truda  duly  and  reverently  handing  them  to  her.  After  having 
disposed  of  a  considerable  quantity  with  her  usual  cheerful 
volubility,  her  countenance  assumed  an  arch  gravity  as  she 
turned  towards  a  shrewd  little  urchin  who  had  crept  to  her 
side,  and  exclaimed, — 

"  Art  thou  here,  Gotloss  ?  Thou  mayest,  then,  take  this 
confection  unto  thy  grandame,  so  grievously  afflicted  with  the 
phthisic,  but,  in  so  doing,  forbear  to  taste  thyself  thereof. 
For,  observe  I  in  thrusting  thy  small  digits  into  the  sweetmeat 
thou  committest  as  grievous  a  sin  as  if  thou  didst  slide  them 
into  thy  neighbour's  pocket." 

The  boy  took  the  confection  and  the  counsel,  but,  consider- 
ing them,  even  imited,  as  no  equivalent  for  his  usual  share  of 
more  substantial  benefits,  he  remained,  his  eye  fixed  on  the 
busy  almoner  until  she  had  dismissed  nearly  all  her  pensioners 
and  could  no  longer  forbear  noticing  him. 

"  Thou  lazy  loiterer ! "  said  she,  **  did  I  not  bid  thee  depart 
with  thy  grandame's  confection?" 
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'*  An  please  ye,  reverend  madam,"  answered  the  boy,  with 
mock  submission,  ''  I  thought  I  might  as  lief  tarry  a  bit,  and 
take  the  soup  and  bread  along  wi'  it." 

**Thou'rt  a  cunning  varlet,"  said  the  nun,  who  proved,  by 
a  certain  internal  giggle,  and  the  weight  of  the  boy's  pitcher, 
that  she  could  take  as  well  as  make  a  joke. 

The  next  pensioner  did  not  meet  with  the  same  indidgence 
— a  miserable  cripple  bent  together  with  age  and  disease.  The 
hunger  and  distress  which  had  enabled  him  to  bear  an  excru- 
ciating walk,  or  drag,  of  two  miles  had  not,  pressing  as  they 
were,  given  him  courage  to  bring  forward  his  claims  before  the 
scrutinizing  almoner,  and  he  shrank  back  as  she  exclaimed, — 

"  How  now,  Hans,  how  didst  thou  come  hither  ?  I  thought 
that  thou  didst  plead  thy  lameness  in  excuse  for  attending 
mass ;  yet,  the  convent  and  the  chapel  are  not  so  far  apart 
that  if  thou  canst  walk  to  the  one  for  food  for  thy  body,  thou 
couldst  surely  contrive  to  crawl  to  the  other  for  the  nourish- 
ment of  thy  soul.  Away  wi'  thee,  thou  glutton  ;  there's  no 
soup  for  thee  to-day !  If  thou  wilt  not  observe  the  festivals  of 
the  Church — bless  the  Pope ! — ^thou  must  be  made  to  keep  the 
fasts." 

Whatever  grounds  ihe  nun  had  for  her  accusation,  the  poor 
man's  shrivelled  limbs  and  woftd  countenance  betrayed  none 
of  the  usual  signs  of  intemperance.  Such,  too,  must  have  been 
the  Princess's  impression,  or  she  would  have  been  too  conside- 
rate to  cloud  Sister  Eva's  little  triumph  by  detaining  Hans, 
and  crossing  his  hand  with  a  gold  piece,  which  rendered  hini 
independent  of  her  bounty.  It  remained  on  his  distended 
palm,  as  if  his  shrivelled  fingers  had  not  power  to  close 
on  it. 

"  Take  it,  Hans,"  said  the  Prioress ;  "  the  Princess  gives  it 
thee.  There,  close  thy  hand,  or  thou  wilt  drop  her  bounty. 
Now  thank  the  gracious  donor,  and  go  buy  thyself  a  sup  of 
wine,  and  a  morsel  of  bread,  at  the  Pilgrims'  stall  yonder." 

Tears  fell  in  showers  from  poor  Hans'  aged  eyes,  as  he 
stammered  out  his  thanks.  ''May  Heaven  bless  you,  my 
royal  and  gracious  Princess!    Your  Highness  resembles  in 
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fayoiir  one  who,  in  her  early  years,  was  fair  an^  gentle  too. 
May  our  blessed  Mother  and  the  Angels  keep  you  from  eyil 
oonnsels  and  evil  deeds !" 

The  Prioress  saw  the  storm  gathering  on  Eva's  brow,  and 
judged  the  best  way  to  avert  its  explosion  was  to  hasten  the 
departure  of  the  poor  cripple,  and  then  to  take  her  own  leave. 
Sunmiomng  one  of  the  lay  sisters  to  the  aid  of  Hans,  she  ex- 
pressed her  thanks  to  Sister  Eva  for  the  rest  she  had  afforded 
her,  and  asked  the  further  loan  of  her  arm  in  helping  her  to 
her  cell.  At  the  same  time,  the  Princess  and  the  novice 
hastened,  as  was  their  wont,  to  pay  their  duty  to  the  Dowager 
.Queen  of  Hungary,  whom  we  must  in  fiitiure  designate  the 
Abbess  of  Eoenigsfelden,  it  having  been  her  pleasure  to  assume 
that  title,  together  with  the  rule  of  the  Poor  Sisters  of  St. 
Elare. 


0^ 
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CHAPTEE  ni. 

THE   QUEEN-ABBESS. 

Thus  Hecla  rears  his  awful  crest, 

Bobed  in  perpetual  snow ; 
Though  deep  within  his  heaving  breast 

Volcanic  fires  glow. 

The  apartment  known  in  the  convent  as  the  Abbess's  Parlour, 
and,  at  the  period  to  which  our  history  refers,  occupied  by  the 
once  powerful  and  beautiful  Agnes,  Queen  of  Hungary,  was 
both  lofty  and  spacious,  and  fitted  up  with  characteristic  mag- 
nificence. The  ceiling  was  of  carved  oak,  and  the  panels 
bordered  with  elaborate  workmanship.  The  walls  were  further- 
more decorated  with  fresco  paintings  representing  subjects 
taken  from  the  legendary  history  of  the  Bomish  saints,  in 
which  the  gloomy  taste  of  the  artist  or  his  patroness  was 
evidenced  by  the  selection  of  such  as  were  of  a  painful  nature. 
Suspended  over  one  compartment,  a  curtain  of  black  cloth  con- 
cealed the  entrance  into  the  private  chamber^  of  the  Superior; 
a  locality  which  the  imagination  of  the  younger  nuns  failed 
not  to  invest  with  deeper  horrors,  on  account  of  the  fearful 
shrieks — ^so  it  was  whispered  amongst  them — which  were  some- 
times heard  in  the  stillness  of  night  to  issue  from  them — 
apartments  never  entered  but  by  the  Abbess  herself,  and  one 
nun  on  whom  she  bestowed  her  especial  confidence. 

Notwithstanding  that  the  outer  room  was  suJQEiciently  lighted 
by  an  arched  window  of  stained  glass,  which  shed  a  rich  and 
chastened  glow  throughout  its  ample  dimensions,  few  ever 
entered  that  chamber  without  a  quickened  pulse  and  sinking 
spirit — something  of  that  mysterious  thriU  which  the  travelled 
experiences  when  he  descends  into  the  cemetery  of  St.  Calixton, 
or  inhales  the  pent  air  of  the  Egyptian  Pyraunids.  Nor  was 
the  stately  Isis-like  occupant  calculated  to  soothe  the  intruder's 
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agitated  spirits.  It  was  not  merely  to  the  majestic  dignity  of 
her  form,  though  in  height  and  proportion  it  ahnost  reached  the 
heroic — still  less  to  the  symmetrical  moulding  of  her  features, 
that  this  extraordinary  woman  owed  iiiie  appalling  efiEect  her 
appearance  produced  on  all  of  mortal  mould;  rather  might  it 
be  attributable  to  the  stone-like  repose  which  perraded  her 
whole  being.  She  appeared  amongst  common  mortals  like  a 
deity,  whose  nature  had  no  affinity  with  theirs,  and  who  could 
only  be  propitiated  by  the  sacrifices  her  worship  prescribed. 
Age  had  not  wrinkled,  it  had  petrified  her ;  Time  had  not 
withered,  it  had  hardened  her.  She  stood  alone — calm,  self- 
sustained,  like  a  vestige  of  years  gone  by,  in  an  age  with  whose 
usages  and  interests  she  had  no  concern.  The  total  absence  of 
colouring  on  the  countenance  of  the  Abbess,  her  faintly-traced 
eyebrows,  the  linen  band  which,  concealing  her  hair,.was  scarcely 
to  be  distinguished  from  the  pale  forehead  round  which  it  was 
bound,  and  the  flowing  and  undefined  lines  of  her  white  monas- 
tic habit,  increased  the  statue-like  resemblance.  On  one  side 
of  the  high-backed  ebony  chair  on  which  the  Abbess  sat  stood 
an  attendant,  whose  dark  complexion  and  motionless  form — to 
cany  on  the  fanciful  illustration — ^might  have  represented  an 
Egyptian  priestess  watching  the  sacred  lamp  in  the  temple  of 
her  idol.  But  our  young  Princess  had,  we  ween,  little  heart 
for  such  imaginative  speculations  as  she  knelt  with  Gertruda 
to  receive  the  Abbess's  evening  benediction  pronounced  over 
their  bended  heads.  When  they  arose,  the  attendant  placed 
for  the  Princess  a  seat,  whilst  her  companion  stood  at  her  side. 
A  pause  followed,  after  which  the  Abbess  spoke.  Her  voice 
was  low  and  monotonous,  and  her  countenance  retained  its 
marble  rigidity. 

"My  niece,"  she  said,  "I  have  received  a  mandate  for  thy 
removal  from  these  sheltering  walls.  I  had  hoped  thou  wouldst 
have  remained  as  my  successor  in  the  rule  of  this  convent  when 
I*  shall  be  laid  within  its  cloisters ;  but  thy  august  father  wills 
it  otherwise.  He  is  soon  to  return,  as  thou  knowest,  and  wiU 
claim  thee  at  my  hands  to  place  thee  among  the  high  ones  of 
the  earth.    So  be  it !    The  daughters  of  Hapsburg  have  ever 
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been  ready  to  sacrifice  their  own  desires  to  the  will  of  their 
parents.    The  hawk  broods  not  in  the  bower  of  the  dove." 

The  speaker  paused;  but  not  to  ask  or  receive  a  reply.  The 
eyes  of  her  niece  were  fixed  on  the  floor.  She  shrank  from  the 
gaze  of  those  eyes,  once  soft  and  lucid  as  her  own,  which  had 
contracted  the  filmy  dimness  of  an  age  more  than  twice  that 
to  which  their  possessor  had  attained. 

''  Gertruda  wiU  accompany  thee  to  the  castle,"  continued  the 
Abbess,  ''and  remain  there  during  the  intervening  time  and 
the  day  of  her  profession ;  a  day  which  will  vow  her  to  heaven, 
and  thee,  if  it  be  so  still  willed  by  thy  sire  and  kinsmen,  to  an 
earthly  spouse." 

During  this  speech  Gertruda's  pale  cheek  had  become  suf- 
fused with  the  deepest  crimson ;  for  one  moment  she  stood 
trembling  and  irresolute,  the  next  she  advanced  a  step;  when 
a  look  of  tender  reproach  from  her  Mend  arrested  her.  The 
Abbess  probably  saw  her  perplexiiy,  but  with  undisturbed 
calnmess,  turning  to  the  Princess,  said, — 

"  Thou  mayest  retire  alone.  Gertruda  will  remain."  Then 
turning  to  the  trembling  girl,  she  added,  '^  Speak,  daughter, 
what  wouldst  thou?" 

''  I  would  entreat,  reverend  mother,  for  permission  to  remain 

in  the  convent ;  I " 

The  power  of  utterance  was  gone,  yet  there  was  no  other 
impediment  to  the  finishing  of  her  petition.  The  Abbess 
moved  not;  her  eye  fell,  still  and  cold,  on  the  suppliant, who 
had  now  thrown  herself  at  her  feet ;  and  it  was  not  until  she 
perceived  her  inability  to  proceed  that  she  said, — 

"  It  is  not  in  my  power  to  grant  thy  request,  daughter.  The 
Church  has  decreed,  and  no  doubt  wisely,  that  the  novice  should 
see  somewhat  of  the  hollow  pleasures  of  the  world  ere  she  re- 
nounce them  for  ever.  Bise ;  thou  hast  already  received  my 
benediction." 

Gertruda  silently  obeyed ;  and  crossing  her  arms  meekly 
on  her  bosom,  stood  trembling  at  her  own  audacity.  A  half- 
hour  passed  in  these  painful  cogitations,  the  silence  broken 
only  by  the  pendulum  of  a  clock  of  rare  value  and  peculiar 
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oonstraction  which  stood  in  the  apartment^  when  a  gentle 
knock  at  the  door  Beemed,  as  by  a  spring,  to  move  the  auto- 
maton attendant,  who,  cautiously  raising  the  latch,  admitted 
Eather  Swithin,  with  his  basket  of  choice  pears,  at  the  gather- 
ing of  which  our  readers  have  already  assisted.     He  placed 
them  before  the  Abbess  with  a  profound  yet  cheerful  reverence 
*'I  humbly  opine,  most  gracious  madam,  that  his  highness. 
will  not  deem  his  desserts  slighted  this  same  fruitful  season, 
and  that  your  lady-abbess-ship  will  approve  of  this  bunch  of 
grapes,  which  I  have  caused  thus  early  to  ripen  in  this  harsh 
climate  by  an  art  not  known  to  many — were't  not  too  boastful, 
I  would  say  to  any,  in  these  drcumjacents."    A  shade,  rather 
than  a  blush,  of  pleasure  tinged  the  marble   cheek  of  the 
Abbess  as  she  accepted  the  tempting  fruit ;  but  she  checked 
her  half-lifted  hand  ere  it  conveyed  one  berry  to  her  parched 
lips;  and  the  pilgrim  who  pours  on  the  thirsty  soil  of  the 
desert  a  libation  of  the  cool  waters  for  which  his  very  fik)ul  is 
athirst  could  alone  appreciate  the  effort  with  which  the  poor 
ascetic   resisted   that  needful  refreshment.    The  faint  tint 
passed  away,  the  involuntary  grasp  was  released,  as,  turning 
to  Gertruda,  she  bade  her  bear  the  grapes  to  a  sick  sister. 
Poor  Swithin's  countenance  felL     "I  had  hoped,"  he  said, 
''most  reverend  madam,  that   you  would  have  deigned  to 
honour  my  poor  labours  by  partaking  of  their  fruit." 

"Good  father,"  replied  the  Abbess,  **we  evidence  our 
value  of  a  gift  by  the  use  we  make  of  it.  But  I  would  hear 
anent  the  stripling:  why  does  he  not  accompany  thee?" 
The  question  puzzled  the  good-natured  monk,  therefore  he 
ingeniously  evaded  it,  by  descanting  on  the  wonderful  pro- 
gress of  his  scholar  in  pruning  and  grafting ;  his  improving 
health,  as  well  as  his  docility  and  contentedness.  ''  He  will, 
then,  shortly  resume  his  training  under  brother  Anselmo's 
guidance,"  said  the  royal  Agnes,  with  somewhat  more  of 
hesitation  than  she  habitually  used  when  issuing  her  com- 
mands. Father  Swithin  shook  his  head :  ''  Dame  Nature's 
book,  reverend  madam,  is  the  only  one  whose  leaves  poor 
Henga  will  be  willing  to  turn  over ;  and  if  you  would  not  lay 
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his  head  beneath  her  greensward  you  must  leave  him  to  her 
gentle  nursing  for  some  time  to  come.  Verily,  the  lad  pro- 
fiteth  thereby,  and  draws  instruction  that  would  confound 
wiser  heads  from  her  operations  (to  say  naught  of  my  own), 
whilst,  like  our  blessed  founder  St.  Francis,  he  makes  ac- 
quaintance with  all  her  lowly  children.  See  how  he  tames 
the  wild  fowls  of  heaven !  until,  like  holy  St.  Jerome,  they 
will,  so  to  speak,  build  their  nests  in  his  hand — as  was  no 
doubt  the  case  with  the  blessed  Saint " — he  added,  crossing 
himself  in  verification  of  his  belief  in  the  miracle.  The 
Abbess  repeated  the  holy  sign,  and  her  evident  interest 
encouraged  the  old  man's  g9,rrulity  on  his  favourite  theme. 
**  'Tis  sweet  and  marvellous,"  he  continued,  **  to  hear  the 
youngster  with  his  gentle  whistle  stop  the  glancing  lizard  on 
the  sunny  wall,  and  to  mark  the  creature  shake  its  little  foot 
with  delight  at  the  melody  he  makes.  Nor  less  wondrous  is 
it  to  behold  him  luring  the  spotted  snake  from  its  nest,  per- 
mitting it  unscathed  to  twine  its  scaly  folds  around  his  neck, 
as  if  the  venomous  beast  would  strangle  him ;  and  then — " 
The  convulsive  start  of  his  auditor  arrested  the  old  man's 
t£ile,  and  at  the  same  moment  the  .watchful  nun  significantly 
pointing  to  the  door,  he  made  his  reverence,  and  retreated,  as 
Agnes  wildly  exclaimed,  ''Who  dares  aver  that  /  strangled 
the  babe  ?  See !  see !  it  breathes,  it  struggles  !"  Then  looking 
slowly  around  within  the  range  of  her  distended  eyeballs,  their 
gaze  became  fixed  on  distance,  and  her  whole  being  seemed 
stiffened  into  stone.  Her  attendant  stood  closely  near,  and, 
except  that  her  lips  moved  in  prayer  and  her  eyes  were  occa- 
sionally raised  to  heaven,  almost  as  motionless  as  the  object 
of  her  care.  Nor  did  she  even  attempt  to  administer  a  restor- 
ative imtil  the  hand  she  held  betrayed  a  tremulous  sensibility ; 
then  as  the  death-swoon  gradually  passed  off,  she  gently 
rubbed  the  reviving  limbs  with  the  hermit's  specific  (of  which 
we  shall  learn  more  hereafter),  iintil  the  patient  fell  into  her 
encircling  arms,  gently  breathing  out,  "  Ay,  now  I  bathe  in 
rose-dew ! "  After  remaining  pillowed  in  silence  for  some 
minutes  on  that  compassionating  bosom,  Agnes  extricated 
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herself  £rom  her  supporter,  and,  seemingly  unconscious  of  what 
Iiad  happened,  resumed  her  erect  posture. 

We  will  profit  by  the  pause  to  give  a  slight  sketch  of  this 

faithful   friend    of   the    unfortunate    Queen    of   Hungary. 

Sister  Ethelinda,  or,  as  she  was  familiarly  called  amongst 

the  nuns.  Sister  Ethel,  was  of  an  age  when  beauty  leaves 

few  traces,  and,  if  she  ever  possessed  any,  few  vestiges  of 

it  remained,   except  in  a  set  of  pearly  teeth  and  eyes  of 

Asiatic  form  and  lustre.     The  whiteness  of  the  former  were 

somewhat  neutralized  by   their   contrast   with   her   sallow 

complexion,  and  the  thin   lips   strained  over  them;   whilst 

those  lovely  shaded  eyes,  seldom  raised  from  the  ground, 

had  an  expression  of  sadness  that,  although  it  harmonized 

with  her  wasted  form,  was  evidently  foreign  to  their  native 

expression.     Sister  Ethel   was   early   in  life  affianced  to  a 

young  Italian  of  her  own  station  and  nation,  named  Francesco 

MontoHvo,   whom    she    loved  with    all  the  ardour  of  her 

affectionate  soul;  who  returned  her  love,  and  was  worthy 

of  it.    That  which  she  at  first  hailed  as  the  homage  due 

to  the  gifted  object  of  her    affections — the  notice  of   the 

great — proved  the  bane  of  her  happiness;  for  with  it  came 

to  her  lover  proposals  of  advancement  and  distinction  in 

a  path  which  she  could  not  tread  at  his  side,  and  in  a 

profession  which  for  ever  separated  her  from  it.     Montolivo 

would  have   declined  them   all  for  her  sake ;  but  perhaps 

she  feared  he  might  one  day  repent  the  sacrifice,  and  she 

took  it  on  herself.     Unknown  to  her  lover,  the  heroic  girl 

assumed  the  veil  in  a  distant  convent — ^that  of  the  Annimciata 

at  Venice — and  thus  left  him  free  to  pursue  the  brilliant 

career  open  before  him.     Time  went  on,  each  year  heaping 

fresh  honours  on  the  head  of  Francesco  Montolivo.     Severed 

from  all  natural  ties,  ambition  took  their  place  in  his  heart, 

and  his  betrothed  bride  was  remembered  only  as  the  saintly 

nun  of  the  Annunciata  at  Venice.     When,  after  a  series  of 

almost  unprecedented  advancement,  Francesco  found  himself 

seated  in  the  abbatical  chair  of  Koenigsfelden,  the  wretched 

isolation  of  the  Abbess  considerably  affected  him.    She  had 
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lately  lost  by  death,  the  only  attendant  slie  trusted,  and  he 
looked  in  yain  amongst  the  remaining  sisterhood  for  one  to 
fill  the  responsible  and  vacated  situation.  They  were,  for 
the  most  part,  composed  of  the  relatives  of  those  she  had 
injured:  for  in  doing  as  she  thought  an  act  of  reparation 
she  had  drawn  around  her  a  set  of  miserable  beings  who 
could  neither  love  nor  respect  her,  and  were  but  living 
mementoes  of  her  past  injustice  and  cruelty.  The  presence 
of  the  Prioress  and  her  neice  was  torture  to  her  ;  and  when 
the  reader  becomes  better  acquainted  with  their  wrongs  and 
sufferings,  it  will  be  readily  conceived  that  the  Abbot's  choice 
did  not  fall  on  them  as  the  more  immediate  attendants  of 

# 

the  cruel  persecutor  of  their  race.  In  this  dilemma,  the 
gentle  Ethelinda,  the  devoted  nun  of  the  Annunciata,  recurred 
to  his  recollection,  and  he  determined  to  endeavour  to  secure 
her  services  for  the  lone  woman  for  whose  misfortunes  she 
would  feel,  and  of  whose  crimes  she  was  to  a  great  extent 
ignorant.  It  was  not  di£B.cult  for  one  of  his  high  station  in 
the  Church  to  procure  the  exchange  of  Ethelinda' s  convent ; 
and,  although  her  woman's  affection  had  not  been  so  easily 
subdued  as  that  of  the  ambitious  prelate,  delicacy,  duty, 
and  the  interest  she  felt  in  her  charge,  enabled  her  to  fiilfil 
the  ofiB.ce  assigned  her  with  undeviating  integrity.  But  the 
Abbess  speaks,  and  Ethelinda  seizes  the  present  moment 
to  press  a  subject  she  has  much  at  heart,  and  to  execute 
a  commission  entrusted  to  her  by  the  Abbot.  The  Abbess 
led  to  its  object,  by  alluding  to  the  reluctance  shown  by 
Gertruda  to  leaving  the  convent. 

^^Methinks,"  replied  her  companion,  in  the  gentlest  tone, 
''  'twere  almost  cruel  to  give  that  young  creature  a  transient 
glimpse  of  life — ^to  show  her  the  power  of  her  wings,  and 
then  clip  them  for  ever." 

"  Thou  art  bold  in  questioning  what  holy  Mother  Church 
has  deemed  desirable,  daughter." 

**I  would  only  venture  to  suggest — ^holy  Maria  forbid 
that  I  should  dare  gainsay  her  sacred  commands  !^-whether, 
in  this  instance  of  Q-ertruda,  they  are  rightly  interpreted. 
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Eemember,  reverend  mother,  she  has  already  entered, 
nay  fulfilled  her  noviciate.  Is  it  not  before  repairing  to 
the  cloister  that  the  Church  allows  a  leave-taking  of  all 
earthly  joys  by  a  fuller  participation  of  them?  Now,  our 
poor  child,  reared  in  seclusion,  if  launched  at  once  on  a 
fall  tide  of  earth's  delights,  might,  alas,  be  engulfed  be- 
neath their  waters." 

The  Abbess  did  not  answer  immediately,  and  when  she 
spoke  it  was  in  a  tone  of  humility  which  accorded  with  the 
graceful  bend  of  her  head. 

"When  thou  confinest  thy  censures  to  the  poor  nun  of 
St.  Elare,  my  sister,  they  are  ever  humbly  received.  We 
"will  forthwith  take  counsel  of  our  Lord  Abbot." 

The  summoned   e^uncillor  obeyed  with  some  misgiving. 

Great  as  his  power  over  mind  and  will  usually  was,  he  well 

knew  that  the  mind  and  will  of  Agnes  of  Hapsburg  were 

governed  by  an   influence   over  which   he  had  no  control, 

unless  he  could  bring  it  imperceptibly  to  bear  on  a  firmness 

of  purpose,  a  oneness  of  action,  a  sincerity  of  principle — alas, 

how  distorted ! — which  no  other  power  could  warp  or  combat. 

The  Church  was  the  object    of   her  idolatry.     Not,   be  it 

observed,  the  Church   of  Jesus   Christ,   but  the  dominant 

hierarchy  of  Eome.     Whatever   could   be  brought  to  bear 

on  her  rule,  whatever  could  be  weighed  in  her  balance,  was 

to  this  her  blinded  votary,  a  sacred  and  imperative  obligation. 

But  Agnes  was  her  own  interpreter,  and  held  her  own  scales. 

As  far  as  the  facilities  of  the  age  allowed,  this  extraordinary 

woman  had  examined  the  councils,  canons,  and  decrees  of 

her  Church,  and  was  deeply  versed  in  its  ceremonial  ritual; 

as  well  as  the  marvellous  histories  of  its  saints  and  martyrs, 

its  patrons,  popes,  and   prelates.     Agnes  had  no  womanly 

weaknesses    or  sensibilities,    and  few  human  attachments. 

Her  father  had  been  deemed  by  her  the  only  being  to  whom 

she  owed  obedience,  and  had  been,  perhaps,  the  only  object 

of  her  respect  and  love ;  and  him  she  had  idolized  with  all 

the  fervour  of  her  fiery  soul — obeyed  him,  living,  with  more 

than  filial  devotion,  and  avenged  his  cruel  death  with  unre- 
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lenting  and  Tindistinguisliing  barbarity.  Such  was  Agnes 
of  Hapsburg — a  type  of  the  dark  era  in  which  she  lived — 
firm,  faithful,  energetic,  sincere,  she  possessed  the  germ  of 
every  noble  quality ;  but  aU  were  marred  and  defaced  by  the 
influence  of  an  all-absolute  and  soul-destroying  superstition ; 
her  youth  fettered  by  its  chains,  her  womanhood  stained 
by  blood  and  cruelty,  her  age  burthened  by  remorse  and 
self-inflicted  penance!  She  may  be  likened  to  a  beautiful 
plant,  that,  created  to  shed  its  fragrance  on  the  morning 
air  and  draw  tints  of  glorious  splendour  from  the  sun, 
which,  placed  within  the  influence  of  a  marshy  fen,  sucks  in 
the  pestiferous  poison,  and  emits  a  deadly  miasma  on  all 
within  its  influence.     Such  was  Agnes  of  Hapsburg ! 

The  conference  between  her  and  the  Abbot  ended,  as  such 
conferences  must  of  necessity  do,  where  one  party  is  bent  on 
rule,  and  the  other  too  wise  to  oppose  where  opposition  is 
known  to  be  vain.  It  needed  but  half  the  Abbot's  acuteness 
and  knowledge  of  the  world  to  point  out  to  him  the  folly  of 
trusting  the  yoimg  and  beautiful  novice  to  the  ordeal  proposed 
by  the  Abbess ;  and  he  had  secretly  exerted  all  his  influence 
to  prevent  her  accompanying  the  Princess  into  the  world. 
He  had  inspired  the  timid  Gertruda  herself  with  a  dread  of 
its  snares,  and  engaged  the  sympathies  of  the  gentle  Ethelinda 
in  the  hope  of  sparing  her  this  needless  trial,  or,  as  she  but 
too  justly  feared,  a  future  of  regret.  But  to  t£dk  of  regret 
or  danger  to  Agnes  were  equally  vain.  The  world — that  is, 
the  outer  world — ^had  never  allured  her ;  why  should  she  fear 
it  for  the  dedicated  Gertruda  ? 

**I  ask  but  one  question,  reverend  father,"  she  said,  in  an 
accent  rather  of  conmiand  than  interrogation ;  <'  does  not  holy 
Mother  Church  enjoin  this  preparatory  trial  of  the  vain  plea- 
sures of  the  world  before  taking  the  veil  and  the  final  vows  ?  " 

**  She  permits  it." 

**Then  Gertruda  will  accompany  the  Princess  Bertha  to 
the  castle,  when  she  herself  returns  thither  to  welcome  her 
royal  father;  and  to  your  zealous  watchfulness,  my  lord 
abbot,  I  trust  them  both." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

AN  o'eE  true  tale. 
Tren  bis  an  der  Todt. — Hebaldic  Motto. 

Although  the  gentle  Prioress  shrank  from  the  harrowing 
task  of  awakening  the  memories  of  the  past,  she  felt,  now 
her  beloved  pupil  was  about  to  enter  the  world  where  con- 
cealment would  be  impossible,  it  was  a  sacred  duty  to  draw 
aside  the  curtain  from  some  dark  passages  in  the  history  of 
ier  race,  though  it  was  with  a  trembling  hand.  At  the  hour 
appointed,  the  Princess,  herself  pale  and  agitated,  threaded 
the  long  passage  that  led  to  the  nun's  ceU,  and  took  an 
offered  seat  on  the  pallet  which  nearly  filled  its  narrow  di- 
mensions. 

The  Prioress,  as  if  afraid  to  exhaust  the  little  strength  she 
iiad  collected  on  any  other  subject,  opened  at  once  on  that 
which  had  brought  them  together. 

"  You  have  often  questioned  me,  my  beloved  pupil,  on  the 
events  of  my  early  life  as  connected  with  the  court  of  your 
grandfather,  in  which  my  sister  and  myself  were  brought  up, 
first  as  playmates,  and  at  which  we  afterwards  remained  as 
attendants  on  your  royal  aunts.  It  seems  as  a  long-past 
dream  to  recall  the  bright  sister-band  and  the  throng  of 
knights  and  demosels  which  made  the  ancient  castle  ring 
with  merriment ;  for  the  Emperor  was  as  indulgent  to  his 
children  as  he  was  stern  and  tyrannical  to  all  else.  You 
know,  doubtless,  he  was  not  the  only  son  of  the  great 
Rudolph.  Besides  his  favourite  Hartman,  the  hero  lived  to 
lay  another  son,  and  that  his  youngest,  in  an  untimely  grave. 
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This  last  left  a  young  widow,  who,  after  giving  birth  to  a  son, 
retired  to  a  convent,  and  died  of  grief.  The  Emperor 
Budolph,  during  the  few  remaining  years  of  his  life, 
cherished  this  orphan  grandson,  and  dying,  bequeathed 
him  to  the  guardianship  of  his  son,  Albert,  the  eldest  unde 
of  the  iU-fated  child." 

"  Speak  you  of  John  of  Swabia — the  regicide  ?  "  interrupted 
the  Princess,  deeply  colouring. 

"Ay,  daughter,  the  regicide!  for  such,  alas!  he  was.  I 
know  men  deem  it  blasphemy  to  utter  his  name,  or  breathe 
one  pitying  prayer  for  him  or  his  wretched  associates ;  but 
since  you,  my  child,  desire  to  hear  the  dreadful  consummation, 
it  is  but  righteous  that  you  should  also  listen  to  the  wrongs 
which  impelled  it.  I  have  said  that  Eudolph  bequeathed  his 
orphan  grandchild  to  the  care  of  his  uncle,  together  with 
the  ample  possessions  with  which  he  was  endowed,  solemnly 
adjuring  him  to  give  the  boy  the  place  of  an  heir  at  his  board 
and  a  child  in  his  heart — to  educate  him  with  his  own  child- 
ren— prudently  to  husband  his  patrimony,  and  to  put  him 
in  possession  of  it  when  arrived  at  man's  estate.  Albert 
solemnly  pledged  himself  to  fulfil  his  sire's  requisitions,  and 
obey  his  injunctions,  and  the  soul  of  the  great  Eudolph 
passed  away  unclouded  with  doubt.  Scarcely,  however,  were 
his  obsequies  over  ere  his  cherished  grandson  was  banished 
the  court  to  the  castle  of  his  tutor,  the  Baron  vonEschenbourg, 
where  he  was  brought  up  in  obscuriiy,  and  denied,  as  he  grew 
to  man's  estate,  all  opportunity  of  asserting  his  birthright : 
his  unjust  guardian  applying  his  ample  revenues  to  the 
aggrandisement  of  his  own  children  ;  whilst  the  few  attend- 
ants allowed  to  the  wronged  owner  were  scantily  maintained 
and  nleanly  paid.  I  know  what  that  speaking  look  would 
ask,  my  Bertha,"  continued  the  narrator,  the  indignant 
accent  of  her  voice  softening  to  the  tones  of  affection. 
"Your  father  was  always  kind  and  just,  but  he  had  little 
influence  with  the  Emperor,  who  was  swayed  by  spirits  more 
like  his  own — Leopold,  whose  fiery  temper  never  brooked 
control,  and  Agnes,  who  alone  remained  unmarried  of  the 
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sister-band.     Moreover,  let  me  here  add  to  the  comforting  of 
your  filial  love,  that  your  sire,  having  ofiPended  the  Emperor 
by  bestowing  his  hand  on  your  lovely  mother,  who  alone  had 
possession  of  his  heart,  was  banished  from,  the  court  daring  the 
principal  period  of  my  history.     The  Archduchess  Agnes, 
your  aunt— afterwards  the  wife  and  widow  of  the  King  of 
Hungary,  and  now  our  reverend  abbess — was  bom  to  com- 
mand!"    And  here,    suiting  the   action  to  the  word,   the 
nun  raised    her    drooping    form,   her    large    eyes  dilated, 
and  she   continued  with  clearer  enunciation,  "Majestic  as 
the  eagle  when    he  poises  in   mid -air;    graceful    as    the 
swan  when  she    glides  through  the  dividing  water.     iN'or 
was  it  outward  form,   or  even  inborn  qualities  alone,    in 
which  she  was  pre-eminent  r  she  was  learned  above  most  of 
her  age  and  sex.     Her  life,  dating  from  early  youth,  was 
spent  in  charitable  deeds   and  exercises  of  devotion.     She 
turned  coldly  from  worldly  pleasures  and  earthly  loves  :  the 
chase,  the  dance,  the  tournament,  had  no  charms  to  lure  her 
from  the  confessional  or  the  altar.     Oft^n  have  I  followed  her 
as  she  stole  from  the  social  circle  into  the  chapel,  where- 
tearing  the  jewels  from  her  queenly  brow — t  have  beheld  her 
prostrate  herself  before  the  host,  and  lick  the  dust  in  expia- 
tion of  a  moment's  harmless  merriment.     The  Empress — a 
zealous  daughter  of  the  Church— encouraged  Agnes's  wish 
for  the  veil,  promising  to  raise  an  abbey  as  her  dower :  little 
deeming  it  would  so  soon  be  her  husband's  tomb !     And  I, 
too,  how  far  was  I  from  even  dreaming,  when,  in  girlish 
playfulness,  she  promised  that  I  should  rank  second  in  her 
rule,  that  promise  should  be  kept  imder  circumstances  so 
dire!" 

"  But  surely,"  interrupted  the  Princess,  "  my  aunt  departed 
from  her  early  vows  when  she  wedded  the  King  of  Hun- 
gary?" 

"  It  was  a  sore  trial  to  her ;  but  the  Emperor's  will  was  more 
binding  on  his  daughter  even  than  that  of  God,  and  motives 
of  state  policy  induced  him  to  snatch  the  veil  from  his 
daughter's  head,  to  place  on  it  a  queenly  crown.  But  the  heart 
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of  Agnes  was  no  traitor  to  her  first  and  only  love,  and  when 
after  a  few  years  she  returned,  widowed  and  childless,  to  her 
father's  court,  she  supplicated  for  permission  to  renew  her 
early  vows.  But  I  have  gone  too  far  onward  in  my  history. 
I  should  say  that  about  the  time  of  the  Queen  of  Hungary's 
espousals,  my  beloved  sister  had  consented  to  reward  the  long- 
tried  constancy  of  the  Baron  von  Wart,  who,  with  our  kinsman, 
the  Lord  of  Balm,  and  the  Baron  von  Eschenbach,  his  tutor, 
were  attached  adherents  of  the  unfortunate  John  of  Swabia, 
the  neglected  nephew  and  defrauded  ward  of  the  Emperor. 
Both  brides  were  desirous  that  I  shoidd  accompany  them  to 
their  future  homes.  I  chose  the  humbler  one  of  my  sister,  and 
took  up  my  abode  in  her  husband's  castle,  which  was  situated 
near  thafc  of  Eschenbach.  It  was  here  I  first  saw  the  Prince. 
His  other  attached  j&iends  also  lived  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  a  constant  intercourse  was  kept  up  between  them ;  each 
one  in  turn  becoming  the  guest  or  host  of  the  others,  whilst 
Prince  John  was  the  honoured  inmate  of  all — sometimes  re- 
maining with  the  ladies  whilst  their  lords  left  them,  at  the 
mandate  of  the  Emperor,  to  take  a  part  in  his  wars.  The  poor 
outcast  felt  his  wrongs  most  deeply,  although  silently ;  yet, 
when  witnessing  the  warm  welcome  which  greeted  the  chief- 
tains' return,  the  honest  homage  of  the  vassal,  the  tenderness 
of  wife  or  child,  he  has  sometimes  uttered  the  wish  that  he  had 
been  bom  a  subject.  What  marvel  then,  that  he  should  seek 
an  alliance  with  the  generous  friends,  whose  happy  liberty  he 
coveted !  My  brother-in-law  and  our  kinsman,  of  Balm  re- 
fused their  immediate  sanction  to  our  union.  *  Our  present 
object,  my  Prince,*  they  would  say,  *  is  to  instal  you  in  your 
rights ;  let  it  not  be  said  we  did  it  for  the  aggrandizement  of 
our  own  families.'  But  we  were  left  free  to  meet  in  the  society 
of  our  common  friends,  and  we  were  too  sure  of  each  other's 
faith,  and  too  happy  in  the  present,  to  fear  the  fature.  Ah, 
those  were  days  of  almost  unmixed  delight  to  my  dearly-loved 
sister  and  myself,  for  we  recked  not  the  dark  current  that  rolled 
beneath.  Affcer  three  years  thus  passed,  a  breath  of  war  stirred 
the  first  leaf  in  our  bower  of  bliss,  and  then  came  a  herald  to 
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command  our  barons  to  go  to  meet  the  Emperor,  in  battle 
array,  at  Baden,  and  claiming  their  assistance  in  subjecting 
the  rebel  cantons.     No  sunmions  came  for  Prince  John,  but  it 
had  been  determined  that  he  should  accompany  his  tutor  and 
friends,  and  make  a  public  appeal  for  the  justicQ^  refused  to 
their  private  demands.     *  K  the  Emperor,'  they  said,  'turn  the 
deaf  ear  to  our  righteous  claims  in  his  cabinet,  we  will  pro- 
claim them   loud  enough   in  his  assembled   court  to  ring 
through  every  land  of  Christendom.'     I  trembled  as  I  saw 
the  light  of  their  fiery  eyes,  the  clenched  fist,  the  backward 
toss  of  the  haughty  head,  as  these  devoted  friends  spoke  of 
maintaining  the  rights  of  their  almost  idolized  Prince.     I  saw 
also  that  anger  at  the   oppression    had    generated  hatred 
towards  the  oppressor ;  and  that  they  talked  of  revenge  until 
it  was  looked  on  as  a  virtue,  and  of  endurance  as  another  name 
for  cowardice.     But  the  gentle  spirit  of  the  Prince  entered  not 
into  their  feelings,  and  I  observed  he  was  not  generally  admitted 
into  their  councils.     The  situation  of  my  sister — ^then  in  the 
near  expectation  of  the  birth  of  her  second  child — ^prevented 
her  accompanying  her  lord,  and  I  staid  to  nurse  and  cheer 
her.    Alas !  I  was  little  suited  to  the  task.    As  we  stood 
together  on  the  terrace  of  the  castle,  to  watch  the  departure  of 
the  gallant  band — the  beautiful !  the  brave ! — an   imdefined 
but  acute  anguish  took  possession  of  my  soul.    I  do  believe, 
my  daughter,  that  Heaven  sometimes,  in  mercy  opens  the 
future  before  our  mind's  eye,  to  prepare  us  for  its  dreadful 
realities.     Yet,  what  forebodings  could  have  pictured  such  as 
we  wfire  about  to  realize !     A  circumstance,  though  trifling  in 
itself,  might  have  deepened  mine.     As  the  martial  band,  in 
gallant  array,  defiled  down  the  steep  heights  on  which  the 
castle  stood,  a  bell  from  the  neighbouring  chapel  mingled  with 
the  trumpets'  clang,  and  a  funeral  procession  crossed  the  path 
below.  Just  then.  Prince  John,  who  was  somewhat  in  advance, 
turned  an  abrupt  angle  which  led  into  it — his  horse  started  and 
threw  his  rider,  who  had  heedlessly  turned  to  give  a  parting 
look  homeward.     He  was,  however,  unhurt.     Springing  again 
into  the  saddle,  he  waved  an  adieu,  and,  followed  by  the  whole 
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troop,  the  road  was  speedily  crossed,  and  naught  was  seen  bul 
the  funeral  train  slowly  wending  its  way  to  the  quiet  graveyard 
on  the  hill.  Oh,  my  beloved  child,  how  wilt  thou  bear  to  trac( 
with  me  the  dark  and  thorny  journey  which  lay  before  mj 
gentle  sister,  ere  she  reached  that  blissful  resting-place  !  The 
remainder  of  that  day  I  strove  in  vain  for  composure  ;  but  mj 
sister  was  calm  and  hopeful.  The  next  day,  she  proposed  oni 
visiting  the  Baironess  von  Eschenbach,  who  detained  us  yel 
another,  and  accompanied  us  back  on  the  third.  As  w€ 
alighted  from  our  horses,  in  the  court,  the  aged  seneschal 
caught  hold  of  my  robe  to  prevent  me  following  my  compa- 
nions into  the  castle,  and  beckoned  me  to  follow  him.  I  did  so ; 
and,  walking  as  fast  as  his  tottering  limbs  would  carry  him,  he 
led  the  way  into  the  wood  of  venerable  trees  that  then  clothed 
the  steep  descent  leading  to  the  stream  of  the  Limmat,  until 
their  pendent  branches  were  bathed  in  its  waves.  After  fol- 
lowing the  main  road  for  some  distance,  he  pointed,  with  a 
trembling  finger,  to  a  narrow  side-path  conducting  to  a  fishing- 
hut  on  the  river's  brink.  I  askfed  no  questions ;  even  if  I  had 
dared  to  meet  the  dreaded  reply,  my  tongue  would  have 
denied  them  utterance.  I  read  it  in  the  glazed  eye,  the  clasped 
hands  of  the  faithful  Hubert,  who  threw  himself  on  his  kneee 
as  I  darted  down  the  steep  declivity.  I  know  not  how  I  reached 
the  hut.  It  was  a  spring  twilight ;  the  stars  had  not  yet  ap- 
peared, and  my  way  was  further  darkened  by  the  thick  over- 
hanging branches.  My  first  recollection  was  of  a  muffed 
figure  standing  in  the  porch,  but  no  disguise  could  have 
concealed  the  object  of  my  forebodings.  I  knew  it  was  the 
Prince.  I  knew  he  was  come  to  disclose  some  direful  tidings ; 
perhaps,  to  bid  a  last  farewell.  All  was  revealed  to  me  in  thai 
mysterious  moment ;  in  the  next,  the  wretched  John  of  Swabia 
was  kneeling  at  my  feet.  I  looked  on  him  with  a  vacant  eye. 
I  stretched  forth  an  ice-cold  hand  to  raise  him.  '  Touch  me 
not,  Adelaide,'  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  whose  hollow  accents 
ring  evermore  in  my  ears ;  *  the  blood,  the  kindred  blood  of 
the  Lord's  anointed  is  on  my  hand !  But,  oh,  my  angel  love ! 
I  could  not  leave  thee  for  ever  without  telling  thee  how  deep. 
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How  imperishable  my  love  for  thee  has  been,  and  evermore 
will  abide !     Pray  for  me !  oh,  pray  for  one  who  dares  not 
pray  for  himself ! '     He  lifted  the  comer  of  my  robe  to  his  lips 
and  vanished.     I  tried  to  cry  after  him,  and  entreat  him  to 
stop.    I  wished,  at  least,  to  tell  him  that  my  future  life  should 
be  spent  in  supplicating  pardon  for  his  crime,  however  great. 
He  heard  me  not,  and  the  stars  were  the  only  created  wit- 
nesses of  the  vow  I  made — a  vow  of  life-long  penance  and 
prayer ;  and,  as  far  as  human  weakness  has  permitted,  I  have 
kept  that  vow.  And  oh!"  continued  the  narrator,  with  clasped 
bands  and  upraised  eyes,  and  in  utter  absorption  of  spirit, 
"  Tbou  who  bore  imanswered  but  by  prayer  and  blessing  the 
injuries  of  Thine  enemies,  pardon  the  guilty  deed,  provoked 
by  bitter  wrong,  and  followed  by  long  years  of  suffering  and 
repentance.     Sustain  him  in  his  abasement,  comfort  him  in 
his  exile ;  let  my  prayers,  my  vigils,  plead  in  his  behalf,  and 
Thy  precious  sacrifice  wash  white  the  guilty  stain  from  his 
soul!"  Then  burying  her  face  in  her  hands,  the  tears  trickled 
through  her  slender  fingers,  whilst  her  fragile  form  rocked  to 
and  fro  with  irrepressible  emotion.  The  Princess  gently  raised 
the  mourner,  and,  pressing  her  head  against  her  bosom,  tears 
were  for  some  time  the  only,  as  they  were  the  most  soothing, 
testimony  of  her  sympathy.  "  As  the  seneschal  had,  for  reasons 
known  to  us  both,  prevented  immediate  search  being  made  for 
me,"  resumed  the  nun,  "  it  was  not  till  some  hours  after  that 
the  servants  from  the  castle  found  me  stretched  on  the  ground 
nearly  insensible,  and  wet  with  the  night  dew.     The  intelli- 
gence of  my  sister's  danger  aroused  me  to  consciousness  and 
action.     Some  vague  rumours  had  reached  her  in  spite  of  the 
seneschal's  caution,  and  brought  on  those  pangs  which  were 
almost  unheeded  amid  severer  woe,  and  an  unfortunate  yet 
precious   infant  was  sent  us  in  this  dark  hour."     Here  the 
Princess  turned  on  the  narrator  an  inquiring  look.     **It  is 
even  so ;  that  babe  was  the  brother  of  our  Gertruda.     Poor 
child !  he  was  cradled  in  woe  and  disaster— the  heritor  of  sor- 
row, but  not,  God  be  praised !  of  guilt.     The  bloody  fact  of 
the  Emperor's  murder,  and  the  flight  of  the  conspirators,  soon 
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reached  us,  with  the  announcemeiit  of  the  quick  following 
yengeance  of  the  Empress  and  her  children.  It  would  seem 
that  their  grief  knew  no  solace  but  in  the  misery  they  inflicted 
on  the  innocent :  the  guilty  had  fled  heyond  the  reach  of  their 
vengeance.  Agnes,  and  her  brother  Leopold,  scoured  the 
country,  converting  it  into  one  vast  burning  pyre  to  the 
memory  of  their  murdered  parent.  On  the  first  rumour  of 
their  approach,  the  benevolent  Baroness  von  Eschenbach 
returned  to  her  castle,  taking  with  her  the  new-bom  babe  and 
his  nurse  ;  but  it  was  not  till  the  shrieks  of  the  perishing  and 
the  clang  of  the  avenger's  trumpet  were  heard,  that  a  few 
faithful  followers  bore  the  wife  and  little  daughter  of  Von 
Wart  to  a  cottage  occupied  by  the  wife  of  the  seneschal  in  a 
distant  forest,  whither  I  accompanied  her  on  foot  by  the  side 
of  their  litter.  An  hour  after,  the  Castle  of  Falkenstein,  late 
the  abode  of  hospitality  and  happiness,  was  in  flames ;  some 
of  its  brave  defenders  buried  in  its  ruins,  the  rest,  more  unfor- 
tunate still,  reserved  to  glut  the  savage  revenge  of— pardon 
me,  dear  daughter,  you  compelled  me  to  this  recital,  and  even 
now  I  would  desist,  for  I  warn  you  that  these  crimson  facts 
paled  before  others  which  reached  us  a  long  time  after." 

*'  And  yet  I  would  beseech  you,  dear  mother,  harrowing  as 
they  may  be,  not  to  hide  them  from  me,  imless  my  selfish 
eagerness  tax  your  sensitive  spirit  and  feeble  strength  too 
heavily." 

After  a  short  pause,  the  narrator  continued  her  sad  tale. 

"  I  know  not  how  many  weeks,  or  even  months,  crawled  on 
in  our  forest  hiding-place — ^the  memory  of  which,  even  at  this 
distant  period,  is  torture— when  one  evening  my  brother-in- 
law's  favourite  page  crept  to  our  door  the  disguise  of  a  ped- 
lar. Noble,  yet  ill-fated  youth !  he  risked  more  than  his  life  in 
thus  searching  for  the  wife  of  his  master.  Alas,  alas,  brave 
Eusseling !  my  heart  bleeds  when  I  think  on  thy  hard  fate — 
thy  youthful  form  torn  by  the  torturer's  pincers  in  the  vain 
effort  to  shake  thy  constant  soul,  or  to  force  from  thy  truth- 
ful lips  aught  that  could  criminate  thy  guiltless  lord.  For  thee, 
too,  have  I  watched,  and  prayed,  and  wept.    But  I  anticipate ; 
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and  I  must  hasten  from  Eusseling's  after -sufferings,  to  give 
you  his  account,  then  first  learnt  by  ourselves,  of  that  dire 
deed  which  turned  our  fair  heritage  of  earth  into  a  howling 
wilderness.  I  will  try  to  relate  it  briefly,  for  my  strength 
begins  to  fail,  and  the  night  wears.  On  that  fatal  day, 
already  alluded  to,  when  the  Prince  and  his  barons  left  us  to 
join  the  Emperor  at  Baden,  they  were  stopped  at  the  gates  of 
the  town  to  give  place  to  him  and  his  suite,  who  unfortu- 
nately arrived  at  the  same  moment.  At  the  head  of  the 
numerous  train  of  the  Austrian  chivalry,  and  occupying  the 
station  which  poor  Prince  John  should  by  his  birthright  have 
filled, — decked,  too,  in  his  hereditary  jewels, — ^rode  his  cousin. 
Archduke  Leopold.  The  hatred  borne  by  this  vindictive 
young  man  towards  his  cousin  was  well  known,  and  was  such 
as  the  injurer  alone  bears  to  his  victim.  On  this  day  it  was 
ostentatiously  manifested  in  the  scorn  which  curled  his  lip  as 
he  rode  past  him,  without  the  courtesy  of  recognition.  The 
friends  of  Prince  John  exchanged  looks  of  defiance,  and  some 
even  laid  their  hands  on  the  hilts  of  their  swords;  whilst  h© 
looked  not  up,  and  his  head  sank  on  his  bosom  as  if  he 
dared  not  face  the  insulting  pageant.  His  faithful  followers 
looked  on  him  with  indignant  surprise,  and  crowded  round 
^,  both  to  conceal  his  abstraction  and  to  rouse  him  to 
energy  and  self-respect :  and  as  the  stern  Baron  von  Eschen- 
tach  rode  by  the  Prince's  side  through  the  streets  of  Baden, 
lie  was  overheard  to  utter  words  of  bitter  rebuke.  We  know 
iiotwhat  passed  at  a  council  held  on  their  arrival  by  Prince 
John's  adherents  ;  not  one  of  that  noble  but  misguided  band 
remained  to  tell  the  secret ;  but  shortly  after  they  and  their 
leader  rode  up  the  steep  ascent,  on  the  top  of  which  stands 
the  royal  castle  of  Baden,  in  which  Albert  was  to  hold  his  fare- 
well banquet.  How  little  did  he  anticipate  it  was  the  last  of 
vhich  he  should  ever  partake  !  This  day,  the  Emperor  pre- 
sided in  person.  On  either  side  sat  his  sons,  Albert  and 
leopold,  and  the  seat  next  the  former  was  destined  for  Prince 
John,  but  he  left  it  vacant,  and  placed  himself  in  the  midst 
of  his  own  adherents.     The  company  was  numerous,  and  yet 
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distinguished,  and  the  entertainment  more  than  ordinarily 
sumptuous.  Immediately  before  the  royal  party  was  placed 
a  curiously- wrought  model  of  the  castle  and  tower  of  Haps- 
burgh,  on  the  top  of  which,  of  the  size  and  colouring  of  life, 
was  appended  a  hawk,  holding  in  its  beak  a  garland  of  the 
golden  Immortelles,  tied  with  bunches  of  black  ribbon,  repre- 
senting, as  thou  wilt  perceive,  the  crest  and  colours  of  thy 
house.  I  have  a  reason  for  being  thus  minute  in  describing 
what  may  appear  to  thee  worthy  of  little  note  amid  graver 
matters ;  therefore,  dear  daughter,  I  prithee  heed  it." 

The  Princess  could  only  bow  assent,  for  her  emotion  was 
too  deep  for  words;  and  the  narration  was  continued  with 
such  feverish  rapidity,  as  if  strength,  and  even  breath,  would 
fail  ere  it  was  completed. 

^'  Though  the  cheer,  as  I  have  said,  was  abundant,  and  the 
wine-cup  was  deeply  drained,  yet  the  spirits  of  the  guests  rose 
not.  A  deep  gloom  sat  on  Albert's  brow,  and  its  murky 
shade  spread  wider  and  wider  until  it  reached  far  below  the 
dais,  to  the  furthest  end  of  the  banqueting-board,  and  siLenced 
even  the  mirth  of  the  boy  pages.  But  the  universal  stupor 
gave  place  to  intense  interest,  as,  on  an  order  being  given  to 
prepare  the  parting  cup,  Prince  John  rose  from  his  seat,  and 
demanded  of  the  Emperor  a  few  minutes'  audience.  The 
whole  bearing  of  John  had  undergone  a  mighty  change  since 
the  depression  of  the  morning.  A  feeling  of  self-respect  and 
of  unprovoked  injustice  had  changed  the  lamb  into  a  lion. 
He  stood  erect,  with  open  brow,  firm  in  the  justice  of  his 
cause,  and,  in  a  voice  that  penetrated  to  the  remotest  comer 
of  the  vast  hall,  entered  into  a  calm,  unexaggerated  history  of 
his  wrongs.  He  addressed  the  Emperor  as  his  liege  lord  and 
nearest  kinsman,  and  expressed  his  hearty  desire  to  aid  hirn 
in  the  coming  war,  if  restored  to  his  rightful  place,  now 
usurped  by  his  cousin  Leopold.  He  related  the  story  of  his 
birth ;  the  early  death  of  both  his  parents ;  the  sacred  trust 
of  guardianship  bequeathed  by  his  grandsire.  And  then, 
though  the  frown  deepened  on  the  grim  visage  of  the  treacher- 
ous guardian,  and  the  scorn  which  had  curled  the  lips  of 
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Leopold  changed  to  the  quiver  of  rage  and  shame,  he  told  of 
Ms  neglected  childhood,  his  banished  youth,  and  ended  by 
demanding  the  restoration  of  his  withheld  patrimony  and 
osorped  rights.  He  ceased ;  but  ere  the  Emperor  replied  the 
attention  of  the  assembly  was  drawn  to  a  low  wail,  which 
proceeded  from  the  shield  of  the  great  Eudolph,  which 
hung  on  the  wall;  and  many  a  stout  heart  quailed  as 
the  ponderous  metal,  after  rocking  backward  and  forward, 
fell  with  a  loud  crash  to  the  ground !  The  Emperor  waxed 
deadly  pale,  but  moved  not  from  his  place;  and  whilst  his 
sons  hastened  to  assist  in  replacing  the  fallen  shield,  he  de- 
liberately unfastened  the  garland  I  have  described  from  the 
hawFs  beak,  and  threw  it  towards  his  nephew,  with  the 
bitter  gibe  that  rang  his  own  death-knell :  *  Take  this,  young 
man ;  an  ornament  more  befitting  thee  than  casque  or  helm.' 
The  insult  was  perceived  and  felt  by  all,  but  most  keenly  by 
the  Prince's  adherents,  who  tossed  the  insulting  garland  jfrom 
sword  to  sword  until  it  was,  in  all  probability,  trodden  under 
foot  and  destroyed.  Albert  immediately  left  the  hall,  and,  at- 
tended by  his  court,  proceeded  through  the  town  to  the  border  of 
the  river,  where  a  small  boat  was  in  readiness  to  carry  him  across 
to  the  opposite  side.  Either  by  accident  or  design — there  is  One 
above  who  alone  can  tell — ^the  Emperor,  separated  from-  his 
own  party,  entered  the  boat,  followed  by  his  nephew.  Prince 
John,  the  Barons  Eschenbach,  Wart,  and  Balm,  the  Knight 
Tegerfield,  our  poor  Eusseling,  and  one  of  his  own  attendants. 
Time  has  thrown  no  light  on  this  dark  passage.  Eusseling 
could  only  relate  that,  obeying  the  orders  of  his  master,  he 
had  forced  an  entrance  for  himself  into  the  boat,  and  after 
reaching  the  opposite  bank  had  staid  behind  a  few  minutes 
to  secure  the  light  craft  from  being  carried  away  by  the  con- 
fluent streams.  A  few  minutes !  Oh,  when  did  time  in  its 
flight  through  ages  behold  such  wild  devastation ;  and  that  in 
one  of  the  fairest  heritages  of  earth !  The  howling  blast 
of  human  passion  had  passed  by;  and  when  Eusseling 
reached  the  meadow  just  above  the  meeting  of  the  waters,  he 
found  only  the  mangled  form  of  the  dying  monarch  and  his 
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own  master,  who  pointing  to  the  piteous  spectacle,  declare 
liimself  guiltless  of  the  deed,  and  bade  him  seek  his  safety  i 
flight.  The  guilty  rest  had  fled.  From  that  hour  no  hon 
has  sheltered  their  weary  bodies,  no  affection  soothed  the 
afiOiicted  souls,  no  pardon  healed  their  torn  consciences.  Th< 
have  wandered,  like  the  flrst  murderer,  through  alien  lan< 
— branded,  despised,  forsaken." 

"And  my  grandfather?"  asked  the  awe-struck  listene 
anxious  to  turn  the  tide  of  conyulsive  emotions. 

'^  Abandoned  alike  by  his  assassins  and  his  own  affrights 
attendant,  the  Emperor  must  have  breathed  his  last  on  tl 
sod  which  reeked  with  his  blood  but  for  the  courageoi 
tenderness  of  a  peasant  woman  who  passed  that  way  ace 
dentally,  as  men  phrase  it.  She  sat  until  the  sun  sunk  behii 
the  mountains,  supporting  the  dying  monarch's  head  on  hi 
bosom,  vainly  endeayouring  to  staunch  his  ebbing  life-bloc 
with  her  long  tresses.  •  That  young  woman  was  the  daught 
of  our  faithful  seneschal,  and  your  old  friend  Dame  Hedwig  h 
wife,  our  humble  protectors  in  the  forest  hut." 

"Dame  Hedwig,  Henga's  grandame?  "  asked  the  Princes 
pleased  as  well  as  surprised  at  the  discovery. 

"  We  will  speak  more  of  this  hereafter." 

"  One  query  more :  did  Eusseling  bring  you  tidings  of  yoi 
sister's  babe  ?" 

"  He  did,  but  they  were  too  vague  and  harassing  to  be  coi 
flded  to  his  poor  mother,  and  he  imparted  them  secretly  i 
me.  You  will  remember  how  generously  the  Baroness  E 
chenbach  took  charge  of  the  babe  in  our  hour  of  nee< 
Eusseling  related  that  amid  the  sack  and  burning  of  tl 
Castle  of  Eschenbach,  as  Agnes  ran  wildly  like  a  destroyic 
flend  from  room  to  room,  she  discovered  a  cradle  in  which  Is 
a  sleeping  babe,  in  a  dark  corner  in  which  it  had  doubtlei 
been  placed  for  concealment.  Tearing  the  innocent  slumbers 
from  its  couch,  she  pressed  her  blood-stained  Angers  on  i 
velvet  throat,  and  but  for  the  interference  of  some  soldie: 
— men  of  blood,  but  less  savage  than  this  daughter  < 
kings^" 
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''And  that  babe — oh,  dearest  mother,"  exclaimed  Bertha, 
dasping  her  hands  in  horror,  ''was  it  your,  infant  nephew? 
and  what  was  its  fate  ?" 

"That  remained    long  unknown  to  ns.    Eusseling   said 
p^ple  in  general  believed  it  to  be  the  infant  heir  of  Eschen- 
bach ;  but  he  was  older — ^but  you  shall  hear  further  of  its  fate. 
I  will  now  continue  my  melancholy  tale.     The  page  staid  with 
OS  but  a  few  hours,  and  departed  to  join  his  master  where  he 
had  sought  refuge  in  the  house  of  a  relative,  Count  Diebolten 
Ton  Blamont,  who  afterwards  cruelly  betrayed  him  into  the 
hands  of  those  who  thirsted  for  his  blood.     The  poor  boy  and 
Mb  master  never  met.    Busseling  was  taken,  tortured,  exe- 
cuted ;   but  let  me    not  repeat  the    soul-distracting    tale ! 
Although  it  was  some  relief  to  his  wife  to  know  the  hunted 
Active  had  found  even  a  temporary  hiding-place,  yet  she 
nustrusted  the  chciracter  of  the  kinsman  under  whose    roof 
lie  had  sought  it,  and  the  known  avarice  of  his  wife,  and 
but  too  surely  foreboded  the  fatal  result.     After  the  visit  of 
BusseHng,  an  evident  change  came  over  her  gentle  spirit. 
She  was  silent,    abstracted,  restliBss.     For  whole   days  she 
wandered  about  the  forest  alone,  and  at  her  return  would 
avoid  all  communion  with  the  sister  who  had  hitherto  shared 
her  every  thought,  and  even  turn  from  the  caresses  of  our 
little  darling." 

"  Gertruda  ?  » 
•  "Ay,  your  friend  Gertruda,  the  heritor  of  early  sorrow." 

"  And  dearer,  if  possible,  is  she  to  my  heart  for  this  addi- 
tional claim  on  it.     But  go  on,  dearest  mother." 

The  Prioress  did  so,  and  thus  continued  :  "I  perceived  my 
sister's  mind  was  dwelling  on  some  project,  into  which  she 
meant  not  that  I  should  penetrate,  and  I  forbore  to  thwart 
her  humour  by  seeking  her  confidence.  Indeed,  at  that  time, 
I  had,  most  mercifully,  little  leisure  for  reflection,  for  besides 
the  charge  of  our  little  Gertruda,  a  change  in  our  household 
threw  all  its  cares  on  me.  Dame  Hedwig,  the  wife  of  our 
faithful  seneschal,  was  just  then  called  away  to  the  death- 
bed of  her  child,  who  lived  only  to  give  birth  to  a  sickly 
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and  defomied  infant  whom  she  remained  to  nurse.  This 
daughter  was,  as  you  know,  the  poor  woman  who  so  coura- 
geously supported  the  dying  Emperor.  It  is  believed  her 
life,  and  the  feebleness  and  deformity  of  her  infant,  were 
the  sacrifices  of  her  humane  intrepidity,  for  she  was  never 
known  to  smile  afterward,  and  always  predicted  her  death 
as  it  happened." 

**It  is,   then,   to  the  services   of  his  mother  that  poor 
Henga  owes  his  high  standing  in  the  grace  of  the  Abbess  ?" 

"So  men  believe;  of  this  you  shall  hear  more  anon;  I 
must  first  go  back  to  our  hiding-place  in  the  forest.  The 
few  articles  of  absolute  necessity  which  we  consumed,  besides 
the  grain  and  pulse  of  our  garden  and  the  milk  of  our  goats^ 
had  to  be  procured  from  a  small  town  at  two  leagues' 
distance,  whither  our  hostess  went  every  month  to  purchase 
them.  When  she  left  us,  my  sister  eagerly  proposed  to 
fill  her  place,  and  dressed  as  the  female  peasants  of  the. 
district,  in  spite  of  my  earnest  remonstrances,  she  set  off 
at  break  of  day,  with  a  kind  neighbour  who  promised  to 
aid  in  bringing  home  our  scanty  store  of  provisions,  leaving 
me  to  watch  over  our  precious  Gertruda.  The  last  time 
my  eyes  rested  on  my  sister's  still  lovely  countenance, 
though  then  faded  and  sorrow- worn — the  last  time  she 
breathed  a  mother's  blessing  on  her  child  was  as  I  stood 
at  the  door  of  the  hut  holding  her  in  my  arms;  and  then 
I  watched  her  footsteps  until  her  receding  form  was  lost 
in  the  recesses  of  the  forest.  That  night  I  watched  for 
her  return  in  vain.  Early  the  next  morning,  the  neighbour 
who  had  accompanied  her  brought  home  our  little  basket 
of  provisions,  and  a  little  packet  containing  my  Gertruda's 
wedding-ring,  on  which  is  engraved  the  motto  of  her  hus- 
band's house,  *True,  even  until  death.'  The  neighbour 
related  that,  as  they  approached  the  town,  they  heard  the 
tramp  of  horses  and  the  clang  of  martial  music.  People  were 
hastening  towards  it  from  all  directions.  Replying  hastily 
to  my  poor  sister's  eager  inquiries,  *It  is  Queen  Agnes 
and  Duke  Leopold/   said  one.     'It  is  soldiers    conveying 
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a  prisoner  to  the  rack/  said  another.  Gertruda  sank  to 
the  ground,  pale  and  trembling.  Her  pitying  companion, 
though  ignorant  of  the  exact  cause  of  her  agitation,  yet 
imagining  it  was  in  some  way  connected  with  the  tumult 
around,  begged  her  to  remain  at  rest  whilst  she  went  into 
the  town  to  gain  ^irther  information,  and  to  purchase  their 
joint  provisions.  At  first  my  sister  acquiesced;  but  calling 
the  kind  creature  back  ere  she  had  gone  many  steps,  she 
bade  her,  should  she  not  find  her  on  her  return,  to  convey 
her  basket  of  provisions  to  me,  together  with  the  little 
packet  already  mentioned.  The  poor  woman  remarked, 
as  she  helped  her  to  conceal  it  under  her  dress,  that  my 
Gertruda's  hand  trembled  exceedingly ;  that  '  she  was  as 
white  as  a  lily,  but  did  not  shed  one  tear,'  and  her  own 
flowed  as  she  related  her  melancholy  tale.  She  added  that, 
having  executed  her  commissions  as  quickly  as  she  could, 
Bhe  returned  to  the  appointed  place,  but  her  companion  had 
left  it.  She  sought  her  till  night  approached,  but  in  vain ; 
aad  the  only  information  she  could  gain  was  from  some  one 
who  had  seen  a  fair  young  peasant  following  the  hooting 
crowd  that  had  pursued  the  wretched  prisoner." 

"Could  that  have  been  the  Baron  von  Wart?"   inter- 
rupted the  agitated  listener. 

"It  was.     I  felt  too   surely  it  was  no  other,  from  the 

aoooimt  of  my  poor  neighbour,   and  the   disappearance  of 

my  heroic  sister;    but    months    passed    away    before    any 

tidings  reached  me  of  either.     I  do  not   attempt   to  paint 

my  anguish!    But  for  my  helpless  charge  I   should  have 

followed,  and  braved  the  prison   and  the  rack ;   but  she, 

sweet  cherub,  was  the  link  that  bound  me  to  life,  and  aU 

that    rendered  life  endurable.     We  passed    many    months 

in  almost  entire  solitude,  when  our  good  Hedwig  returned ; 

but,  amid  the  full  contentment  of  seeing  her  again,  I  felt 

an  added  peril  in  her  presence,  for  she  brought  with  her 

a  sickly  infant  which    the    Abbess    had    strictly    oharged 

her  never  to  quit;  thus  the  faithful  creature  tried  in  vain 

to  return  to  us ;  nor  could  she  trust  a  messenger  with  the 
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secret  of  our  retreat.     Providence    at  length    opened 
"way,  by  smiting  the  guilty  Queen  of  Hungary  in  the  n 
of  her  bloody  career.     On  that  dread  day,  when  she  s 
amid  the  rabble  crowd,  the  exulting  directress  of  the  { 
execution  of  sixty  stainless  knights,   when  she  exclaii 
but  oh,  with  what  a  diverse  meaning,  in  the  words  of 
martyred  St.   Anna,    *Now  I  bathe    in    May-dew!'* 
vengeance  of  Heaven  fell  mysteriously    on    her,    and 
was  struck  with  a  hidden  disease,  of  which  our  most  sk 
leeches    know    not  the  nature  or  the  name.     The  al 
words  had  scarcely  passed  her  lips   (uttered  as  she  poii 
to  the  block  on  which  was  laid  the    head  of   one  n 
noble  and  more  hateful  to  her  than   his  brother  victii 
than  she  was  struck,  as  by  the  wind  of  the  desert,  speech! 
motionless,   rigid! — ^her  lips  still  apart,   her  eye-balls 
glaring,  her  nostrils  still  open.     No   human  force  or  t 
could  move  her  from  the  ground  on   which   she  stood, 
rooted,   or  even  bend  the    delicate    finger    that    remai 
stretched  out  and   pointing  towards  the  severed  head 
quivering  trunk  of  her  noble  and    innocent    victim.     ' 
headsman  threw  down  his  axe.     The    crowd,    which 
gazed  with  savage  curiosity  and  almost  enjoyment,  on 
scene  of  carnage,  fell  back  in  a  widening  circle,  horror-stn 
from  the  mysterious  statue  which  stood  in  death-like  stilli 
in  their  midst,  unmoved  by  the  most  powerful  remedies  wl 
a  crowd  of  quickly-summoned  leeches  could  suggest  or  ap* 
At  length,  one  of  them  remembered  the  wonder-working  ^ 
of  St.  Hilda,  and  the  almost  equally  fair-famed  skill  of 
hermit,  the  Father  Celestine.     United,  they  w^re  blessec 
the  recovery  of  the  Queen ;  but  naught  has  availed  to  w 
off  occasional  attacks  of  the  disease.     A  word  whose  im] 
may  be  hidden  from  all  beside — the  breath  of  a  flower- 
hum  of  an  insect — the  burden  of  a  song — will  sometii 
touch  the  secret  spring,  and  stop  the  current  of  her  bk 
Our  Lord  Abbot,  as  perchance  thou  knowest,  maintains  1 

*  Historical. 
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iiiese  fearful  sicknesses  are  ecstatic  trances  in  whicli  the  Abbess 
holds  communion  with  the  angels  and  saints  ;  but  the  subject 
*  is  never  permitted  in  the  convent,  nor  should  I  now  have  dared 
its  mention  had  it  not  been  necessary  to  the  continuance  of 
my  story.  Grateful  for  the  service  done  her  by  the  hermit, 
Agnes  invited  him  in  after  years  to  accept  a  place  of  honour 
and  trust  in  this  abbey,  which  she  had  then  founded ;  but  the 
eonscientious  man  of  God  answered  the  daughter  and  wife  of 
kings  in  these  uncourtly  terms :  *  Woman,  they  who  shed 
innocent  blood,  and  found  convents  with  the  spoils  of  the 
victims,  can  never  be  acceptable  to  a  God  who  delights  in 
merey  and  forgiveness.'*  But  whilst  peremptorily  declining 
her  offered  favours,  he  still  continued  to  minister  to  her  infirm- 
ities. But  I  must  hasten  onwards,  my  daughter,"  continued 
the  Prioress ;  '^  the  midnight  beU  will  ere  long  summon  me  to 
prajer;  yet  were  the  sun  now  at  its  rising,  I  might  talk  it 
down  ere  I  had  unfolded  half  the  mysterious  windings  of  my 
tale." 

*'  But,  at  least,  teU  what  Dame  Hedwig  and  her  grandson 
had  to  do  with  the  hermit  Celestine." 

"  She  was  bidden  by  the  abbess  to  take  the  babe  to  his  cell, 
in  which  she  had  caused  accommodation  to  be  made  for  their 
comfortable  reception,  and  engaged  the  ready  consent  of  the 
iioly  man  to  dip  him  daily  in  St.  Hilda's  well.     It  was  by  the 
lielp  of  the  hermit  that  Qedwig  was  enabled  to  visit  us  in  the 
forest ;  but  she  could  stay  but  a  few  days,  and  left  me  more 
forlorn  than  before,  for  I  missed  her  help  and  sympathy  in 
the  past ;  and  G^rtruda  pined  for  her  little  melancholy  play- 
mate, the  sick  baby,  who  never  smiled  but  on  her.     I  had, 
mioreover,  a  constant  dread  of  our  retreat  being  discovered  by 
some  spy  of  the  Queen,  and  kept  watch  day  and  night  over 
my  precious  charge,  lest  she  should  be  torn  ^om  me. 

"  One  night,  as  I  sat  beside  her  rude  couch,  I  heard  an 
unusual  stir  amongst  some  tall  trees  near  our  dwelling,  in 
which  the  rooks  had  formed  a  colony.     I  extinguished  my 

*  Historical. 
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light,  and  opened  the  little  casement.  The  moon  Bhon< 
brightly  on  a  venerable  figure  just  beneath  it,  so  unlike  anj 
my  memory  could  recall  that  I  felt  for  one  moment  as  if  ii 
were  some  angelic  messenger  sent  to  watch  over  and  protect 
us.  And  this  indeed  it  was  ;  for  it  proved  to  be  the  Hermil 
of  St.  Hilda,  the  good  angel  of  all  the  unfortunate.  He  wai 
directed  to  our  retreat  by  Hedwig,  who  knew  her  secret  wai 
safe  in  his  keeping,  and  how  much  we  needed  his  help,  whid] 
he  lost  no  time  in  proffering.  He  came  to  remove  us  into  th( 
safer  enclosure  of  St.  Hilda's  cave,  and  never,  never  w« 
retreat  more  welcome.  We  shared  the  rough  accommodations 
which  I  have  said  were  prepared  for  Dame  .Hedwig  and  hei 
charge,  and  here  we  passed  six  years,  during  which  the  mind 
and  outward  form  of  my  sweet  blossom  made  graciouc 
promise." 

"  Ah !  why,  then,  did  you  transplant  her  into  these  gloomj 
shades  ?  "  asked  the  Princess  mournfully. 

"  There  was  a  dire  need's-be  that  I  could  not  resist,  and  oi 
which  you  shall  judge,"  replied  the  nun  in  a  tone  of  yet  deepei 
depression.  **  The  stem  truths  uttered  by  the  venerable  hermil 
had  sunk  deep  into  the  heart  of  Agnes,  and  his  rejectioi}  of  hei 
offer  had  wounded  her  conscience  even  more  than  her  pride. 
Her  revenge  was  drowned  in  the  blood  of  her  enemies ;  hei 
avarice  and  ambition  had  nothing  more  to  grasp  at ;  her  healtb 
was  impaired,  her  mind  enfeebled ;  and  she  found  the  statelj 
abbey  she  had  raised  peopled  with  the  ghosts  of  the  murdered 
Eemorse,  too,  preyed  on  her  life-springs.  Her  days  were 
spent  in  fastings  and  prayer,  her  nights  in  vigils  and  penance 
but  she  found  no  mitigation  of  her  sufferings.  At  length,  ai 
the  hermit's  solemn  adjuration,  she  sought  for  consolation  ii 
making  all  the  amends  in  her  power  for  the  evil  she  had  done 
and,  equally  extreme  in  reparation  as  in  injury,  she  filled  hei 
abbey  with  the  children  she  had  rendered  homeless,  and  triec 
to  perform  a  parent's  part  towards  those  she  had  made  parent 
less.  But  her  most  ardent  desire  was  to  ,  discover  the  retrea 
of  the  widow  and  child  of  Von  Wart,  and  to  meet  me  onc< 
again.    My  sister  was  alike  beyond  her  love  or  ire,  but  th< 
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hermit  feared  it  would  be  in  vain  much  longer  to  attempt  to 
conceal  her  child  and  sister  from  the  Queen's  indefatigable 
search.  He  knew  that  his  aged  arm  was  our  only  earthly 
stay,  and  that  the  prop  must  ere  long  be  taken  from  us. 
Many  and  bitter  were  the  struggles  ere  I  could  consent  to  his 
revealing  our  secret,  but  it  was  at  length  unfolded.  Agnes 
heard  it  with  an  emotion  that  almost  endangered  her  life.  It 
was  a  long  time  ere  the  sight  of  either  of  us  could  be  borne 
hy  her  without  bringing  on  her  fearful  malady.  I  took  the 
Yeil ;  what  had  I  to  do  with  the  outward  world  ?  " 
"  For  Gertruda's  sake  could  you  not  have  remained  ?  " 
The  nun  shook  her  head  mournfully.  '<  The  convent  is  the 
oply  refuge  for  the  proscribed — ^But  I  must  finish  my  story. 
It  was  the  pleasure  of  the  Abbess  that  I  should  bear  rule 
next  to  herself  in  this  house ;  and,  what  was  far  more  grati- 
fying to  me,  that  you,  my  Bertha,  should  be  brought  up 
nnder  my  poor  instructions,  linked  in  your  daily  tasks  and 
pastimes  with  my  own  niece.  I  had  taken  the  vows  about 
two  years,  during  which  I  had  taught  myself  to  believe  and 
ahiiost  to  submit  to  the  impossibility  of  ever  obtaining  any 
intelligence  of  my  sister,  when  the  Hermit  Celestine  brought 
me  this  precious  memento,  which  I  now  place  in  your  hands. 
Take  it,  my  daughter,  for  I  feel  the  moment  to  be  at  hand 
when  I  shall  be  able  no  longer  to  conceal  it.  Hide  it  in  the 
folds  of  your  dress,  and  when  I  have  told  you.  how  it  came 
into  my  possession,  you  shall  take  it  to  your  own  room  and 
peruse  it  there,  for  I  must  seek  to  calm  my  agitated  spirit 
by  prayer  and  retirement."  Bertha  would  now  have  retired, 
but  the  nun  detained  her.  "  I  wish  to  leave  nothing  unsaid 
now;  I  will  therefore  confide  to  you  what  is  known  only  to 
one  beside — my  more  than  friend,  my  constant  benefactor, 
the  Hermit  of  St.  Hilda.  The  manuscript  I  have  now  torn 
from  the  h^art  to  which  it  has  for  many  a  long  year  been 
pressed  contains  the  details  of  my  martyred  sister's  sufferings 
after  we  parted,  in  a  letter  addressed  to  me,  and  confided  to 
the  care  of  our  kinswoman  the  Prioress  of  Klingenthal.  This 
noble  woman,  though  she  knew  evil  eyes  watched  her  steps,  at 
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the  peril  of  office,  nay,  even  of  life,  received  and  solaced  the 
denounced  outcast  till  she  died;  but  rumours  having  gone 
abroad  respecting  her  mysterious  inmate,  she  dared  not  make 
any  inquiry  after  my  abode,  or  convey  to  me  the  letter 
confided  to  her  by  my  dying  sister.  She,  however,  carefully 
concealed  it  until,  knowing  her  own  end  to  be  approaching, 
she  summoned  the  Hermit,  and  entreated  him,  with  many  a 
prayer  and  caution,  to  convey  it  to  me." 

The  clock  of  the  convent  now  struck  twelve,  and  whilst 
the  bell  for  midnight  prayer  prolonged  the  sound,  the  Mends 
remained  in  mournful  abstraction.  Then  came  the  flittings 
of  the  sisterhood,  sweeping  like  evening  breezes  along  the 
corridors;  and  when  all  had  passed,  the  Prioress  fondly 
embraced  the  weeping  Bertha,  and  they  parted. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

GEETRTJDE  VON  WABT. 

Oh,  lovely  are  ye,  Love  and  Faith, 

Enduring  to  the  last. 
She  had  her  meed — one  smile  in  death ; 

And  his  worn  spirit  passed.  Hemans. 

Alone  in  the  deep  retirement  of  her  chamber,  Bertha,  with 
a  trembling  hand  and  agitated  spirit,  opened  the  record  of  the 
<lying  Baroness  von  Wart.     It  was  thus  addressed  : — 

Gertrude  von  Wart  to  her  beloved  Sister,  Adelaide  von  Balm. 

My  BiaX)VBD  SiSTEE, —  Jhbey  of  Klingeathal. 

How  shall  I  write  to  thee  ?    My  head  swims,  and  the 

of  death  is  on  my  brow ;  but  every  harrowing  passion  is 

at  Pest,  and,  ere  I  throw  off  this  suffering  body,  I  would  bid  a 

wnd  farewell  to  thee  and  my  sweet  babes.    It  may  be  fitting, 

H  that  they,  if  yet  they  live  in  this  hard  world,  should  be 

'^ured  of  the  innocence  of  their  noble  father;  although  I 

^ould,  if  it  were  possible,  keep  them  in  ignorance  of  the 

^ngs  and  sufferings  of  their  parents.     And  thou,  my  sister, 

^y  friend,  my  sweetest  companion  in  happiness,  my  firmest 

earthly  dependence  in  darkness  and  in  death,  let  me  for  your 

sake,  try  to  collect  my  scattered  thoughts,  my  burning  memories. 

•^ere  did  we  part  ?    Ah !  I  see  you  now,  rising  as  a  vision 

•^fifcre  me,  yet  clearly  as  when  my  eyes  last  rested  on  your 

lorm.    Yes,  there  you  linger  to  watch  my  departing  footsteps, 

your  droop^ig  head  bendii;ig  over  our  child,  your  dark  tresses 

^^ng  over  your  pale  cheek  on  her  rosy  face,  your  sweet  eyes 

^^t  down  to  hide  the  tears  that  gathered  on  their  lids.     You 

^ere  then  to  me  as  a  ministering  angel,  as  you  are  now.     I 

^©ft  you  then  to  join  my  husband,  as  I  do  now ;  but  oh  how 

Cerent  will  our  meeting  be !    The  feithful  Gfretlin  told  you, 
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on  her  return,  no  doubt,  that  I  left  her  to  follow  the  unfortu- 
nate prisoner  who  was  borne  through  the  town  as  we  entered  . 
it.  Your  heart  told  you,  as  mine  did,  who  that  prisoner  was ; 
and  you  comprehended  why  I  did  not  return  to  our  hiding- 
place  in  the  forest.  I  followed  the  hooting  crowd,  who  chased 
that  noble  form,  like  bloodhounds,  and  was  nearly  trampled 
beneath  the  charger's  hoofs  of  her  we  once  called  Mend  and 
mistress  ;  for  Agnes  and  her  brother  Leopold  followed .  in  the 
inhuman  chase.  I  know  not  how  I  was  enabled  to  perform 
the  journey,  feeble  and  grief- worn  as  I  was,  but  strength  and 
swiftness  were  accorded  me,  and  I  arrived  almost  as  soon  as 
Agnes  had  dismoimted.  I  threw  myself  at  her  feet,  implored 
— not  for  pardon,  I  knew  that  would  be  in  vain — ^but  fop 
permission  to  see  my  wretched  husband,  to  share  his  prison, 
even  his  punishment.  "  Take  away  this  mad  woman,"  she 
said,  as  she  spumed  me  with  her  foot.  I  fell  powerless  to  the 
ground,  and  a  merciful  insensibility  spared  me  awhile  the  con- 
sciousness of  further  insult. 

When  I  recovered  my  senses,  I  was  in  the  castle  of  the 
haughty  Coimtess  of  Steinen,  Agnes' s  former  preceptress.  I 
believe  for  some  days  I  deserved  the  reproach  of  the  cruel 
Queen ;  my  misery  had  driven  me  mad.  Horrific  forms  flitted 
around  my  bed,  and  harsh  voices  grated  on  my  ear.  In 
after-times  I  recalled  the  once-beautiful  but  then  fiend-like 
countenance  of  the  Queen  of  Hungary  amongst  my  tormentors. 
I  have  thought,  but  I  know  not  if  it  were  delirium  or  reality, 
that  I  suffered  personal  injury  at  her  hands;  for  there 
were  bruises  and  wounds  long  after  on  my  lacerated  limbs. 
But  why  should  I  recall  wrongs  I  have  prayed  a  more 
justly-offended  God  to  forgive?  One  evening,  just  as  the 
setting  sun  had  thrown  its  last  rays  into  my  miserable 
chamber,  I  felt  as  though  a  light  had  broken  on  my  mind, 
and  that  mental  consciousness  had  returned.  But  how  de- 
scribe the  horror  of  that  awakening !  The  weight  of  woe 
which  rushed  on  my  soul  could  not  have  been  endured 
had  I  not  known  on  Whom  to  roll  it.  I  was  reduced  to  the 
extremity  of  weakness,  but  still  memory  was  strong.     The 
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shades  of  evening  had  fallen  when  I  perceived  a  light  in  the 
difltant  passage  leading  to  the  room  I  occupied.  I  closed  mj 
eyes,  but  as  footsteps  approached  I  discerned  a  voice  whose 
accents  I  now  trembled  to  hear. 

"  Do  you  say,  sir  Leech" — these  were  the  words — **  that 
the  wretch  cannot  be  conveyed  to  Winterthur  ?  " 

**  I  do,  madam; "  and  the  speaker's  voice  was  gentle  and  com- 
passionating ;    "the  damp  of  death  is  already  on  her  brow.'* 

"  Hold  the  lamp  nearer.  That  will  do ;  pah !  the  reptile 
scarcely  breathes.  *Tis  pity  we  can't  keep  her  alive  to 
witness  the  last  writhings  of  her  traitor  husband,  and  to 
descend  in  company  with  him  into  the  purgatory  that  awaits 
them." 

"  May  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  their  souls !  "  said  or 
whispered  the  same  gentle  voice. 

"Your  prayers  and  your  care  may  now  be  dispensed 
with,  sir  Leech.  My  object  baffled,  Gertruda  von  Wart 
most  poison  GFod's  fair  earth  no  longer ; "  and  the  voice  of 
Agnes  sunk  as  she  added,  "  You  will  prepare  a  sleeping 
potion  for  her  to-night,  or  I  shall  find  some  other  way  of 
getting  rid  of  her  to-morrow,  and  rewarding  your  dutiful 
services." 

"  Heaven  will  release  us  both  from  such  a  dire  necessity, 
madam  :  her  pulse  is  scarcely  beating ;  "  and  as  the  Leech 
spoke,  he  took  my  cold  hand  in  his.  I  could  not  resist  the 
soft  pressure  of  pity,  and  unconsciously  returned  it. 

After  the  Queen  and  her  attendant  left  me,  I  believe 
I  fell  asleep,  but  the  return  of  the  Leech  with  a  light 
awoke  me.  He  was  accompanied  by  my  usual  jailer,  a 
coarse  country  woman,  and  bidding  her  raise  my  head,  he 
held  a  cup  full  of  liquid  to  my  lips.  I  drank.  What  had  / 
to  fear  from  the  poisoned  draught,  now  the  wish  of  my 
soul  to  join  my  husband  was  denied  ?  The  Leech  laid  me 
gently  down  again,  and  bade  the  attendant  seek  her  own 
couch,  as  her  charge,  he  assured  her,  would  "  sleep  soundly, 
and  need  no  help."  He  spoke  truly ;  I  did  sleep  soundly, 
and  awoke  wonderfully  strengthened  and  refreshed.     The 
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nurse  still  slumbered  heavily,  althougli  the  dawn  had  already 
streaked  the  clouds.  Her  coarse  habiliments  were  thrown  on 
a  chair  near  her  bed.  Oh,  Adelaide,  the  wild  possibility  of 
beholding  him  once  more  flashed  acrpss  my  mind.  I  arose, 
endued  with  supernatural  strength ;  dressed  myself  rapidly 
in  the  woman's  peasant  dress ;  passed  the  court  of  the  castle 
without  obstruction — and  found  myself  free !  I  will  not — ^I 
would  not  even  had  I  time  and  strength,  pain  you  with  an 
account  of  my  sufferings.  I  heeded  them  not.  All  I  feared 
was  not  to  arrive  in  time  to  soothe  the  death  struggle.  I  was 
frail,  and  could  only  travel  through  by-ways  for  fear  of 
pursuit.  I  was  known  and  recognized  by  many;  and  fed, 
sheltered,  guided,  and  pitied  by  aU.  The  popular  mind 
had  undergone  a  complete  change;  and  the  Swiss,  who 
had  closed  their  doors  on  those  they  deemed  the  assassins  of 
the  Emperor,  were  horrified  and  indignant  at  the  foul  ven- 
geance wreaked  on  their  innocent  relatives  and  retainers.* 
At  the  end  of  three  days,  I  knew  I  was  approaching  the 
end  of  my  journey.  I  knew,  too,  that  the  trial  of  my  in- 
nocent husband  was  ended,  and  that  his  sentence — just 
Judge  of  Heaven,  do  I  live  to  write  it ! — was  to  be  stretched 
on  the  wheel,  and  tortured  until  life  was  quenched  in  agony. 

It  was  quite  evening  before  I  approached  the  town  of 
Winterthur,  near  which  he  was  doomed  to  suffer.  The 
public  road  lay  over  an  open  common;  but,  for  better 
concealment,  I  took  a  path  through  a  wood  which  skirted 
a  meadpw.  The  weather  was  calm  and  hazy,  and  the 
watery  moon  gave  but  feeble  light.  I  struggled  on 
through  the  thick  underwood  until  I  perceived,  from  the 
increased  rush  of  the  water,  that  I  approached  the  meadow 
that  borders  the  river.  I  listened.  The  voice  of  the  torrent 
feU  not  alone  on  my  ear;  there  was  another  sound — the 
creaking  of  a  heavy,  slowly- turning  wheel  that  broke  on 
the  stillness  of  night.  Oh,  my  sister,  my  sister!  never 
from  that  moment  has  that  sound  left  my  ear;  for  even 

*  Historical. 
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now,  amid  the  harpings  of  angelic  welcomee,  it  will  intrude. 
On  that  accursed  engine  hung  the  noble,  the  gentle  Yon 
Wart:  his  manly  form  disjointed;  his  youthful  comeliness 
marred;  his  heart  torn  with  a  thousand  griefs;  but  firm, 
resigned,  immurmuring,  and  amid  imspoken  anguish  feeling 
for  others. 

For  three  mortal  days  he  hung  in  wringing  torture; 
and  there  too  I  remained,  without  shelter,  without  food, 
but  I  recked  of  neither.  My  only  solace  waa,  as  the 
wheel  in  itis  never-ceasing  round  approached  within  my 
reach,  to  speak  words  of  never-dying  affection  to  him  with 
whom  my  soul  was  more  firmly  knit  in  that  hour  of  ex- 
tremity than  even  in  the  warmth  of  our  first  espousals. 
I  could  breathe  of  comfort,  too,  beyond  this  mortal  coil — 
of  comfort  my  own  soul  refused  in  that  hour  to  share ;  and, 
over  as  the  inexorable  wheel  bore  his  strained  frame  beyond 
mj  reach,  I  could  run  and  dip  my  handkerchief^  his  own 
precious  gift,  in  the  cool  stream,  and  return  to  moisten  his 
burning  brow.  The  executioner,  man  of  blood  as  he  was, 
did  not  chase  me  from  the  wheel,  although  he  perilled  his 
own  life  by  the  indulgence.  May  God  hear  him  in  his 
hour  of  need ! 

liy  beloved  spoke  but  rarely.  A  few  expressions  of 
nndying  love;  a  blessed  assurance  of  the  forgiveness  and 
support  of  his  God  and  Saviour,  and  a  few  loving  messages 
to  you,  my  sister,  and  our  babes,  were  all  that  passed 
his  lips.  Once  only  he,  spoke  of  the  past,  and  that  was 
to  declare  his  innocence  of  all  actual  participation  in  the 
Emperor's  murder,  and  that  of  his  unhappy  friends,  in  any 
premeditation  of  the  guilty  deed.  Once  before  (but  that  was 
in  the  presence  of  Leopold  and  his  assembled  judges,  at  his 
trial),  he  dared  boldly  to  defend  his  imhappy  associates.* 
"Let  not  Prince  John,"  he  said,  *<or  his  faithful  followers 
he  judged  as  regicides.    Albert,  who  imbued  his  hands  in 


*  The  whole  of  this  narrative  is  historical,  hut,  as  it  is  gathered  from  many 
tonrces,  it  is  not  deemed  necessary  in  a  work  of  fiction  to  enumerate  them. 
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the  blood  of  his  lawful  Prince,  the  Emperor  Adolphus,  wli( 
plundered  the  lands  of  his  infant  nephew  committed  as  i 
ward  to  his  care,  was  far  more  deserving  death  and  dis 
honour  than  they — ^goaded  and  stung  as  they  were  by  insul 
and  injury." 

On  the  fourth  morning,  a  distant  murmur,  as  of  an  ap 
proaching  multitude  struck  on  ears  painfully  attent.  Th< 
trampling  of  horses  was  next  distinguished;  and  soon  th< 
strained  eye  discerned  Leopold  and  his  sister  at  the  head  o: 
the  advancing  and  tumultuous  throng.  ''Where  are  th( 
crows,"*  shrieked  the  Archduke,  *'that  the  traitor  stil 
keeps  his  eyes  ?  "  I  felt  not  the  sneer ;  my  faculties  were  aU 
absorbed  in  the  dying  words  and  throes  of  my  beloved — 
''faithful  unto  death"  were  those  last  words.  Suddenly  aU 
expression  of  agony  passed  from  his  wrung  brow,  and  a 
seraphic  smile  irradiated  his  countenance.  The  power  of  the 
tyrant  was  annihilated,  and  the  spirit  sheltered  in  the  bosom 
of  its  Bedeemer.  I  saw  and  heard  no  more.  Some  j&iendly 
arm  bore  me  unhurt  through  the  crowd.  In  after-days  I 
sought  to  recall  the  voice  which  entreated  me  to  fly,  or  they 
would  stretch  me  on  the  wheel  of  my  martyred  husband, 
and  my  impression  is,  it  was  that  of  the  benevolent  Leech. 
May  every  blessing,  living  and  dying,  be  his !  To  him  I  owe 
the  precious  privilege  of  soothing  the  last  hours  of  my  beloved. 

I  can  give  you  no  further  account  of  my  escape  but 
that,  a  week  after,  I  reached  the  convent  of  the  White 
Ladies  at  Basle,  from  which  blessed  asylum  I  now  write 
— a  broken-hearted,  demented  wretch ;  and  was  received  as 
a  sister  by  our  noble  kinswoman  the  Prioress.  Although 
herself  in  trouble,  she  hesitated  not  to  receive  the  proscribed 
outlaw,  whom  she  was  obliged  to  conceal  from  all  but  one 
or  two  of  her  nuns,  who  with  herself  nursed  me  with  the 
tenderness  of  aflectionate  sisters.  She  told  me  of  your  and 
Gertruda's  safety,  but  spoke  not  of  my  babe,  and  I  asked 
no  questions.     They  told  me  I    seldom  spoke,   and  never 

*  Historical. 
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smiled ;  but  sat,  my  eyes  seemingly  following  the  revolvings 
of  the  fatal  whed.    I  knew  nothing  of  the  flight  of  time ; 
the  capacity  of  suffering  was  all  that  was  left  me.     It  is  only 
now,  as  death  approaches,  that  I  have  felt  capable  of  re- 
flection or  reason.    Let  me,  then,  in  the  brief  restoration  of 
both,  hasten  to  assure  you,  my  beloved  sister,  that  I  leave 
you  and  our  G^rtruda  imder  the  care  of  the  good  hermit, 
and  the  protection  of  God.    They  are  silent  as  to  the  fate 
of  my  babe ;  but  I  trust  soon  to  meet  him  and  his  father 
in  heaven.     Many  are  the  questions  I  would  ask — many 
are  the  blessings  I  would  breathe  on  ye,  my  best-loved; 
but  my  strength  fails  me,  my  eyes  grow  dim :  I  am  hastening 
to  the  land  where  every  doubt  is  solved,  and  aU  sorrow 
knsbed;  yet  would  I  not  depart  without  a  fervent  prayer 
for  our  brother  outcasts — ^for  him  the  cause  of  aU  our  bitter 
woe— for  him,  the  heaviest  sufferer,  the  sorest  wronged,  the 
- — ^farewell!  farewell! 

# 

The  last  lines  of  Gertruda  von  Wart's  manuscript  were 
wntten  in  uncertain  characters,  rendered  still  more  indistinct 
by  the  tears  which  dimmed  the  reader's  eyes,  and  the  feelings 
of  pity  and  indignation  that  swelled  her  bosom.  *'  Oh,  Thou 
just  and  gracious  God ! "  she  involuntarily  exclaimed,  with 
joined  hands  and  upraised  eyes,  "  dost  Thou  permit^  the 
spoiler  to  live  at  ease  in  these  halls  of  splendour,  built  of 
blood  and  rapine  ?  "  Alas,  Bertha  did  not  yet  know  to  what 
extent  the  worm  of  remorse  preyed  on  the  vitals  of  the  seem- 
ingly passionless  being  for  whom  she  now  only  felt  loathing 
and  indignation ;  for  the  contemplation  of  her  enormities,  and 
the  sufferings  of  her  victims  had  silenced  the  pleadings  by 
charity,  and  pity  seemed  rather  to  suffocate  than  to  soften. 
She  knelt  down,  but  harassing  doubts  of  the  goodness  and 
justice  of  that  Being,  whom  to  love  and  serve  was  her  vital  , 
breath,  drove  her  from  His  footstool.  Where,  then,  should  she 
fly?  and  a  soothing  thought  arose,  natural  to  those  for  whom 
the  house  of  God  is  always  open,  to  seek  within  it  for  peace 
and  protection. 
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When  Bertha  entered  the  church,  the  nuns  were  still 
engaged  in  their  midnight  service  in  the  choir,  and  their 
voices  penetrated  even  to  the  farther  end  of  the  lofty  and 
magnificent  building,  where  the  Princess  knelt  on  the 
steps  of  the  high  altar — but  those  voices  had  died  away  in 
choral  chant,  and  each  pale  votary  had  retired  to  her  cell 
ere  Bertha  found  the  peace  she  sought.  When  at  length  she 
arose  to  depart,  the  fall  of  approaching  footsteps  caused  her 
to  hesitate,  and,  as  in  the  lofty  form  of  the  intruder  she  re- 
cognized that  of  her  aunt,  she  shremk  in  trembling  behind 
a  pillar.  The  histories  she  had  but  now  listened  to  added 
yet  deeper  terror  to  that  usually  inspired  by  this  singular 
woman,  which  her  present  appearance  did  not  tend  to  di- 
minish. The  Abbess  was  clad  in  the  habit  of  a  penitent,  con- 
sisting of  a  coarse  black  mantle,  scarcely  reaching  to  the 
ankles,  which,  with  her  feet,  were  bare.  Her  head  was 
uncovered  save  by  a  long  scarf-like  veil,  which,  falling  on  one 
side,  did  not  conceal  her  pale  but  unusually-agitated  features. 
Her  step,  so  unlike  her  stately  and  measured  pace,  was  rapid 
and  unsteady,  and  she  checked  it  ever  and  anon  to  look  behind, 
as  if  she  feared  pursuit.  At  such  pauses  she  uttered  in- 
coherent addresses,  sometimes  in  the  tone  of  supplication,  and 
again  in  that  of  anger  or  command. 

When  this  fearful  apparition  reached  the  chapel  dedicated 
to  St.  Klare,  situated  in  a  recess  behind  the  high  altar,  she 
prostrated  herself  at  the  foot  of  the  shrine,  and  wildly  grasp- 
ing the  gilded  railings,  exclaimed,  '^  Here  at  least  the  fiends 
of  hell  cannot  reach.  0  holy,  beneficent  Virgin !  thou  for 
whose  honour  I  have  stripped  the  orphan  of  his  heritage,  and 
driven  the  widow  homeless  on  the  hard  world,  throw  thy 
sheltering  arms  round  me,  and  save  me  from  the  demons 
that  stand  ready  to  bear  me  off  to  the  fires  of  purgatory!" 
For  a  brief  space  the  labouring  soul  seemed  to  have  found  a 
respite ;  but  soon  her  breath  quickened,  her  bosom  heaved, 
and  the  tears  dried  on  her  inflamed  eyeballs  as  they  were  fixed 
in  a  distant  and  intense  gaze.  Her  mutterings  were  for  some 
time  unintelligible,   until,  raising  her  voice,  the  trembling 
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Hstener  thought  she  discerned  the  name  of  Yon  Wart.  ''  Dost 
thou  demand  thy  daughter?  "  she  inquired.  *'  Leave  her  yet 
awhile.  I  will  cherish  her  as  the  apple  of  my  eye.  High  des- 
tinies await  her — ^Bride  of  Heaven,  Abbess  of  KoBuigsfelden. 
Art  thou  appeased,  Baron  von  Wart  ?  Are  thy  cruel  torments 
assuaged?  Ay,  thou  bo  west  thy  head :  now  '  I  bathe  in  May- 
dew/  "  A  soft  smile  now  beamed  over  her  majestic  features, 
but  the  moment  of  tranquillity  soon  passed  off,  and  she 
called  again  with  loud  shrieks  to  St.  Klare  to  shield  her  from 
the  f^ut-gathering  phantoms  of  the  murdered  that  seemed,  to 
lier  disordered  imagination  and  guilt-burdened  conscience, 
to  crowd  aroimd  her,  and  demand  retribution. 

"  What  want  ye  ?"  she  exclaimed.  "  Fasts,  vigils,  pilgrim- 
ages, penances?  Have  I  not  watched  and  prayed,  have  I 
not  knelt  and  fSasted,  through  years  of  mortification  and 
anguish  ?  Do  I  not  maintain  a  host  of  pilgrims,  to  bear  to 
distant  shrines  propitiatory  offerings  in  your  behalf,  and 
innumerable  priests  to  offer  masses  for  your  souls?  What 
more  do  ye  demand?"  She  raised  her  head,  and  looked 
slowly  around,  as  if  waiting  for  an  answer.  "  What  more,  I 
ask  ?     Blood  ?    Blood,  say  ye  ?  " 

And  as  the  wretched  woman  shrieked  out  the  dreadful 
word,  she  seized  a  spiked  scourge  which  lay  on  the  altar, 
throwing  at  the  same  time  the  covering  from  her  neck  and 
shoulders.  Bertha  sunk  on  her  knees,  and  buried  her  face  in 
her  mantle.  A  stifled  groan  followed  the  first  application  of  the 
self-inflicted  torture.  Another  and  another  stroke  resounded 
through  the  dim  aisles,  followed  by  more  audible  sounds  or 
suffering.  Ashamed  of  her  cowardice,  the  trembling  girl  rose 
to  make  an  attempt  to  reach  the  unfortunate  devotee,  and,  if 
possible,  prevent  her  doing  herself  further  injury.  But  the 
steps  were  so  tottering,  and  the  light,  shed  only  from  one  ever- 
burning lamp,  so  bewildering  that  ere  she  reached  the  shrine 
of  St.  Elare  the  wretched  woman  lay  stretched,  in  stone-like 
insensibility,  at  its  foot.  But  a  ministering  angel  bent  over 
her,  in  the  benign  form  of  Sister  Ethel,  who  gladly  accepted 
aid  from  the  Princess  in  the  restoration  of  her  patient. 
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**I  pray  you,"  she  said  softly,  "to  rub  these  essences  on 
the  benumbed  limbs,  whilst  I  lay  a  healing  plaister  on  these 
delicate  but,  alas,  lacerated  shoulders." 

As  Sister  Ethel  applied  herself  to  the  task,  tears  from  the 
deep  well  of  her  loving  heart  fell  warm  on  the  wounds  she 
bound  up  with  no  unskilftil  hand. 

"I  feared  this,"  she  said,  "when  I  found  she  had  not 
returned  to  her  apartment  after  midnight  prayers;  but,  my 
precious  daughter,  why  art  thou  here  at  such  an  hour?  I 
would  thou  hadst  been  spared  such  a  leave-taking  of 
Koenigsf elden. ' ' 

"  It  will  teach  me  patience  under  lighter  woes  ;  but  it  is  an 
awfiil  lesson !  My  dear  Sister  Ethel,  how  do  I  grieve  that 
thou  shouldest  be  subject  to  its  repetition !  " 

"It  is  my  vocation,"  answered  the  nun  mournfully.  But 
raising  her  beautiful,  exceedingly  beautiful  eyes,  beaming  * 
with  Heaven's  own  light,  she  added,  "  And  is  it  not  a  blessed 
vocation  to  soothe  the  sufferings  of  one,  awful  both  in  the 
commission  of  crime  and  its  atonement  ?  Oh,  my  Princess  ! 
may  you  never  know  that  direst  of  all  torture — ^remorse." 

She  laid  her  hand  as  she  spoke  on  her  patient's  wrist,  and 
quickly  added,  "  I  feel  the  blood  again  beginning  to  creep 
along  the  veins.     Away !  away ! " 

It  was  well  for  the  terrified  and  half-fainting  git-l  that  she 
found  help  and  sympathy  so  near.  Her  faithful  Blandina, 
alarmed  at  not  finding  the  Princess  in  her  room,  as  well  as  at 
her  unusual  vigils,  had  reached  the  chapel  just  in  time  to 
support  her  back  to  her  apartment.  Here,  after  administering 
some  restoratives,  she  laid  her  on  her  bed,  and  delicately 
avoiding  all  questions,  soothed  the  agitated  spirits  of  her 
charge  with  gentle  caresses,  until,  entirely  exhausted  both  in 
mind  and  body,  the  weary  sufferer  fell  asleep,  still  holding 
the  hand  of  Blandina — 

Aim  WHO  IS  Blandina? 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

THE  TWO   rNFLXJENCES. 

There  is  a  sickly  odonr  in  this  flower, 
Sucked  from  dank  graves  and  yew-tree's  pois'nons  shade. 
Oh,  give  me  one  norsed  by  the  dews  of  Heaven, 
Tinged  by  its  son  and  fragrant  with  its  breath. 

We  have  compared  Agnes  of  Hapsburg  to  a  beautiful  flower 
planted  in  a  noisome  atmosphere.   We  would  further  illustrate 
our  metaphor  by  going  back  a  few  years,  to  relate  the  early 
history  of  her  niece,  the  Princess  Bertha,  thereby  showing  the 
effect  of  different  influences  on  characters  which  by  nature 
bore  a  strong  resemblance.     It  is  true,  that  in  her  outward 
form  as  well  as  disposition,  the  niece's  resemblance  to  her 
aunt  was  a  softened  and  modified  one ;  yet  the  character  of 
both  was  of  that  lofty  stamp  almost  unknown,  because  little 
drawn  forth  in  our  time,  yet  not  sparingly  developed  under 
the  peculiar  influences  of  the  middle  ages.     Both  aunt  and 
niece  were  endowed  with  eminent  personal  beauty,  strong 
sense,  lively  imagination,  fervent  affections,  and  exalted  piety. 
Acted  on  by  diverse  influences,  the  similar  character  of  each 
had  been  differently  displayed.    In  Agnes,  reb'gion  had  de- 
generated into  superstition  and  asceticism ;   in  Bertha  it  was 
exhibited  in  the  virtues  of  active  life.     Thus,  too,  if  filial 
piety,  the  predominant  characteristic  of  each,  had,  inflamed  by 
bigotry,  led  Agnbs  into  the  most  criminal  excesses,  it  was 
daily  displayed,  imder  the  influence  of  a  purer  light,  in  the 
implicit  obedience  and  generous  self-sacrifice  of  her  kins- 
woman. 

The  Archduke  Frederick,  Bertha's  father,  for  the  first  and 
probably  the  only  time  of  his  life,  ventured  to  thwart  the  wiU 
of  his  imi>erious  sire,  by  preferring  the  object  of  his  early 
&&ction,  a  lady  of  noble  though  not  royal  lineage,  to  the 
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alliances  proposed  to  him  by  parental  ambition.  In  the  fmst 
heat  of  his  displeasure,  Albert  banished  his  son  to  a  remote 
fortress  on  the  borders  of  Bohemia,  with  which  country  he 
was  then  at  war. 

To  this  distant  and  imsuitable  station  his  bride  accompanied 
him ;  affection  converted  it  into  an  Eden,  and  here  the  young 
couple  passed  a  year  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  cloudless  union, 
although  in  the  midst  of  the  dangers  and  discomforts  of  a 
besieged  town.  Here  our  sweet  Bertha  entered  life  under 
circumstances  of  unusual  peril.  The  plague,  that  avenger  of  • 
war,  broke  out  in  the  garrison,  penetrated  into  the  royal 
apartments,  and  approached  the  cradle  of  the  infant.  Three 
nurses  were  carried  off  in  succession,  until  the  terror  became 
so  great  that  no  one  offered  to  approach  the  mysterious  child, 
who,  imharmed  herself,  .seemed  fatal  to  all  who  ministered  to 
her.  Deprived  of  her  natural  food,  the  infant  refused  all 
other,  and  must  have  perished  had  there  not  at  this  moment 
an  armistice  been  proclaimed,  to  bury  the  numerous  victims 
which,  in  either  army,  had  fallen  a  prey  to  the  dire  disease ; 
and  an  opportunity  being  thus  afforded  of  making  diligent 
search  amongst  the  neighbouring  peasantry  for  a  nurse  for  the 
famishing  babe. 

"Take  her  away,"  said  the  despairing  mother,  who  was 
herself  reduced  to  extreme  weakness ;  "I  cannot  see  my  child 
die." 

As  the  attendant  bore  the  child  from  the  apartment,  she  was 
met  at  the  door  by  the  Duke,  followed  by  a  young  woman 
dressed  in  the  Bohemian  costume. 

"  The  Lord  hath  sent  us  timely  succour,"  said  he,  addressing 
the  drooping  mother.  "This  good  angel  has  just  presented 
herself  at  the  gate,  and  offers  to  nurse  our  child." 

The  Princess  sprang  towards  the  providential  succourer,  and 
took  her  hand.    "  You  do  not,  then,  fear  for  your  own  babe  ?" 

"  She  is  safe  in  her  Saviour's  fold." 

"  And  you  will  leave  your  family  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  lone  woman,  madam.  My  husband  fell  in  battle  a 
few  months  since,  my  child  died  yesterday,  and  I  have  nothing 
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to  attach  me  to  life  but  the  hope  of  saying  that  of  the  young 
Princess." 

The  child  attached  itself  eagerly  to  its  devoted  nurse,  and 
throve  daily  under  her  care ;  but  as  its  shrivelled  limbs  re- 
gained their  roundness,  the  frame  of  its  lovely  mother  became 
more  and  more  attenuated.     Faithfully  did  Blandina,  for  such 
was  the  nurse's  name,  perform  her  duty  to  the  mother  as  well 
88  the  child;    and  so  affectionately  and  skilfully  did  she 
minister  to  her  that,  throughout  her  long  illness  and  gradual 
decay,  the  Princess  would  scarcely  allow  any  other  attendant 
to  approach  her  sick  bed.     This  preference  naturally  drew 
envy  and  ill-will  on  the  Bohemian,  if  such  indeed  she  were. 
But  there  were  strange  stories  afloat  of  her  having  come  from 
some  country  beyond  the  Alps  inhabited  by  a  tribe  of  sor- 
oerers ;  and  the  infatuated  love,  thus  it  was  deemed,  both  of 
mother  and  infant  was  traced  to  unlawful  arts. 

She,  Blandina,  was  also  detected  by  prying  eyes  poring 
over  some  strange  leaves  which  she  carried  in  her  bosom ;  and 
it  was  further  afObrmed  that  she  breathed  incantations  from 
them  over  the  sick  couch  of  the  invalid.  Certain  it  was  that 
the  lullaby  she  sang  by  the  infant's  cradle  was  in  language 
and  sound  of  strange  and  marvellous  sweetness.  These 
foreign  words,  too,  were  lisped  by  the  babe  whose  gentle 
mother,  acquainted  probably  of  their  meaning,  would  listen 
till  tears  filled  her  eyes.  The  priest  always  turned  disdain- 
folly  aside  as  the  silent  woman  passed  him,  for,  as  was 
generally  believed,  she  had  refused  his  summons  to  the 
confessional.  Under  other  circumstances,  it  is  probable 
Frederick  would  have  noticed  these  rumours,  which  had  not 
failed  to  meet  his  ear ;  but,  in  a  distant  land,  deprived  of  her 
accustomed  comforts,  how  could  he,  even  on  the  supposition 
that  he  wished  it,  deprive*  his  dying  wife  of  services  so  essen- 
tial, and  to  whom  else  could  he  confide  the  care  of  his  infant 
daughter  ?  But  yet  more  solemn  ties  bound  him  eventually 
to  Blandina.  His  almost  idolized  wife  in  her  dying  moments 
exacted  a  promise  that  their  child  should  never,  but  at  her 
own  request,  be  separated  from  her  tender  nurse,  to  whom 
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she  confessed  she  had  yet  deeper  obligations  than  that  of  her 
darling's  life. 

The  cause  of  the  paternal  estrangement  being  now  re- 
moved, the  Emperor  summoned  his  son  again  to  his  court; 
and,  Frederick's  affections  being  for  ever  buried  in  the  grave 
of  his  first  and  only  love,  allowed  his  father  to  choose  for  him 
a  second  wife,  as  ambition  or  state  policy  directed.  But, 
yielding  in  aU  that  did  not  compromise  principle  or  his  deeper 
affections,  he  sternly  refused  to  listen  to  any  overtures  from 
dames  of  higher  birth  to  supply  Blandina's  place  near  his 
daughter,  or  to  interfere  with  the  promise  given  to  her  mother 
never  to  separate  her  from  their  child. 

Although  poor  Blandina's  path  was  beset  with  thorns, 
she  had  wonderful  prudence,  and  she  picked  her  way  through 
them  without  any  severe  wounds.  Of  pleasing  and  some- 
what imposing  exterior,  courteous  but  reserved,  she  made 
no  intimacies ;  but  if  her  aid  was  needed  she  gave  it  readily, 
being  skilled  in  woman's  mission-;-the  care  of  the  sick, 
household  management,  and  the  nurture  of  children.  But, 
her  information  imparted,  her  ministration  rendered,  she 
returned  to  the  absorbing  object  of  her  affections  and 
interests.  Both  at  the  Castle  and  the  Abbey  she  remained 
in  her  Princess's  apartments,  attending  on  her  alone,  all  the 
necessary  communications  with  the  outer  world  being  carried 
on  by  Inna,  the  younger  tire-woman.  Nor  was  Bertha  lesk 
content  than  her  nurse  with  this  companionship ;  for  in  those 
days  it  was  rare  to  find  in  any  station  a  woman  of  so  many 
attainments  as  Blandina  possessed,  enhanced  as  they  were 
by  good  sense  and  devoted  attachment;  so  that,  from  the 
moment  she  received  her  infant  life  from  her  gentle  nurse  to 
that  in  which  she  had  found  her  anxiously  waiting  at  the  door 
of  the  church,  as  already  mentioned,  they  had  never  passed  an 
entire  day  asunder.  It  will  be  believed  that  the  approaching^ 
return  of  the  Archduke  was  the  constant  subject  of  anticipa- 
tion to  both,  as  weU  as  their  consequent  emancipation  from. 
the  convent,  now  invested  with  additional  horrors ;  but  ere 
that  happy  moment  arrived  Bertha  was  to  endure  a  heavy 
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loss.     Her  beloved  preceptress,  who  was  endeared  yet  more 
smce    she  had  become   acquainted  with  her  sorrows    and 
her  wrongs — the  noble  Adelaide  von  Balm — the  now  Prioress 
of   the    convent,    and    aunt    of    Gertruda — declined    daily, 
and,  it  was  evident  to  all,  could  not  long  remain  amongst 
them.      Bertha,    therefore,    felt    an    additional    anxiety    to 
obtain  her  consent  to  Gertruda's  leaving  the  convent;  not 
merely,  as  had  been  arranged,  for  a  temporary  visit,  but 
to  become  the  inmate  of  her  own  future  home.     Since  the 
znoumful  history  of  her  parents'  misfortunes,  and  the  dread- 
ful scene  she  had  herself  witnessed.  Bertha  was  more  than 
ever  desirous  to  remove  Gertruda  from  Kcenigsfelden,  and  as 
she  trusted  that  a  little  intercourse  with  the  outer  world,  and 
the  ennobling  influences  of  liberty  would  divert  her  present 
predilection  for  the  veil,  she  felt  anxious  to  secure  the  sanc- 
tion of  her  aunt  for  removing  her  from  it.    At  first  the 
Prioress  listened  to  the  proposition  with  cheerful  hope,  but 
this  soon  faded. 

"No,  dearest  Princess,  your  bright  dream  can  never  be 
realized.  You  know  the  tie  which  binds  my  niece  to  Kcenigs- 
felden, and,  even  were  this  dissolved,  the  veil  is  the  vocation 
of  her  choice." 

**  Choice  ?  Dear  mother,  what  choice  has  Gertruda  ever 
had?  Promise  me,  at  least,  that  you  will  not  oppose  my 
wishes." 

"  I  will  promise  yet  more :  I  here  solemnly  delegate  to 
you  all  the  power  I  possess  over  my  beloved  duld :  I  will 
discuss  the  subject  with  her ;  but  let  it  not  again  be  named 
between  tM." 

It  never  was.  Prom  that  time  the  dying  saint's  thoughts 
were  detached  from  time  and  fixed  on  eternity.  Occupying 
as  she  did  the  office  next  the  Abbess,  and  yet  more  intimately 
connected  with  her  sister  recluses,  she  wished  to  dedicate  her 
few  remaining  days  to  their  benefit,  and  the  more  intimate 
concerns  of  her  own  soul.  All  her  strength,  therefore,  was 
reserved  for  acts  of  devotion  and  farewell  counsels  to  her  com- 
munity.     Nevertheless,   each  afternoon,  when  the  weather 
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permitted,  she  took  her  accustomed  walk  in  the  garden, 
though  its  extent  gradually  diminished,  until,  unable  to 
descend  the  terrace-steps,  Father  Swithin  and  Henga  con- 
structed a  wicker  couch,  in  which  they  carried  her  to  her 
favourite  spot  near  the  fountain.  Here,  bidding  her  bearers 
continue  their  gardening  occupations,  and  her  pupils,  the  -  • 
Princess  and  Gertruda,  wander  at  will,  she  remained  in  quiet 
communion  with  Blandina,  until  the  setting  sun  reassembled 
them  around  her  couch,  all  alike  anxious  to  minister  to  the 
cherished  invalid.  One  evening — ^it  was  the  last — ^possibly  she 
knew  it  to  be  such — ^the  Prioress  desired  the  whole  of  her 
faithful  Httie  band  to  remain  near  her.  She  sp6ke  not  of  her 
departure,  nor  did  she  bid  them  farewell.  Her  discourse 
was  of  the  goodness  of  God,  as  shown  in  the  beautiful  world 
around.  She  spoke  of  the  glories  of  the  heavens, — of  the 
beauty  and  fragrance  of  the  flowers,  the  sweet  song  of  the 
birds,  and,  above  all,  the  more  :&agrant,  more  beautiful,  more 
enduring  love  and  fidelity  of  friends,  however  differing  in 
age  or  station.  She  did  not  name  any,  but  there  was  not 
one  present  who  did  not  understand  the  meaning  of  her  eye, 
as  it  rested  on  Father  Swithin  and  Henga  awhile,  and  was 
then  turned  towards  Blandina ;  or  could  mistake  the  signifi- 
cance of  the  action  when  joining  the  hands  of  the  Princess 
and  Gertruda,  as  she  took  one  of  each,  and  clasped  them 
together  in  her  own. 

On  that  same  evening  Blandina  laid  the  dying  Prioress  in 
her  bed,  from  which  she  never  arose,  though  she  yet  lingered 
a  few  days.  The  Abbess  was  unusually  moved  at  the  prospect 
of  losing  one  whose  holy  life  had  shed  a  sanctity  throughout 
her  rule.  In  the  hope  that  his  healing  skill  and  the  far- 
famed  waters  of  St.  Hilda  might  be  of  avail,  she  overlooked 
her  displeasure  at  the  good  Hermit's  rejection  of  her  proffered 
favours,  and  summoned  him  to  the  dying  bed.  The  crystal 
draught  he  brought  was,  no  doubt,  grateful  to  the  fevered 
lip  ;  but,  oh,  how  much  more  grateful  were  the  ministrations 
of  the  holy  man  to  the  soul  of  the  departing !  To  his  watchful 
care  she  submitted  the  surviving  objects  of  her  love,  and  to 


THE  TWO  INPLUSNCES.  65 

Ids  hand  she  entrusted  a  parting  token  for  one  for  whom  she 
had  never  ceased  to  weep  and  pray,  conjuring  him  to  endea- 
Tour  to  find  out  the  retreat  of  the  wretched  John  of  Suabia, 
and  soothe  his  lacerated  spirit  by  the  consolations  of  religion 
and  the  balm  of  Christian  sympathy.  These  last  duties 
folfilledy  whilst  the  Hermit  knelt  at  the  side  of  her  pallet 
breathing  accents  of  peace  and  love,  and  the  Princess  and 
Ghertruda  stood,  as  they  believed,  watching  her  tranquil 
filumbers,  the  gentle  spirit  of  Adelaide  von  Balm  passed  from 
its  Buffering  tenement. 

Three  weeks  had  elapsed  since  the  death  of  their  revered 
friend,  and  the  g^ef  of  the  Princess  and  Gertruda  had  sobered 
into  sadness,  when  the  happy  news  arrived  of  the  return  of  the 
captiye  ex-emperor  (whom  we  shall  in  future  designate  the 
Archduke  Frederick)  to  his  paternal  castle.    It  was  accom- 
panied by  a  summons  for  his  daughter  and  her  friend,  the 
novice  Oertruda,  to  repair  thither  the  day  after  the  morrow ; 
and  the  Abbess,   desirous  they  should  carry  with  them  an 
impression  of  the  felicities  of  a  convent  life  as  an  antidote  to 
the  allurements  of  the  world,  anticipated  by  a  few  days  the 
jubilee  of  a  nim,  which  festival  had  been  looked  for  as  an 
event  as  important  as  it  was  rare.    We  shall  not  attempt  to 
describe  the  sensation  occasioned  by  this  hasty  development, 
or  the  preparations  for  the  coming  performance,  but  will  take 
advantage  of  the  universal  bustle  to  introduce  a  personage 
destined  to  fill  an  important  part  in  this  section  of  what  may 
be  termed  the  "  era  of  individuals,"  in  which — girdled  about 
by  obsequious  vassals  and  supporters — the  Prince,  the  Prelate, 
tlie  Knight,  and  the  Nun  usually  "  strutted  their  little  hour  " 
on  the  stage  of  life,  in  the  unity  and  simplicity  of  the  ancient 
^rama ;  unelbowed  by  the  crowd  of  performers  that,  in  the 
melodrama  of  the  nineteenth  century,  diverts  attention  from 
the  principal  actors. 
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CHAPTEE  VII. 

THE   ABBOT. 

Alack  I  alack  I  all  his  wann  gash  of  life 
Tamed  from  its  course  to  batten  noisome  weeds. 

The  apartment,  commonly  named  "  the  abbot's  parlour,'* 
whose  heavy  oak -paneled  door  we  are  about  to  enter, 
answering  in  size  and  form  to  that  already  described  as 
occupied  by  the  Abbess,  was  fitted  up  in  a  manner  equally 
characteristic  of  the  presiding  spirit.  The  high-backed  chair, 
or  rather,  abbatical  throne,  with  its  carved  mitre  and  gilded 
pinnacles,  stood  before  a  table  lumbered  with  rude  mathemati- 
cal instruments,  and  was  placed  within  reachable  distance  of 
shelves  recessed  in  the  thick  wall,  of  sufficient  depth  not  only 
to  contain  a  vast  number  of  manuscripts,  with  their  clumsy 
binding  and  ponderous  clasps,  but  as  well  to  allow  the  student 
to  peruse  them  on  the  spot  to  which  they  were  chained.  Cabi- 
nets of  minerals,  cases  of  rainbow-tinted  insects,  stuffed  birds, 
and  fossil  remains,  indicated — ^both  in  their  arrangement  and 
preservation — considerable  science  coupled  with  taste.  Nor 
were  valuable  specimens  of  the  fine  arts  less  prominent  in  the 
decorations  of  the  friar's  cell.  A  rare  painting  of  the  Virgin 
surmounted  a  small  but  well-designed  altar,  while  the  elabo- 
rate finish  of  an  ivory  pietas  that  stood  on  it  was  rivalled  by 
some  carvings  in  wood,  executed  by  one  of  the  brothers  of  the 
monastery.  There  were  also  traces  of  the  sister-art  of  music. 
Before  a  high  desk  stood  a  youth  habited  as  a  chorister, 
engaged  in  arranging  choral  music  under  those  curious 
characters  used  in  the  infancy  of  notation,  whose  slight  form 
and  classic  features  were  forcibly  contrasted  by  a  heavy 
middle-aged  German  friar  occupying  the  raised  recess  of  the 
mullioned  casement,  who  went  on  diligently  transcribing  firom 
a  moth-^aten  parchment.     He  wrote  with  such  imperturbable 
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composure,  as  if  eacli  stroke  of  his  pen  were  regulated  by  the 
pendulum  of  an  antique  clock  which  stood  near  him.  At  the 
present  moment,  having  reached  the  bottom  of  his  pag^,  he 
remained  with  suspended  pen ;  whilst  his  employer,  who  had 
left  his  seat  with  that  object,  leant  over  the  brawny  shoulder 
of  the  transcriber  to  scan  its  accuracy. 

We  cannot  permit  the  patient  workman  to  turn  over  the 
finished  leaf  until  we  have  sketched  a  hasty  portrait  of  the 
extraordinary  man  whose  eye  rested  on  it — that  eye,  whose 
"  cahn  gaze,"  whilst  it  betrayed  nothing,  seemed  to  penetrate 
all  things.     Yet,  with  this  exception,  ikere  was  little  distin- 
guishing in  the  outer  form  of  the  superior  of  the  Minorites. 
He  was  of  that  medium  height,  size,  and  age  which  least  invites 
observation,  and  of  the  cast  of  feature  which  hovers  between 
homely  and  handsome.   But  the  intellectual  stature  of  Father 
Francesco  was  far  above  par,  and  his  acquirements  were 
various,  and  of  the  first  order :  an  elegant  classic,  a  subtile 
casnist,  a  historian  in  advance  of  his  age,  a  diplomatist  worthy 
of  Machiavelli.     Moreover — for  to  this  he  owed  his  early  ad- 
vancement— ^he  was  a  musician  of  consummate  taste  and  skill. 
The  prominent  feature  in  his  early  history  was,  that  when  a 
simple  chorister  in  the  Sistine  Chapel,  his   melodious  voice 
attracted  the  notice  of  Gregory  the  Eighth,  and  this  acute 
Pontiff,  speedily  discovering  that  his  proUgi  possessed  yet 
more  available  talents  than  came  within  the  scale  of  harmony, 
spared  no  cost  in  their  cultivation.     The  favour  of  the  patron 
kept  pace  with  the  rapid  attainments  of  the  scholar.     After 
having  filled  various  posts  and  executed  sundry  missions,  in 
the  conduct  of  which  his  diplomatic  adroitness  was  tested  by 
its  attendant  success — the  chorister  of  the  Pope's  band  finally 
saw  himself  advanced  to  the  high  office  of  Confessor  to  the 
House  of  Hapsburg,  Abbot  of  Koenigsfelden,  and  Superior  of 
the  Order  of  St.  Francis,  or,  as  they  termed  themselves,  with 
vs  fear  a  somewhat  questionable  humility,  the  Minorite  Friars. 
This  rapid  advancement  excited  little  surprise  in  an  age  when 
learning  had  begun  to  assume  a  prominent  influence,  and  in  a 
country  in  which  superiority  of  attainment  and  subtilty  of 
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intellect  were  rewarded  by  the  same  deferential  admiration  as 
in  colder  and  more  warlike  climes  was  conceded  to  the  posses- 
sors of  courage,  generosity,  and  the  other  brilliant,  but  often- 
times pernicious,  qualities  of  the  conqueror.  But  the  personal 
claims  of  our  young  aspirant  were  as  powerful  in  retaining  as 
in  procuring  advancement.  A  shrewd  observer  of  his  patron's 
humour,  he  soon  became  an  able  minister  to  his  wishes.  In 
manners  frank,  of  a  disposition  yielding  in  trifles,  yet  in- 
flexible in  essentials,  he  gained  the  confldence,  fostered  the 
hopes,  promoted  the  aims,  and  obeyed  the  conmiands  of 
those  whom  he  ultimately  moulded  to  his  will.  But  on  whom 
did  Ambition  ever  bestow  her  glittering  favours  without  ex- 
acting a  more  than  commensurate  sacrifice  ?  The  Church  of 
Home  is  especially  rigid  in  her  claims.  She  tolerates  no 
rival  in  the  services  and  affection  of  her  votaries.  The 
chain  which  binds  them  together  must  be  formed  of  the 
dissevered  links  of  every  other  relation.  It  was  thus,  as  he 
climbed  her  ladder,  that  Francesco  Montolivo  found  him- 
self obliged  to  loosen,  one  by  one,  the  dearest  ties ;  and  if 
that  one  dearest  of  all — ^his  love  for  his  early  betrothed, 
the  now  Sister  Ethelinda  of  Koenigsfelden— was  snapped,  as 
we  have  seen,  by  her  own  heroic  hand,  could  she,  would  she 
have  severed  it  had  she  not  felt  that  the  heart  once  a  captive 
to  ambition  grows  cold  to  all  other  claims  ?  Renoimcing  all 
family  ties,  the  soul  of  Montolivo  concentrated  its  zealous 
energy  in  what  he  tried  to  believe  the  interests  of  the  Churchy 
and  the  advancement  of  his  Order ;  but  if,  as  has  been  often 
afi&rmed,  one  great  source  of  her  influence  lies  in  the  hope 
with  which  she  animates  her  meanest  acolyte,  of  rising  to  her 
highest  dignities,  it  will  be  believed  that  the  ambition  of  so 
gifted  a  son  would  aspire  to  reach  their  cidminating  point. 
The  next  step  in  the  ascent  was,  as  he  hoped,  already  within 
his  reach,  on  the  fulfilment  of  certain  conditions. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  rival  Orders  of  Sts.  Francis  and 
Dominic  divided  the  Bomish  Church  for  more  than  a  century ; 
but,  however  Hercely  the  contention  raged  between  the  Orders, 
a  still  more  deadly  hatred  was  entertained  by  the  Franciscans 
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M    towards  those  of  their  own  body  whose  simplicity,  devotion, 
f     and  self-denial  merited  the  appellation,  though  bestowed  on 
^      them  in  scorn,  of  "  spiritual."     But  the  endeavour  of  these 
pious  reformers  to  restore  the  primitive   austerity  of  their 
rule,    though  naturally  provoking    the    opposition  of  their 
luxurious  brethren,  would  not  have  raised  the  jealousy  of  the 
Vatican  had  it  not  been  accompanied  by  a  struggle  for  spi- 
ritual reform,  and  a  groping  after  that  Light  which,  however 
obscured  by  the  rubbish  of  ignorance  and  superstition,  was 
never  quite  extinguished.      Oelestine  the  Fifth,  the  spiritual 
supporter   of  these    "Spiritual  Franciscans,"   after  a  brief 
reign,    abdicated  the   Papal   rule  which  he  had  reluctantly 
assumed.     His  successor,  Gregory  the  Eighth,  mistrustful  lest 
lie  might  again  attract  followers,  treacherously  detained  him 
in  prison.     We  will  not  now  inquire  into  the  share  our  Abbot 
took  in  this  transaction,  nor  will  we  here  detail  the  zeal  with 
-which  he  combated  the  heresy  of  his  brethren  without ;  those 
within  the  walls  loved  and  venerated  him,  seldom  crossing  a 
rule  that  was  as  mildly  enforced  as  it  was  steadily  upheld ;  the 
role,  too,  of  one  who  it  was  well  known  could  be  formidable  in 
punishment,  as  he  was  munificent  in  reward — of  one  who, 
without  assuming  to  be  an  ascetic  in  abstinence,  or  a  saint  in 
discipline,  was  scrupulously  exact  in  the  performance  of  a 
burdensome  ritual,  and  the  rigid  enforcement  of  conventual 
discipline. 

A  tap  at  the  door .  recalls  us  to  the  monastery  of 
Koenigsfelden.  Ere  the  applicant  for  admittance  entered, 
the  mechanical  penman  had  begun  a  new  parchment,  and  the 
Superior  had  resumed  his  chair  of  state,  from  whence,  either 
personally  or  by  proxy,  he  daily  regulated  the  affairs  of  the 
community. 

"Thou  art  precisely  he  of  whom  I  had  occasion,"  said  the 
Abbot,  as  the  portly  Major-domo — in  monastic  phrase.  Cellarer 
— entered.  "  Draw  near  I  prithee,  and  tell  me  why  the  festival 
of  the  Holy  Cross  was  so  ill  graced.  Our  brothers  complain 
that  the  venison  was  scarce,  and  that  the  tale  of  oaten  cakes 
ran  short." 
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**Thy  rebuke  should  of  right,  reverend  father,  descend  on 
the  caitiffs'  heads  who  refused  Brother  Hidalgo's  customary 
demands;  pleading,  forsooth,  the  double  dole  sent  to  the 
Castle,  to  aid  the  celebration  of  the  Archduke's  return." 

*'  In  that  they  did  well,"  returned  the  Superior.  "It  were 
meet  our  table  should  hold  fast  all  the  year,  rather  than  aught 
should  be  lacking  in  welcome  to  our  noble  Prince.  But,  these 
things  duly  observed,  I  will,  good  brother,  that  ye  kill  the 
fatted  calf,  broach  the  best  wine,  and  let  the  abundance  of 
to-night  atone  for  the  abstinence  of  yester-eve.  Meanwhile, 
dispatch  hither  Hidalgo :  we  must  see  to  it  that  the  Church 
also  be  not  defrauded  of  her  right." 

Hildago  obeyed  the  summons,  and  received  orders  to  abate 
nothing  of  the  Abbey's  customary  dues.  Numerous  applicants 
succeeded,  and  were  in  their  turn  attended  to  with  the  same 
concise  courtesy,  that,  while  it  encouraged  approach,  forbad 
familiarity ;  after  which,  fondly  hoping  all  present  demands 
satisfied,  the  student,  yielding  himself  up  to  the  fascination  of 
Aristotle,  had  just  plunged  deep  into  the  magic  maze,  when 
he  was  once  more  recalled  to  vulgar  life  by  another,  though 
gentler,  tap  at  the  door. 

''  Faztenza/^^  breathed  the  baffled  student,  but  it  was  in 
the  sweet  accents  of  his  native  south;  while  the  wrinkle 
that  had  slightly  contracted  his  brow  at  this  fresh  interrup- 
tion gave  place  to  a  smile  of  welcome  as  Father  Swithin 
entered. 

"Thy  basket,  good  brother,  is  an  overflowing  cornucopia," 
said  the  gracious  Superior,  as  the  gardener,  with  mingled  pride 
and  reverence,  laid  his  offering  of  fruit  and  flowers  before  him. 

"Ay,  reverend  father,  concord  and  plenty  were,  with  de- 
ference be  it  spoken,  twin  sisters  in  those  golden  times  when 
Apollyon  and  his  musical  nine  held  their  meetings  on  the 
top  of  Mount  Pegasus."  ' 

"  Thou  hast  not  forgotten  thy  early  studies,  good  Swithin, 
in  exchanging  them,  Dei  gratia,  for  more  profitable  employ- 
ment. Verily,  Vertumnus  himself  never  produced  finer  fruits 
at  the  banquets  of  your  old  acquaintances  on  Moimt  Olympus. 
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But  how  thrive  the  mandrakes  ?  have  thy  goslings  escaped 
their  vegetable  shell?  " 

"Indeed,  reverend  father,"  replied  the  old  man,  his  eyes 
sparkling  as  he  espied  the  well-known  manuscript  on  its 
accustomed  shelf,  "if  your  most  sanctimonious  holiness  would 
but  allow  me  another  glimpse  of  yon  herbal,  I  shall  hardly 
£eu1  of  accomplishing  the  hatching.  The  seed  hath  freely 
germinated,  the  plant  shot  forth;  the  flower-bud  hath  formed, 
and—" 

"  Thou  shalt  have  free  access  to  thy  oracle,"  said  the  Supe- 
rior, turning  at  the  same  time  to  the  young  chorister,  and 
bidding  him  take  his  task  to  the  Chapel-master.  "But, 
good  brother,  there  is  another  charge  I  would  inquire  of 
thee  anent.  Our  lady  Abbess  would  have  thy  pupil  Henga 
resume  his  studies  imder  Father  Anselmo.  What  opinest 
thou?" 

**  That  it  were  but  labour  lost,  most  reverential.  St. 
Mercury  himself  could  not  teach  the  lad  his  letters ;  yet  in 
aught  beside  lacketh  he  neither  wit  nor  will.  For  all  matters 
relating  to  spade  or  hoe,  sowing,  reaping,  grafting,  pruning, 
lying,  drying—" 

"  He  doth  great  credit  to  thy  instructions,  and  thou  shalt 
have  my  best  efforts  with  the  Abbess  to  keep  him  at  iky 
side." 

"A  happy  compact  for  both  master  and  man;  for  well 
may  we  be  compared  to  those  warriors  of  old,  Pyramus 
and  Thisbe,  who  were  never  seen  apart — whose  history 
your  reverence  wots  of — for  as  soon  as  Aurora,  god  of  day, 
appeareth  in  the  heavens,  until  chaste  Dian  draws  her  bow 
across  the  clouds,  the  boy  and  I  are  never  sundered,  and 
when — " 

**  Zabttur  et  Idbetur  in  omne  voluhilia^^^  murmured  the  Abbot ; 
but,  encouraged  by  the  benign  look  which  accompanied  the 
quotation — ^for  smiles  are  easier  construed  than  Latin — ^Father 
Swithin  proceeded  further  to  laud  his  pupil  by  relating  the 
order  he  had  received  from  the  Princess  to  bring  her  a 
nosegay  every  morning  when  she  repairs  to  the  Castle.    "  I 
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shall  thus,  at  the  return  of  the  Ganymede  learn  daily  of  her 
highness's  welfare:  though,  perhaps,  as  thou  hast  a  more 
courtly  demeanour  than  he,  it  were  better  the  lad  should 
gather,  and  thou  present  the  flowers." 

The  pleased  gardener  promised  obedience,  and,  with  rev- 
erential bows  and  retreating  slides,  backed  out  of  the 
presence.  After  his  departure,  the  Abbot  sat  some  time  in 
deep  reverie:  and  wherefore?  Surely  the  babble  of  the 
simple  old  gardener  could  scarcely  famish  food  for  cogitation 
for  the  astute  Franciscan ;  yet  thus  it  was.  The  Abbot  be- 
longed to  a  community  who  long  before  the  birth  of  our 
Christian  Philanthropist  had  discovered  the  **  mightiness  of 
Littles."  •  Littles  are,  in  truth,  the  moving  power  of  the 
Church  of  Rome,  and  therefore  it  is  that,  her  teachers  early 
discovering  that  the  mind  like  the  eye  gets  contracted  when 
constantly  applied  to  the  contemplation  of  minute  objects^ 
it  was  their  policy  to  add  lens  on  lens  for  the  magnifying 
of  a  butterfly's  wing,  whilst  they  kept  the  telescope  of  truth 
from  the  eye  of  their  followers,  and  rarely  applied  it  to  their 
own.  But  the  meditations  of  the  philosophic  prelate  were 
interrupted  by  a  visitor  to  whom  Aristotle  himself  in  bodily 
presence  must  have  given  way.  The  Archduke  Leopold. 
Having  sprung  from  his  reeking  steed,  pushed  aside  the 
obsequious  porter,  and  strode  hurriedly  through  the  cloisters, 
whose  arched  roof  echoed  to  the  ring  of  his  iron-shod  boots, 
he  entered  the  apartment  of  the  Abbot,  and  abruptly,  though, 
cordially,  saluted  him. 

"  Your  highness  comes  to  announce  the  happy  return  of 
your  royal  brother  ?"  asked  the  friar. 

'^  Bather  call  it  the  flight  of  a  manacled  slave  from  his 
owner ! "  was  the  bitter  reply. 

The  wary  listener  allowed  the  fiery  spirit  to  chafe  and 
foam,  its  exhalation  betraying  the  information  he  did  not 
deem  it  prudent  to  demand. 

**Poor  Frederick,"  continued  the  speaker,  **has  not  yet  told 
us  what  his  jailer's  demands  are.  He  craved  a  day's  repose ; 
and  who  could  deny  it  ?    Ah,  father,  you  will  find  the  strong 
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man  bent."  Leopold's  voice  faltered  as  lie  tittered  the  last 
few  words,  but  soon  regained  its  ringing  tones  as  he  added, 
"To-morrow  we  shall  learn  Louis  of  Bavaria's  proposals; 
but,  if  my  brothers  be  of  my  mind,  they  shall  be  answered 
by  a  call  to  arms,  which  will  be  speedily  echoed  by  his 
Holiness  and  our  Swiss  allies." 

These  hopes  and  determinations  were  riveted  by  this 
interview  with  one  who  well  knew  that  the  Pontiff,  although 
actuated  by  different  motives,  was  equally  interested  with 
the  House  of  Hapsburg  in  the  main  object  of  annihilating 
the  power  of  the  Emperor.  Nor  was  this  the  only  point 
on  which  the  soldier  and  the  priest  agreed :  they  were  further 
united  in  a  determined  opposition  to  the  marriage  of  the 
Princess  Bertha  to  her  early-aflfianced  husband.  Prince  John 
of  Luxemburg,  now  titular  King  of  Bohemia.  Leopold's 
enmity  sprang  from  the  injurious  treatment  his  brother 
Henry  was  said  to  have  received  from  that  prince  whilst  his 
prisoner.  The  prelate's  mistrust  arose  from  a  deeper  cause 
— ^the  uncompromising  temper  of  that  warlike  prince,  the 
jealousy  he  had  always  exhibited  to  priestly  rule,  and,  more 
than  all,  the  favour  he  had  shown  the  Spiritual  Franciscans 
and  other  so  termed  heretics.  Nonej  either,  knew  better 
than  the  Abbot  of  Koenigsfelden,  who  had  watched  her 
almost  from  childhood,  the  danger  of  trusting  the  investi- 
gating mind  of  the  Princess  Bertha  to  such  influence ;  more 
especially  as  already  over  the  wild  heaths  of  Bohemia  had 
shot  a  glimmering  of  that  bright  light  which,  in  a  succeeding 
age,  flashed  from  the  pyre  of  the  martyred  Huss.  To  these 
private  reasons  for  enmity  towards  one  personally  unknown 
to  either  was  added  a  joint  motive  for  action.  The  favour 
of  the  Vatican — with  whom  the  bold  and  victorious,  though 
yet  uncrowned.  King  of  Bohemia  was  at  defiant  war — was 
of  vital  importance  to  the  ambitious  hopes  of  both  the  Arch- 
duke and  the  Abbot ;  and  to  secure  the  cardinal's  hat,  which 
all  but  touched  the  head  of  the  latter,  and  the  supplies  which 
would  aid  the  former  to  set  the  Emperor's  claim  on  the 
liberty  of  his  brother  at  defiance,  they  had  severally  engaged 
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to  use  their  utmost  efforts  to  snatch  the  hand  of  the  Princess 
Bertha  £:om  her  affianced  bridegroom,  and  place  it  in  that 
of  the  heir  to  the  kingdom  of  Naples.  Whilst  the  Abbot 
pondered  on  the  best  way  of  introducing  a  subject  which  he 
was  well  aware  occupied  his  companion's  mind  equally  with 
his  own,  Leopold  exclaimed, — 

*'  By  my  faith,  in  the  importance  of  another  subject  I  had 
well-nigh  forgotten  to  tell  you  that  a  messenger  arrived  at 
the  Castle  just  as  I  left  it,  from  John  of  Luxemburg,  whom, 
it  appears,  Frederick  had  invited  to  greet  his  arrival.  You 
start,  reverend  father,  but  fear  not ;  the  purport  of  his  des- 
patch was  to  announce  that  urgent  busines  called  him  off  to 
his  wild  Bohemians  for  awhile.  I  am  assuming  that  you 
know  he  is  at  present  with  the  falsely-called  Emperor  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Alps.  Methinks  a  lover's  foot  should  have 
spurned  their  highest  crags  to  secure  even  a  passing  smile 
from  one  worthy  a  troop  of  such  chivalry.  But  our  tardy 
suitor,  forsooth,  saucily  confident  of  his  victory,  waits  the 
waning  of  another  moon." 

The  Abbot  faintly  smiled.  "  Hast  tbou  yet  to  learn,  my 
son,  that  men  do  not  always  act  as  &ey  say  ?"  Then,  fixing 
his  mysterious  eyes  on  his  companion,  he  added  with  strange 
emphasis,  '^  It  has  come  to  my  knowledge  that  this  same 
moon,  now  traversing  the  heavens  in  her  full  beauty,  shall 
light  with  undiminished  rays  a  dark-browed  knight  and  his 
small  band  of  followers  along  the  lonely  passes  of  St.  Q-othard." 
The  speaker  hesitated  a  moment,  but  withdrew  not  his  eye, 
then  added :  **  Thou  and  thy  trusty  mountaineers — will  it  not 
be  well  that  ye  go  forth  to  meet  the  travellers,  and  escort  them 
to  your  castle  ?" 

Leopold  sprang  to  his  feet.  The  crimson  blood  rushed  even 
to  his  forehead,  swelling  the  veins  almost  to  bursting,  whilst 
it  imparted  a  yet  fiercer  glow  to  his  eyes.  "  Is  Leopold  of 
Austria  degraded  to  the  base  leader  of  a  bandit  band?" 
he  exclaimed;  but,  checking  his  angry  mood  with  strong 
effort,  added,  '*  Q-ramercy !  father,  peradventure  I  mistook 
thy  meaning." 
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^'Thou  didst,  my  son,"  said  the  Abbot  calmly;  ''  and  yet  I 

merit  thy  rebuke,  since,  in  deep  pity  for  thy  brother's  chains, 

and  imadvised  desire  to  eSace  the  stain  thrown  on  a  noble 

race,  I  had  well-nigh  forgotten  that  my  priestly  office  was  to 

connsel  pardon,  not  to  provoke  reprisal — ^to  bid  thee  let  the 

spoiler  come  unscathed,  and  bear  away  the  jewel  of  thy  house. 

Calm  thee,  my  son,"  he  continued,  still  retaining  his  basilisk 

gaze  on  his  victim,  and  checking  his  reply,  *^  the  wrongs  of 

our  most  sacred  Church  will  stir  up  holier  avengers.     I  do 

remember  me  that  thou  art  a  man  of  blood,  and  that  it  was 

not  her  interests  that  drove  thy  revengeful  blade,  even  to 

its  crimson  hilt,  into  the  heart  of  guiltless  victims — not  the 

desire  to  avenge  her  wrongs  that  stretched  the  rack  for  the 

husband  of  —  " 

"  0  father,  father ! "  exclaimed  Leopold,  in  that  voice  of 
embittered  feeling  which  a  sense  of  betrayed  trust  wrings 
from  the  inmost  soul,  ''  who  was  it  placed  that  sword  in  my 
hand,  adjuring  me  to  use  it  against  the  murderers  of  the 
Lord's  anointed?" 

"  Ay,  but  not  to  tarnish  it  with  the  blood  of  the  innocent, 
that  ye  might  enrich  yourselves  with  their  spoil." 

'*  Enrich  ourselves/"  retorted  Leopold  with  sarcastic  emphasis 
on  the  last  word.  "  Let  these  lofty  walls,  these  loaded  shrines, 
testify—" 

"Thus  far,"  interrupted  the  priest,  "the  expiation  was 
generous,  but  it  is  not  yet  complete.  There  yet  remains  a 
long  arrear.  The  exemplary  prayers*  and  penances  of  the 
dedicated  Agnes,  the  energetic  efforts  of  her  warlike  brethren, 
can  alone  avail  to  disperse  the  dark  cloud  now  hanging  over 
their  house  with  threatening  portent." 

The  mantling  blood  receded  from  the  cheek  of  Leopold,  his 
late  fiery  glance  was  dimmed,  the  nervous  arm  hung  flaccid  at 
his  side,  and  in  a  moment  the  arrogant  prince  assimied  the 
attitude  of  a  humble  penitent,  and  knelt  at  the  feet  of  a  feUow 
mortal — such  is  the  power  of  even  a  mistaken  faith — ^to  claim 
the  relief  of  pouring  out  his  burdened  soul,  and  obtaining 
pardon  for  sins  which  God  only  can  forgive.    This  solace  was 
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for  the  present  denied,  and  the  unhappy  prince  departed 
unshrived. 

The  priest,  in  the  dignity  of  his  office,  could  accompany  his 
visitor  no  further  than  the  door  of  his  apartment ;  but  when 
that  closed  on  him  the  feelings  of  the  man  returned,  the 
amiable  feelings  of  a  naturally  humane  heart.  For  a  short 
time  he  remained  with  eyes  fixed  on  vacancy,  the  muscles  of 
his  face  working  with  uncontrollable  emotion ;  but,  whatever 
might  have  occasioned  that  emotion,  it  was  transient.  In  a 
few  moment  she  arose,  calm  and  self-posessed,  and  approach- 
ing the  table,  quickly  collected  the  scattered  parchments,  and 
methodically  restored  the  several  instruments,  mathematical 
and  musical,  to  their  cases.  "Adieu  for  awhile,  dear  com- 
panions of  my  harmless  hours,"  he  murmured  ;  "  happy,  per- 
chance, had  it  been  for  Francesco  Montolivo  if  he  had  never 
exchanged  ye  for  the  jar  of  human  converse."  He  then  drew 
aside  a  curtain  from  the  portrait  of  the  Madonna  which  hung 
over  the  altar,  and  prostrated  himself  before  it.  His  coun- 
tenance brightened,  his  lips  moved  with  increased  rapidity, 
and  he  appeared  evidently  to  derive  strength  and  animation 
from  the  holy  exercise.  At  first  sounds  for  the  most  part  in- 
coherent broke  from  his  lips,  but  the  closing  sentence  was 
delivered  with  strong  and  dear  emphasis. 

**  Look  not  thus  coldly,  empress  of  my  soul!  day-star  of 
my  spiritual  life !  Do  I  not  swear  to  thee,  Mary,  ever  im- 
maculate, that  thine  adversary  shall  lick  the'  dust  at  thy 
feet ;  that,  sooner  than  a  daughter  of  the  House  of  Austria 
shall  share  his  throne — " 

A  slight  movement  in  a  distant  part  of  the  chamber  inter- 
rupted the  unfinished  vow.  The  votary  arose,  and  casting  a 
hasty  glance  around,  recognized  the  friar  in  his  accustomed 
niche,  immoveable  as  its  sculptured  mullions.  In  an  instant 
his  late  interview  with  the  Archduke  Leopold  recurred  to  the 
Abbot's  mind.  A  moment  of  alarm  was  followed  by  the 
quieting  recollection  of  the  friar's  physical  deafness,  and  his 
no  less  moral  blindness  to  all  beyond  the  scope  of  his  allotted 
task.    Nevertheless,  his  employer,  while  scanning  the  copied 
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page,  turned  a  scratiniziDg  eye  on  the  countenance  of  liis 
agent,  which  maintained  its  imperturbable  repose,  until  the 
instinctiye  feeling  of  weariness  or  hunger  induced  him  to  raise 
it  towards  the  dial,  at  the  same  time  as  the  convent-bell 
amioiinced  the  hour  of  refection.  It  seemed,  in  truth,  a 
welcome  break  both  to  the  master  and  his  workman,  and  they 
gladly  retired  together  to  partake  of  the  bodily  refreshment 
which  the  dull  and  viyacious  equally  stand  in  need  of. 
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CHAPTEE  Vm. 

THE  JUBILEE. 

Oh,  hortfal  sophistry,  to  deem  that  He 

Who  leads  us  to  the  birds  and  flowers  to  learn 

Sweet  liberty,  should  ever  consecrate 
A  bondage  such  as  this  I 

The  rising  sun  had  scarcely  gilded  tlie  spires  of  Koenigsfelden, 
ere  Father  Swithin  and  his  inseparable  Henga,  embowered  in 
evergreens  and  laden  with  baskets  ftdl  of  fruit  and  flowers, 
knocked  gently  at  the  Porteress's  side  door. 

''Always  rare  and  ready,  Father  Swithin,  bless  the  Pope  !" 
was  her  benedictory  salutation. 

**  The  morning  hour  hath  gold  in  its  mouth,  as  the  old  saying 
has  it,  good  sister.  If  Aurora  and  I  had  not  run  a  race  who 
should  get  up  first,  I  had  not  so  early  brought  all  this  pro- 
vender and  decoration  for  your  festival." 

''Ay,  we  are  like  to  have  a  merry  day  of  it,  between  Sister 
Teresa's  festival  and  our  young  Princess's  leave-taking,  his 
Holiness  be  praised ! " 

"  Nay,  good  sister,  I  pray  you  keep  your  thanks  for  a  better 
boon ;  for  I  opine,  nay  certes,  there  are  many  amongst  the 
nuns  who  will  enact  the  tearful  Niobe  at  her  highness's  de- 
parture." 

"Niobe ! "  repeated  the  nun ;  "I  know  naught  of  such  an 
outlandish  cognomen  :  maybe  she  was  cousin-german  to  King 
Nebuchadnezzar.  But  come  into  the  recreation  parlour,  and 
I  will  unthatch  ye  there." 

The  classic  was  not  quite  sure  of  his  exemplar's  genealogy, 
and  therefore  let  the  challenge  pass,  busying  himself  in  un- 
packing his  horticultural  treasures. 

"  What  tempting  fruit,  thanks  be  to  the  Pope !  "  exclaimed 
Sister  Eva,  lifting  up  both  hands  and  eyes  in  ecstasy  as  the 
grower  displayed  some  apples  of  great  size  and  beauty. 
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' 'Nay,  here,  good  sister !"  lie  remarked  with  some  emphasis — 
for  he  had  Niobe's  fiame  as  well  as  his  own  to  sustain — '^  craving 
thy  pardon,  I  must  observe  that  thou  dost  rob  Paul  to  pay 
Peter ;  or  I  more  veraciously  say  that  thou  dost  wrong  me  and 
a  more  renowned  gardener,  yclept  St.  Pomonus,  to  pay  thy 
compliments  to  the  Pope,  as  Ihou  seemest  to  deem  it  thy  duty 
on  all  occasions,  just  or  unjust,  seemly  or  unseemly,  to  do. 
Now,  be  it  known  to  thee  that  the  far-famed  horticulturist — or, 
as  thou  wilt  better  comprehend,  gardener— of  whom  I  spoke, 
St.  Pomonus,  was  especially  noted  for  the  cultivation  of  this 
useful  fruit,  some  even  opining  that  it  owes  its  name — pomus 
OT  pommej  by  which  it  is  known  in  some  countries — to  him  ; 
amongst  which  number  I  could  range  many  a  learned  her- 
balist. But  to  leave  these  learned  matters,  which  thou  as  a 
woman  canst  not  understand — " 

"Nay,  good  father,"  retorted  the  nun  quickly,  "it  is  as 
such  that  I  should  be  best  acquainted  with  the  history  of  the 
apple."  Then  turning  to  Henga,  she  asked,  "  Dost  thou  kiiow 
whom  I  am  named  after,  boy  ?  " 

"  One  who  longed  for  forbidden  fruit,"  was  the  unlooked- 
for  reply ;  and,  although  Father  Swithin  was  totally  ignorant 
of  its  occult  meaning,  and  its  appeal  to  Sister  Eva's  conscience, 
he  was  delighted  at  Henga's  unusual  quickness,  and  her 
evident  embarrassment. 

Without  asserting  the  lad's  claim  to  oracular  gifts,  he  had 
certainly,  by  chance  or  design,  touched  a  secret  spring  which 
the  nun  had  believed  concealed  from  all  but  herself  and  one 
confidante  ;  and  the  fear  she  half  entertained  of  his  super- 
natural intelligence  caused  her  uneasiness,  though  without 
inducing  -any  change  in  her  guilty  designs.  Eecovering  an 
embarrassment  to  which  she  was  little  prone,  she  entered 
into  the  festal  arrangements,  and  with  a  ceremonious  apology 
for  leaving  the  workmen  ere  their  task  was  completed, 
hastened  away  to  conclude  a  certain  nefarious  bargain  with 
the  younger  tire- woman  of  the  Princess  Bertha,  ere  she  and 
Blandina  had  completed  their  customary  morning  devotions  in 
the  chapel. 
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The  maiden  received  her  tempter  witli  many  professions  of 
amity,  and  hastened  to  unfold  before  her  admiring  gaze  a 
tunic  and  petticoat  of  rich  Genoa  velvet  embroidered  in  gold 
and  many-coloured  silks,  which  had  evidently  been  the  object 
of  a  previous  negotiation,  since  she  added, — 

"  See,  I  have  kept  my  part  of  the  agreement,  and  provided 
for  your  festival;  you  will  not,  therefore,  cheat  me  of  my  little 
holiday ;  I  will  not  absent  myself  long ;  two  little  houips  are 
all  I  crave.  Remember,  you  ask  my  company  in  your  room 
of  Dame  Blandina." 

**  Thou  art  a  sly  wheedler,"  said  the  nun,  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  glittering  bait,  and  her  remaining  virtue  ebbing  away 
in  its  contemplation.  **  Veil,  since  thou  assurest  me  the 
youngster  is  thy  brother,  and  that  the  dame  will  not  miss 
her  lady's  tunic  before  thou  canst  restore  it,  I  wiU." 

"  I  do,  I  do,  dear  sister ;  but  hide  it  quickly  in  your  ample 
sleeves,  for  here  she  comes;"  and  Innahad  hardly  time  to 
give  the  alarm,  or  Eva  to  conceal  her  booty,  ere  Blandina 
entered.  The  sister  had  been  too  long  schooled  in  such  little 
passages  of  cloister  life  to  betray  any  embarrassment,  and  she 
entered  at  once  on  her  concerted  part.  Affecting  to  take  it  for 
granted,  as  she  politely  phrased  it,  that  the  services  of  her 
highness's  superior  attendant  were  too  valuable  to  be  dispensed 
with  on  the  eve  of  quitting  Koenigsfelden,  she  with  many 
smiles  and  prefaces  with  which  the  Pope's  name  was  in- 
geniously interlarded,  preferred  her  request  for  Inna  to 
partake  of  the  refection  and  recreation  of  the  Jubilee  in  her 
parlour,  with  two  or  three  of  the  lay  sisters  bidden  expressly 
to  pass  a  few  hours  with  her  by  Father  Anselmo's  permission. 

Poor  Blandina,  easily  deceived,  gave  a  ready  acquiescence ; 
but  Eva's  conscience  was  a  little  more  troublesome.  She  had 
a  way,  however,  of  coaxing  and  flattering  even  this  importu- 
nate monitor.  "Father  Anselm,"  she  argued,  "always  tells 
us  '  the  object  sanctifies  the  means.'  The  Princess,  doubtless, 
has  many  tunics,  whilst  St.  Klare's  only  petticoat  is  faded 
and  torn."  And  when  conscience  next  blamed  the  imprudence 
of  allowing  the  thoughtless    girl's  solitary  walk  with  her 
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gallanty  Expediency  tried  to  silence  liim,  by  urging  it  as  the 
only  means  by  which  a .  petticoat  for  St.  Klare,  who  sorely 
needed  one,  could  be  procured :  that  it  should  be  worn  only  on 
the  day  of  the  saint's  approaching  fete,  and  returned  to  the  ward- 
robe of  the  Princess,  enriched  by  the  odour  of  sanctity ;  even 
though  it  might,  perchance,  be  a  little  timibled  and  soiled  by  the 
lips  of  the  worshippers.     And  here,  in  justice  to  the  princely 
magnificence  of  the  royal  Abbey,  it  will  be  right  to  explain 
that  the  St.  Klare  whose  toilette  Eva  was  thus  anxiously  pro- 
viding for  was  not  the  image  whose  costly  shrine  occupied  a 
conspicuous  position  in  the  church,  but  a  pet  of  her  own,  a 
much-mutilated  wooden  doll,   the  especial  idol  of  her  pen- 
sioners, which  stood  in  one  corner  of  her  parlour,  crowned 
with  a  glory  of  tinseled  filigree,  and  staring  out  of  a  dusty 
bower  of  shell-work  and  faded  flowers.     Sister  Eva  had  been 
lately    greatly    stirred  to   a  demonstration  of  zeal  in  the 
Church's  cause  by  the  apotheosis  of  a  nun  at  a  neighbouring 
and  rival  convent  for'  some  reported  miracle  ;  and  the  remark 
of  her  own  Abbess,  "That  her  sister  Hildegarde  was  more 
blessed  than  herself,  inasmuch  that  she,  as  yet,  had  not  been 
honoured  with  any  demonstration  of  miraculous  gifts  in  her 
community."    Now,  this  had  kindled  the  fire  of  ambition  in 
Eva's  bosom,  and,  although  her  plans  were  not  yet  matured, 
she  saw  a  glimmering  of  canonization  in  the  clouds,  and,  with 
a  mixture  of  zeal  and  self-deception,  looked  to  her  idol  as  the 
stepping-stone  to  her  elevation.     As  a  necessary  preliminary, 
she  set  to  work  to  effect  its  renovation,  (for  it  was  in  a  truly 
deplorable  condition,)  and  applied  to  the  universal  genius  and 
equally  diffusive  good  humour  of  Father  Swithin  to  help  in 
the  pious  labour.     In  the  first  place,  poor  Klare  had  but  one 
foot,  and  Henga  having  been  entrusted  with  the  job  of  supply- 
ing the  missing  one,  had  added  a  cloven  one,  and  would  have 
proceeded  to  furnish  her  with  a  long  tail,  had  not  his  patron  in- 
terfered to  prevent  it.     This  mistake  was  happily  amended  by 
the  very  dextrous  manner  in  which  the  lad  mended  the  bridge 
of  St.  Xlare's  nose,  and  added  new  fingers  to  her  right  hand, 
wliichy  although  longer  and  more  slender  than  those  of  the 
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left,  were  pronounced  a  great  improvement  on  them.  Father 
Swithin  took  the  painting  and  varnishing  entirely  on  himseK: 
and  here  roses,  lilies,  coral,  jet,  were  '*  vile  words"  and  faint 
comparisons  for  the  dazzling  hues  and  gloss  of  St.  Klare's 
beauties.  Sister  Eva's  own  hands  furnished  a  new  crown  and 
rays,  polished  the  shells,  and  wove  fresh  garlands  of  "  flowers 
of  every  hue,  and  without  thorn  the  rose,"  for  the  bower  of 
thQ  saint :  we  have  seen  with  what  ingenuity  she  also  sup- 
plied her  with  suitable  apparel. 

"We  must  now  return  from  our  digression,  to  the  Princess's 
apartment,  to  find  her  two  tire- women  occupied  in  preparations 
for  her  departure. 

**I  wish  her  highness  had  absolved  thee  of  thy  prayers  this 
morning.  Dame  Blandina,  seeing  we  have  so  much  on  our 
hands,"  observed  the  younger  tire- woman. 

**  Maybe,  her  highness  does  not  deem  herself  privileged 
to  forgive  others  a  duty  she  so  diligently  practises  herself," 
answered  Blandina,  tucking  up  her  sleeves,  and  placing  her- 
self on  her  knees  before  a  deep  oaken  chest. 

*'WeU,  then,  I  would  our  solemn  lady  Abbess  had  vouch- 
safed thee  a  substitute  in  some  of  those  bare-legged  friars  who 
are  mumbling  prayers  for  the  Emperor's  soul,  and  thou 
couldst  have  been  spared  in  such  a  busy  time.  I  will  aver 
thus  much  of  our  Abbess,  that  she  spares  no  expense  for  her 
friends'  salvation. 

"  Inna,"  said  Blandina  seriously,  '*  were  it  not  better  that 
thou  shouldst  attend  to  thy  own  duties  than  comment  on 
those  of  thy  betters  ?  The  best  way  of  accomplishing  extra 
work  is  by  extra  diligence,  and  not  the  help  of  others.  Heach 
me  here  thy  lady's  tunic  of  Genoa  velvet,  with  the  train  and 
garniture  thereunto  appertaining." 

*'  I  placed  it  at  the  bottom  of  the  other  chest,  dispatched 
yestre'en  to  the  Castle,"  replied  Inna,  turning  aside  to  conceal 
a  deep  blush,  which  proved  her  inexperience  in  the  art  of 
deception. 

"In  that  thou  hast  done  it  no  good  turn,  wench,  since  thou 
knowest  it  will  ill  bear  to  be  pressed  or  crumpled." 
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"Does  the  Fraulein  Gertruda  accompany  our  Princess  to 
the  Castle  ?  "  interrupted  the  culprit,  eager  to  change  the 
subject. 

"Inna,"  said  Blandina,  turning  suddenly  round,  **Ihave 
observed  of  late  that  thou  hast  been  more  desirous  than  is 
seemly  in  one  of  thy  calling  to  pry  into  the  actions  of  thy 
superiors.  Tell  me,  my  good  wench,  has  anyone  been 
tampering  with  thy  fidelity  ?  " 

It  was  fortunate  for  Inna  that  a  summons  to  attend  her  lady 
spared  her  the  guilt  of  another  falsehood.     Early  in  the  after- 
noon, on  the  arrival  of  Inna's  soi-diaant  brother,  Sister  Eva 
allowed  the  thoughtless  girl  to  leave  the  convent,  and  stood 
watching  them  as  they  crossed  the  court.     *'  There  they  go," 
she  said  mentally ;  **  a  comely  pair,  but  they  never  called  the 
same  man  father.     Thirty  years  ago  I  wot  of  another  such 
pair.    Well,  I  will  be  no  tell-tale.     Had  there  never  been 
such,  thou,  0  Heinrich  Hoffgarten,  hadst  not  slept  on  the 
bloody  battle-field,  nor  Eowena  von  Eheinstadt  been  a  nun  in 
this  Abbey  of  Koenigsfelden."     And  here  she  heaved  so  deep 
a  sigh  as  would  have  perilled  her  popularity,  and  wiped  away 
tears  that  memory  alone  could  have  drawn  from  her  laughing 
eyes.      She  then  joined  her  sister  nuns  in  the  recreation 
parlour,  where  she  found  the  Princess  and  Sister  Ethelinda. 
Father  Swithin  and  his  Pyramus  had  decorated  the  apart- 
ment, with  due  honour  to  the  festival  of  Sister  Teresa,  who 
had  just  completed  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  her  cloister- 
hood — a  little  old  woman  bent  double  by  age  and  infirmity  ; 
so  that  the  wreath  of  fresh  fiowers  which  encircled  her  poor 
shaking  head  seemed  as  if  placed  there  in  derision.     Four 
obsequious  nuns  conducted  this  heroine  of  the  day  to  the 
throne  prepared  for  her.     Struggling  for  breath,  and  nearly 
exhausted,  she  looked  round  for  a  few  minutes  with  a  vacant 

stare. 

"  There !  there !  '*  she  muttered,  as  she  disengaged  herself 

from  her  officious  handmaidens,  *'  that  will  do  !    What  has  the 

wench  placed  on  my  head  ?  Diamonds  ?  They  are  my  mother's. 

Take  them  back  again,  and  give  me  my  hood  and  veil." 
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**  Poor  soul! "  said  the  porteress,  **  slie  fancies  this  is  the 
day  of  her  profession,  and  not  that  of  her  jubilee."  And 
hereupon  she  and  the  other  nuns  did  their  best  to  convince 
the  poor  creature  of  her  delusion. 

"  Profession  ? ''  repeated  the  aged  nun,  and  she  now  spoke  in 
Italian.  *'  Did  I  not  tell  you  so  ?  it  was  the  day,  too,  of  Bianca's 
betrothal.  Oh,  how  beautiful  she  looked  as  she  knelt  to 
petition  our  parents  to  spare  me !  but  they  would  not  hear  even 
her.  They  said  I  was  deformed  and  dowerless,  and  they  hid 
me  from  the  light  of  day.  I  have  not  seen  the  sun  for  fifty  years ; 
but  I  will  go  out  to-day.  Did  ye  not  promise  I  should  do  as  I 
listed  to-day  ?"  But  she  struggled  in  vain  to  free  herself  from 
restraining  arms,  until,  conscious  of  her  weakness,  she  suffered 
herself  to  be  replaced  on  her  chair  of  state.  Here,  however, 
the  Princess  interposed  to  entreat  that  no  coercion  might  be 
used  to  detain  her  against  her  wishes,  and,  as  she  spoke,  the 
poor  nun  fixing  her  eyes  on  the  countenance  of  the  lovely 
pleader,  exclaimed,  '*  Agnes  of  Hapsburg,  hast  thou  learned 
pity  ?   Oh,  may  thou,  then,  find  mercy !  " 

" Dear  mother,"  said  Sister  Ethelinda,  "it  is  our  gracious 
Princess  Bertha  who  joins  with  me  in  begging  you  to  seek 
your  rest ;  you  have  overtasked  your  strength  already." 

*  *  What  have  I  said  ?  "  asked  the  poor  nun.  '  *  My  kind  Ethe- 
linda, my  gracious  Princess,  I  fear  I  have  caused  you  both  un- 
easiness ;"  then,  bursting  into  tears,  she  added,  **  Forgive  me,  for 
I  am  a  poor  demented  creature.  May  God  have  mercy  on  us  all." 

*'  Poor  Teresa !"  said  Ethelinda,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears  as 
they  watched  the  feeble  form  almost  borne  from  the  room  she 
was  never  again  to  enter,  **  I  foresaw  all  this.  She  had  a  fresh 
seizure  last  night,  and  ought  not  to  have  left  her  cell ;  but  our 
sisters  were  unT^illing  to  lose  their  rare  holiday." 

**  Did  she  profess  unwillingly  ?".  asked  Bertha. 

"If  so,  she  never  betrayed  the  secret.  She  was  strict  in 
the  performance  of  aU  her  duties,  severe  in  penance,  silent  and 
reserved,  until  her  late  attacks  have  changed  her  into  a  garru- 
lous old  woman." 

"  She  was  Italian  ?  " 
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"  Yes ;  she  came  from  my  bright  dime ;  but  these  are  the 
first  accents  I  ever  heard  her  utter  of  our  mother  tongue. 
The  Abbess  once  told  me  the  name  of  the  noble  but  decayed 
house  from  which  she  sprang/  together  with  a  few  particulars 
of  its  history.  I  will  relate  them  at  a  time  of  more  leisure, 
but  crave  permission  to  leave  you,  my  Princess,  for  a  few 
minutes  on  an  errand  of  importance." 

When  the  nun  left  her,  Bertha  looked  with  increased  de- 
jection on  the  sisterhood  of  poor  recluses  that   sat  around. 
Many  were  old  and  infirm,  some  of  them  young,  and  here 
and  there  might  be  seen  a  face  and  form  of  undeniable  beauty ; 
but  even  youth  and  beauty  had  a  something  unnaturally  out 
of  place,  and  age  had  deeper  furrows  and  a  more  gaunt  out- 
line.    There  was  no  soft  shading  between  youth  and  middle 
age.     Want  of  exercise  and  unwholesome  diet  had  in  many 
instances  shriveled,  in  others  blanched  or  bloated  the  form. 
The  mind,  too,  shrunk  and  enfeebled,  and  shut  out  from  ra- 
tional sources  of  improvement  and  recreation,  found  pleasure 
in  the  most  childish  bauble,  and  occupation  in  the  lowest 
superstition.     Such  was  the  interior  of  a  convent  in  the  dark 
ages,  such  was  it  even  in  the  early  part  of  our  present  century, 
and  such  it  will  be  at  its  close.     Monastic  laws  and  customs 
change  not ;  and  human  minds  acted  on  by  the  same  influ- 
ences wiU  exhibit  the  same  results.    Alas,  how  many^a  dream 
of  cloistered  repose  and  sublimated  devotion  has  been  dissi- 
pated, all  too  late,  by  a  closer  intimacy  with  the  separated  and 
the  consecrated ! 

When  the  refection  of  cakes  and  sweetmeats  was  served, 
Father  Anselmo,  the  confessor  of  the  novices,  and  two  or 
three  of  the  elder  priests  joined  the  party,  and  contributed 
evidently  to  its  hilarity,  if  not  to  its  edification.  With  the 
sanction  of  the  former,  Gertruda  withdrew  with  the  Princess 
to  spend  the  remaining  hour  in  a  farewell  stroll  through  the 
convent  garden.  The  friends  first  bent  their  steps  to  the  side 
of  the  ever-flowing  fountain,  and  paused  to  speak  of  her  who 
had  so  often  watched  the  play  of  its  waters  with  them — the 
aunt  of  one  fair  girl,  the  friend  and  preceptress  of  both.    They 
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next  threaded  the  bowery  walk,  climbed  the  grassy  mound, 
and  finally  sat  down  on  the  mossy  seat  at  the  entrance  of  the 
grotto  at  its  foot 

"  How  pleasant  is  this  calm !  "  said  Bertha,  "  how  fragrant 
this  evening  hour !  My  spirits  need  its  refreshment  and  its 
balm  after  tJie  shock  of  poor  Teresa's  wanderings.  Gertruda, 
it  may  seem  childish  to  thee,  as  it  does  to  my  own  sober  reason, 
but  I  feel  a  terror  I  cannot  conquer  when  reminded  of  my 
likeness  to  my  aunt.  Oh !  if  I  should  become  " — She  stopped 
on  recollecting  Gertruda  had  not  shared  the  awful  disclosure  of 
that  aunt's  crimes,  and  added,  *'  Sing  to  me,  love;  my  spirit 
wants  your  sweet  notes  to  chase  the  folly  that  haa  chafed  it." 

"Do  you  mean  the  somewhat  intrusive  mirth  of  our  poor 
sisters  ?  Yet  Father  Anselmo  tells  us  their  holiday  pastimes 
are  pleasing  offerings  to  the  saints  and  angels.  He  tells  us, 
too,  that  they  differ  widely  from  the  intoxicating  pleasures  of 
the  world." 

"I  see  not  how,  unless  the  flavour  be  less; "  and  Bertha 
added  abstractedly,  **  I  can  somewhat  understand  the  pious 
breathings  of  a  separate  and  subdued  spirit  like  that  of  my 
sainted  preceptress  and  the  tender  Ethelinda.  I  can  even 
believe  the  gloomy  soul  of  my  aunt  may  find  a  fitting  resting- 
place  in  a  cloister.  But  such  poor  fluttering  beings  as  we  have 
erewhile  quitted  seem  to  have  beat  their  wings  against  their 
wiry  cage  until,  ruffled  and  exhausted,  they  have  lost  the 
power,  and  almost  the  desire  of  flight.  0  Gertruda,  I  would 
spare  thee  from  such  a  fate." 

The  novice  fixed  her  tearful  eyes  on  the  speaker,  but  said 
calmly,  **The  bird  bred  in  prison  is,  I  believe,  incapable  of 
the  full  enjoyment  of  liberty ;  for  do  you  not  remember,  when 
your  favourite  dove  escaped  from  the  cot,  how  the  wild  birds 
chafed  her,  until  she  was  glad  to  return,  and  ask  for  read- 
mittance  ?  Like  her,  I  shall  come  back  a  willing  captive  to 
my  prison." 

"  Thou  shalt  come  back  of  thine  own  will  or  not  with  mine, 
my  gentle  dove.  But  now  sing  thy  vesper  song  to  the  echo 
of  these  vaulted  rocks." 
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Gertruda  complied,  and  sang,  with  corresponding  sweetness 
and  simplicity,  tlie  following  lines  to  the  well-known  tune  of 
the  Vesper  Hymn  of  the  locality. 

VESPER  HYMN. 

"  The  joyous  choristers  of  day 
Are  hashed  heneath  the  bowery  spray ; 
Bat  still  the  Nightingale  her  lay 

Trills  load  aod  clear— 
Thas  too  woold  we  oar  notes  prolong, 
And  join  with  her's  oar  evening  song. 

Sweet  Jesos,  hear  I 

The  Bee  has  left  her  wild-thyme  bed, 
And  ere  the  shades  of  eve  have  spread 
Has  stored  beneath  her  straw-roofed  shed 

Her  honeyed  tear — 
Thas,  Lord,  woald  we  oar  tribate  small 
Lay  at  Thy  feet,  and  on  Thee  call. 

Sweet  Jesas,  hear  I 

The  flowers  have  closed  their  petals  bright : 
All  bat  one  humble  flower  of  night. 
Which  sheds  a  fragrance  of  delight 

Afar  and  near — 
Oh,  thas  may  we,  unseen,  unknown. 
Our  incense  breathe  to  Thee  alone. 

Sweet  Jesus,  hear  I  " 

The  last  notes  of  Gertruda's  singularly  melodious  voice  had 
scarcely  ceased  ere  a  pipe  or  whistle,  seemingly  issuing  from 
the  low  brushwood  which  fringed  the  roof  of  the  grotto,  re- 
peated the  air  with  clearness  and  accuracy. 

"It  must  be  Henga,"  said  one  of  the  delighted  listeners. 

"Impossible,"  said  the  Princess,  scanning  the  lofty  cavern. 
"Naught  but  a  bird  or  a  fairy  could  hide  beneath  these  ferns 
8iid  mosses." 

"But  birds  do  not  sing  vesper  hymns,  my  Princess,  nor 
feiries  either,  for  aught  I  have  ever  heard  of  their  folk-lore." 

"Hist,  hist!  I  hear  something  stir!"  They  were  silent. 
^  few  preluding  notes,  and  the  air  was  repeated  clearly  and 
sweetly  as  before.    Qertruda  still  maintained  that  Henga,  and 
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Henga  alone,  could  have  produced  such,  magic  strams,  relating 
in  support  of  her  opinion,  together  with  many  instances  of  his 
wonderful  talents,  his  sudden  appearances  in  many  parts  of 
the  garden. 

Thus  playfully  jesting,  the  fair  girls  entered  the  convent ; 
but  their  cheerful  voices  ceased  and  their  smiles  vanished  as 
they  reached  the  door  of  the  Abbess's  apartment.  She  had 
left  it  for  the  choir,  where  some  special  services  were  to  be 
performed  on  Gertruda's  account,  as  a  guard  against  the  en- 
chantments of  the  world  she  was  to  enter  on  the  morrow. 
Thither  she  accordingly  repaired,  whilst  the  Princess  sought 
her  own  chamber. 

It  was  said  by  one,*  deep  read  in  the  mysteries  of  mind, 
that  we  never  leave  any  place,  or  do  any  oft-repeated  duty,  be 
it  pleasant  or  otherwise,  for  the  last  time  without  regret.  It 
was  this  last  time  that  threw  a  shade  of  melancholy  over 
Bertha's  spirit,  as  she  prepared  to  retire  to  rest  within  the 
walls  of  Koenigsfelden. 

*  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson. 
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CHAPTER  rX. 

THE  BBOTHEBS. 

Mybirtliriglit?    Nay,  rather  for  Ms  ransom 
Ask  my  life-blood,  and  I  will  give  it  thee. 

Abotjt  three  miles  fpom  tlie  Abbey  of  KoBnigsfelden,  at  that 

period  of  history  which  we  have  chosen  for  the  foundation  of 

our  tale,  stood  the  castle  of  Habicht,  or  Hapsburg,  "the 

cradle,"  as  it  is  usually  designated,  of  the  House  of  Austria  : 

"the  hut  of  his  fathers,"  as  the  founder  of  their  greatness, 

the  Emperor  Rudolph,  named  it  in  somewhat  proud  humility. 

Cradle  or  hut,  however,  it  was  a  befitting  abode  for  a  race  of 

giants,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  ruins  still  extant :  a  solitary 

tower,  whose  walls  are  some  eight  feet  thick,   and  a  few 

ruined  but  spacious  apartments,  whose  crumbling  walls  are 

scrawled  over  with  the  names  of  the  numerous  tourists  who 

yearly  visit  the  spot.     This  "  Tower  of  the  Hawk  "  is  finely 

situated  at  the  extremity  of  a  steep  mountain  ridge,  jutting 

out  into  the  vast  plain  below,  and  commanding  an  entire  view 

of  its  extent,  fianked  by  some  of  the  highest  of  the  Swiss 

mountains.     The  monotony  of  this  plain  is  relieved  by  many 

conical  hills,  rising  abruptly  to  a  very  considerable  height, 

and  crowned  by  the  castles  of  the  feudal  nobles  whose  names 

are  engraved  on  the  history  of  the  period.     But  the  most 

interesting  object  is  where,  stretching  far  into  the  west,  the 

glacier  streams  of  the  Aar,  the  Beuss,  and  the  Limmat  join, 

near  whose  confluence  the  Boman  city  Vindonessa  was  built. 

Barbarian  hands  had  pulled  down  every  stone  of  this  once 

celebrated  city,  long  before  the  time  of  our  story ;  but  the 

picturesque  town  of  Brugg  and  the  Abbey  of  Koenigsfelden 

have  arisen  on  its  site.     ^^  Leaving,"  in  the  language  of  the 
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historian,*  *' the  philosophic  traveller  to  compare  the  monu- 
ments of  Eoman  conquest,  of  feudal  or  Austrian  tyranny, 
of  monkish  superstition,  and  of  industrial  freedom,  and  to 
applaud  the  merit  and  liberty  of  our  own  time,"  we  invite 
our  more  imaginative  readers  to  lay  the  reins  on  the  neck 
of  Fancy,  and  to  range  with  us  over  the  picturesque  country 
which  surrounds  the  ruined  Tower  of  Hapsburg ;  to  plunge 
into  the  shade  of  the  ancient  wood  which  clothes  the  steep 
ascent,  and,  whilst  the  moaning  breeze  of  an  autumnal 
evening  sighs  amongst  the  decaying  foliage,  to  yield  to  the 
spell  that  works  around.  Seated  on  a  fragment  of  the 
fallen  building,  with  that  sorceress's  aid,  we  shall  see  the 
shadows  of  the  mighty  dead  mingle  with  the  curling  mist 
— stone  after  stone  resume  its  position  in  the  structure,  till 
the  whole  arises  again  to  its  mediaeval  grandeur.  And,  lo  ! 
the  drawbridge  is  lowered,  the  portal  opens ;  we  enter  the 
low-browed  arch,  climb  the  winding  stairs,  and,  with  eyes 
still  dazzled  with  the  sunny  landscape  without,  endeavour 
to  penetrate  to  the  remotest  comer  Of  a  spacious  hall,  whose 
walls  are  overlaid  with  ponderous  suits  of  armour,  surrounded 
by  helmet,  lance,  and  shield,  and  emblazoned  with  the  arms 
and  devices  of  the  knights  who  bore  them.  From  massive 
beams,  blackened  by  age  and  smoke,  hang  many  a  ban- 
nered trophy  of  skill  and  valour;  whilst  around  and  above 
the  enormous  chimney  we  behold,  ranged  with  order  and 
taste,  every  gradation  of  murderous  weapon  then  in  use,  from 
the  delicate  stiletto  to  the  ponderous  Swiss  two-handed  sword ; 
some  rusty  from  the  foeman's  blood,  others  retaining  their  fine 
Damascene  polish  and  jewelled  hUt.  Interspersed  are  quivers 
of  various  workmanship,  filled  with  arrows  tipped  with  gold. 
Such  an  apartment,  and  so  furnished,  once  existed  in 
the  Fortress  of  Hapsburg,  and  in  every  castle  or  fort  of 
note  in  those  warlike  times.  In  this  the  narrow  loophole 
casements,  with  their  small  panes  of  stained  glass,  rendered 
still  dimmer  by  cross  iron  bars,  admitted  so  little  light  that 

*  Gibbon. 
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the  eye  was  not  long  detained  by  its  gloomy  decorations 
from  a  noble  bay-window  which  terminated  the  hall,   and 
eommanded  an  extensive  and  richly-varied  landscape  of  hill 
and  dale,    forest  and  glade,   bounded  by  a  distant  range 
of  mountains ;  the  seeming  jeopardy  of  its  position,  for  it 
jutted  out  boldly  and  abruptly  from  the  walls  of  the  tower, 
several  feet  above  their  base,  giving  it  the  appearance  of  being 
hung  in  air.     The  recess  formed  by  its  arch  and  sides  was 
approached  by  steps  leading  from  the  hall  below,  draped, 
and  not   inappropriately,   after  the  manner  of  an   eastern 
pavHion ;  since  it  was  the  depository  of  some  cabinets  of  costly 
articlee  wrought  in  gold  and  ivory,  reported  to  have  been 
spoils  of  war  taken  by  Albert   Landgrave  of  Alsace,  the 
earliest  crusader  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg.    But  the  prime 
ornament  of  the  alcove  was  its  finely-arched  window,  repre- 
senting, in  colours  which  modem  art  confesses  it  cannot  rival, 
the  right  marvellous  history  of  the  Saintess  Hilda.    At  the 
time  we  describe  the  rays  of  a  noontide  sun,  chastened  in  their 
progress  through  the  violet-stained  glass,   fell  on   the  three 
living  figures  who  occupied  the  pavilion,  and  who,  viewed  from 
the  farther  end  of  the  gloomy  hall,  with  their  appropriate 
framing,  produced  the  effect  of  a  fine  painting. 

The  noblest  figure  of  the  group,  the  Archduke  Frederick, 
stood  with  his  back  resting  against  the  window-frame,  seeming 
to  regard  with  deep  attention  the  countenances  of  his  two 
brothers,  Leopold  and  Albert,  the  latter  of  whom  read  aloud, 
from  a  roll  of  parchment  spread  on  a  table  before  them,  that 
which  appeared  to  be  in  no  degree  palatable  to  his  impatient 
hearer.     From  time  to  time,  Leopold  interrupted  his  brother 
with  expressions  of  vehement  disapproval  and  passionate  in- 
vective, or  muttered  his  deep  imprecations  between  his  firmly- 
closed  teeth.  Yet,  he  whom  he  thus  addressed  was  one  formed 
rather  to  disarm  than  to  provoke  angry  feeling ;  for  well  had 
this  grandson  of  the  great  Eudolph  earned  his  appellation  of 
"  Albert  the  Wise."    During  the  scene  we  have  described, 
this  remarkable  person  was  seated  in  a  ponderous  chair,  which, 
notwithstanding  its  eider-down  cushions,  offered  no  luxurious 
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couch  to  limbs  palsied  from  early  youth.    The  impress  of   i 
intellectual  power  and  mild  benevolence  on  the  countenance  of  ?, 
the  sufferer,  however,  amply  atoned  for  the  absence  of  strength   ^ 
and  activity.     Habitual  pain  had  not "  written  defeatures  "on    ^ 
his  high  smooth  brow,  but  it  had  imparted  an  expression  of    i 
shaded  softness  to  his  eyes,  and  a  look  tliat  asked,  and  seldom.    : 
in  vain,  for  sympathy.     Wholly  free  from  the  insolence  of   ^ 
dictation,  his  wise  and  steady  counsel  was  sought  by  all.  Even    ; 
the  humble  and  timid  gained  confidence  by  perceiving  that  his    ] 
own  weakness  and  dependence  had  taught  him  to  sympathize 
with  the  need  and  infirmities  of  others.     The  bashful  maiden, 
encouraged  by  his  gentle  voice  to  trust  her  own,  hung  de- 
lightedly over  the  chair  of  the  invalid ;  the  unchidden  child 
found  in  him  a  ready  and  skilful  playmate,  and  the  very  dog 
would  instinctively  fly  from  the  spuming  foot  to  shelter  him- 
self under  his  couch.     But,  as  already  intimated,  there  was 
one  fiery  spirit  who  disowned  the  gentle  spell.     This  was  the 
indignant  listener,  whose  diminutive  stature,  harsh  features, 
and  somewhat  warped  figure  (were  not  the  portrait  strictly 
historical)  might  seem  to  have  been  introduced  into  this  tableau 
vivant  for  the  purpose  of  strong  contrast.     Nevertheless,  in  an 
age  when  physical  proportions  and  outward  comeliness  main- 
tained more  than  their  fair  preponderance  in  man's  estimation, 
the  Archduke  Leopold  had  gained  for  himself  the  title  of  "  the 
glory  of  chivalry."     Losing  sight,  on  the  present  occasion,  of 
its  fairest  attribute,  courtesy,  he  rudely  broke  in  on  the  reader, 
and,  partially  covering  with  one  hand  the  offending  manu- 
script, exclaimed, — 

"  Peace !  I  pray  thee,  peace !  Little  does  it  become  a  son 
of  the  Emperor  Rudolph  to  listen  to,  still  less  to  propound, 
terms  so  disgraceful  as  these.  Louis  of  Bavaria  shall  have  an 
answer  traced  in  blood." 

**  Patience,  sweet  brother,"  pleaded  Albert  mildly.  "  Were 
it  not  truer  wisdom  to  examine  his  proposals  than  to  provoke 
his  wrath  ?  The  crown  on  his  head,  our  brother  his  captive, 
we  must  renounce  all  claim  to  the  one,  or  rivet  the  chains  of 
the  other." 


I 
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Saying  this,  and  breathing  a  deep  sigh,  he  looked  with 
melancholy  affection  at  Erederick,  whose  eye,  raised  as  if  in 
bief  appeal  to  Heaven,  tnmed  as  before  its  steady  gaze  on 
Us  brothers. 

''And  what  does  Louis  dare  to  ask?"  inq[uired  Leopold 
petulantly. 

"  Conquerors,  my  brother,"  replied  Albert,  "  do  not  ask ; 
fliey  command." 

«<  And  slaves  obey.  I  tell  thee,  Albert,  so  dearly  do  I  tender 
onr  right  that,  were  all  the  powers  of  darkness  leagued  against 
it,  I  would  but  hug  it  closer.  Ay,  brothers  mine,  were  the 
imperial  diadem  on  the  head  of  the  foul  fiend  himself,  I  would 
pluck  it  thence  to  plant  it  on  that  brow  from,  which  it  was  un- 
justly torn!" 

"Alas!"  sighed  Albert,  "that  the  Emperor  would  have 
ransomed  our  brother  at  any  meaner  price  I  Except  the  one 
demanded,  there  is  no  sacrifice  we  would  not  make,  and  deem 
it  all  too  light."  He  paused  awhile,  then  added,  as  he  put  aside 
the  offending  parchments,  "  Speak  thy  will,  Leopold.  Is  it  to 
renounce  all  claim  for  thee  and  thine  to  the  crown  thy  grand- 
ore  won,  and  which  murderous  hands  tore  from  thy  father's 
kead?" 

"  Never  I "  exclaimed  Leopold  in  a  voice  that  rang  through 
the  hall,  whilst,  with  an  effort  no  less  disproportionate  to  his 
stature,  he  drew  his  ponderous  two-handed  sword  and  bran- 
diahed  it  round  his  head.  "  Never  !  even  though  this  trusty 
blade  fall  from  my  nerveless  hand !  Never !  though  heaven 
and  earth  conspire  to — " 

"Forbear,  Frederick,"  said  Albert,  on  observing  the  in- 
temperance of  their  younger  brother  had  overcome  his  for- 
bearance. "Let  us  not  pursue  this  conference  longer.  Let 
our  chafed  tempers  have  time  to  settle,  and  our  hot  brains 
leisure  to  cool.  And  then,  my  beloved  Frederick,  weigh  well 
our  grandsire's  counsel  and  his  practice  :  *  Once  only  can  it  be 
said  of  any  himian  effort,  "  This  is  the  time  /"  **    Thy  time  is 


*  **  Dis  est  die  Zeit,"  a  favourite  axiom  of  Hadolph's. 
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not  yet  arrived.  Make  no  imprudent  resolves,  bind  thyself  ; 
by  no  rash  vows.  Louis  has  accorded  thee  two  months'  liberty  : 
ere  he  demand  thy  fiat.  Enjoy  it,  dear  brother,  and  leave  ^ 
resolve  and  action  to  us." 

"  Eevenge  to  me,"  interrupted  Leopold ;  "  and,  trust  me,  ere  : 
the  waning  of  those  brief  moons,  so  graciously  accorded,  the^ 
beacon-£res  on  a  hundred  hills  shall  supply  their  light.  Ay, 
they  shall  climb  from  summit  to  summit,  until  they  kindle  amid, 
Alpine  snows !  Then  let  the  royal  jailer  come  to  claim  his 
captive !  Fritz,"  he  continued,  as  he  grasped  his  brother's 
hand  till  the  blood  seemed  ready  to  burst  from  the  finger-tips, 
"  I  cannot  sign,  but  I  will  fight  for  thee ! " 

Frederick  embraced  both  his  brothers  in  silence ;  then, 
throwing  open  the  casement,  said,  "Where  is  my  Bertha? 
She  should  be  here  to  welcome  the  captive." 

"  Ah,  my  sweet  niece  ! "  said  Albert.  **  And  now  I  bethink 
me  of  another  expectant  of  her  gentle  presence.  Thou  art 
aware,  brother,  that  the  Eling  of  Naples  also  is  desirous  of 
securing  this  rare  jewel  for  his  son,  and  sends  hither  to 
treat  for  it." 

The  father's  eye  was  bent  on  the  court  beneath;  the 
affection  of  the  parent  had  banished  the  solicitude  of  the 
politician. 

**  We  will  not  barter  it  without  a  full  equivalent,'-'  in- 
terrupted Leopold,  as  if  inspired  by  sudden  hope.  "We 
must  have  the  value  paid  in  halberdines  and  archers.  It 
would  be  a  pity,  as  the  tardy  aspirant  shows  signs  of  retreat, 
that  we  should  not  be  beforehand  with  him ;  perchance,  as 
the  crown  of  Bohemia  now  approaches  his  brows,  he  thinks 
it  would  not  become  him  to  wed  an  ex-emperor's  daughter." 

Frederick  turned  a  look  of  reproach  on  his  brother  :  "  This 
jesting  is  ill-timed,  Leopold." 

**  By  my  troth,  I  jest  not.  In  sober  sadness,  Frederick,  you 
will  not  allow  the  promise  made  under  circumstances  so 
diverse  to  bind  you,  when  there  are  so  many  cogent  reasons 
for  breaking  through  its  flimsy  bonds  ?  " 

"  I  can  allow  of  no  circumstance  that  should  or  could  justify 
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ft  Chrisiian  man,  be  he  prince  or  peasant,  from  failing  in  his 
wofd :  mine  was  pledged  long  ago  to  Prince  John,  and  if  the 
bond  be  broken,  it  must  be  by  mutual  consent." 

''And  I  have  sworn  on  a  sword  more  stainless  than  his,  tha 
lever  whilst  I  can  draw  it  from  its  scabbard  will  I  consent 
fliat  he  shall  mingle  his  foul  puddle  with  the  pure  blood  of 
file  lineage  of  Hapsburg." 

"  Leopold,  Leopold !"  exclaimed  Albert,  **  is  this  the  wel- 
eome  thou  giv'st  thy  long-absent  brother  ?  Let  us  at  least 
enjoy  a  few  moments  of  reunion  ere  thou  sowest  the  seeds  of 
discord." 

"Ay,  dear  brothers  mine,"  said  Frederick  in  a  voice  of 
mournful  expostulation,  **  spare  me  to  enjoy  my  daughter's 
hve  for  a  brief  space,  ere  you  make  a  sordid  barter  of  it." 
He  turned  again  to  the  window.  The  sound  of  horses'  hoofs 
leached  it  from  the  paved  court  below,  and  in  another  minute 
the  father  and  daughter  were  clasped  in  each  other's  arms. 

This  meeting  of  the  returned  captive  and  his  only  child  was 
of  no  common  interest,  as  the  circumstances  under  which  they 
had  parted  were  of  no  common  peril,  and  the  love  that  united 
them  was  of  no  ordinary  stamp.  Hedged  in  by  etiquette,  and 
denied  all  approach  to  those  intimacies  which,  under  ordinary 
dicumstances,  lead  to  elective  friendships,  it  is  not  unfrequent 
to  fold  amongst  the  members  of  a  royal  circle  remarkable 
instances  of  family  affection.  This  golden  chain  of  domestic 
union  was  never  more  firmly  linked  than  in  the  family  of 
Hapsburg,  of  which  their  history  furnishes  many  examples ; 
one  deviation,  in  the  case  of  Albert's  treatment  of  his  unfortu- 
nate nephew,  John  of  Suabia,  forming  a  melancholy  and 
patent  >  exception.  But  if  in  the  children  of  the  murdered 
Albert  pity  and  veneration  had  swelled  into  revenge  and  mad 
superstition,  the  same  feelings  in  the  succeeding  generation — 
yea,  a  pity  more  melting,  a  veneration  more  unselfish,  the 
result  of  different  influences — ^were  shown  in  the  devoted  ten- 
derness of  the  Princess  Bertha  towards  her  highly-gifted  and 
yet  more  imfortunate  father.  To  the  superficial  observer  it 
might  seem  as  if  some  adyerse  power  had  interfered  to  mar 
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the  destiny  of  one  so  illustrious  through,  the  triple  advantages  , 
of  birth,  talent,  and  personal  beauty ;  but  the  Christian  will 
construe  differently  the  severe  discipline  that  followed  a  youth 
of  singular  prosperity,  issuing  in  his  unfortunate  contest  for 
the  iron  crown,  his  defeat  at  the  battle  of  Muhldorf,  and 
subsequent  imprisonment  of  three  years  in  the  fortress  of 
Transmutz  in  the  upper  Palatinate :  three  years  of  solitude 
and  reflection,  during  which  he  had  leisure  to  lay  to  heart  his 
culpable  neutrality  in  the  bloody  acts  of  revenge  and  cupidity 
perpetrated  by  his  brethren,  and  to  meditate  on  the  fleeting 
nature  of  human  enjoyments,  the  shifting  sand  of  earthly 
possessions.  Captivity,  disappointment,  and  regret  had 
somewhat  impaired  that  comeliness  which  had  gained  for  its 
possessor  the  title  of  "  the  beautiful,"  and  left  their  impress 
on  the  Archduke's  once-faultless  features. 

These,  though  still  remarkable  for  their  delicate  and  pa- 
trician outline,  lacked  the  marble  roundness  with  which  they 
were  combined  in  the  countenance  of  his  daughter.  Yet 
there  subsisted  between  them  a  strong  personal  resemblance. 
She  looked  what  he  might  have  been  in  the  flush  of  early 
boyhood ;  or  rather,  the  affinity  was  such  as  the  soft,  pensive 
visitant  of  our  dreams  bears  to  the  now  time-worn  companion 
of  our  bygone  years.  Although,  as  may  be  supposed,  far 
different  was  the  tearful  gaze  of  the  daughter  from  the  look 
of  delighted  surprise  which  her  own  increased  loveliness  had 
called  up  from  her  admiring  parent,  yet  the  result  of  their 
opposing  emotions  was  the  same  ;  the  reciprocal  vow  rose 
from  the  heart  to  the  lips  of  both — "We  will  never  part 
again." 

The  little  court  of  Hapsburg — ^hardly  outnumbering,  and 
greatly  inferior  in  elegance  and  convenience  to  the  establish- 
ment of  many  a  noble,  and  even  gentle  of  our  day — ^had  been 
grievously  thinned  during  the  captivity  of  its  sovereign  ;  the 
news  of  whose  return  now  sped  joyfully  amongst  his  vassals 
and  neighbours. 

As  is  required  on  such  occasions,  vigorous  preparations 
were  made  to  demonstrate  the  universal  joy ;  and  politic  brains 
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were  taxed  to  suck  the  beet  advantage  out  of  the  popular 
fcvour.  Whatever  were  the  secret  views  of  the  two  younger 
pimoeB,  nothing  transpired  beyond  their  avowed  intention  to 
oontribute  heartily  towards  the  general  hilarity,  and  to 
pfomote  the  restoration  of  the  captive  to  health  and  cheer- 
&Ine66. 

The  day  of  Bertha's  return  to  her  home  was  one  of  family 
leunion,  and  was  rendered  still  more  delightful  to  her  by  the 
eompanionship  of  Gertruda,  and  the  unexpected  arrival  of 
her  two  lively  young  cousins,  twin  daughters  of  her  uncle 
Leopold,  the  Princesses  Alice  and  Aletta,  who  had  been  sum- 
moned to  share  the  coming  festivities  of  the  little  court,  as 
well  as  to  ornament  and  enliven  it.  The  marked  protection 
and  favour  of  the  Archduchess  enabled  poor  Gertruda  to  bear 
with  tolerable  courage  the  ordeal  of  this  new  world,  and  the 
good-humoured  raillery  of  the  two  little  madcap  princesses ; 
stiU,  for  tastes  vary,  and  habit  is  even  stronger  than  nature, 
the  shrinking  novice  was  rejoiced,  when  the  noonday  meal  was 
over,  to  accept  the  invitation  of  the  Archduchess  to  accompany 
her  to  the  chapel,  and  join  in  the  celebration  of  a  novaine  of 
thanksgiving,  which  that  devout  lady  had  vowed  for  her 
husband's  return. 

Ardent  in  her  feelings,  but  weak  in  judgment,  this  princess 
was  precisely  a  subject  for  priestly  denomination  ;  which  sub- 
jugated her  mind,  although  it  could  not  control  her  affections. 
This  weakness  of  chareicter  was  evidenced  by  her  bigoted 
devotion  to  the  forms  of  her  religion,  and  her  ignorant  neglect 
of  its  active  duties ;  whilst  the  indulgence  of  ceaseless  tears, 
no  less  than  the  practice  of  long  fasts,  endless  services,  and 
late  vigils,  had  dimmed  the  eyes  which  should  have  glad- 
dened with  their  light  a  husband's  return.     In  like  manner, 
though   really  attached  to  her  step-daughter,  the  Princess 
Bertha,    the  vigorous    cast    of   mind,  and   early  habits   of 
investigation   evinced   by  her,   filled   her  step-mother  with 
apprehension,  and  made  them  such  uncongenial  companions 
that  she  rarely  summoned  her  from  her  convent,  and,  when 
visiting  it,  found  the  society  of  the  nuns  more  to  her  taste. 
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It  argues  either  strong  sense  or  utter  insensibility  never  to 
feel  jealous ;  nor  is  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  some  touch  of 
Hub  disquieting  feeling  should  have  found  its  way  amongst 
the  congenial  thoughts  and  virtues  of  the  Archduchess's  cha- 
racter, or  that  she  could  not  help  viewing  the  absorbing  tender- 
ness of  Frederick  for  his  daughter  as  the  reflex  of  that  he  had 
borne  her  mother. 

Oh,  it  calls  for  some  magnanimity  to  tolerate  a  rival,  even 
in  the  grave ! 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  GATE   OF  ST.   HILDA. 

Tom,  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale, 

And  guide  our  lonely  way 
To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 

With  hospitable  ray. 

At  the  time  the  Archduchess  repaired  with  her  favourite  to 
the  chapel,  the  rest  of  the  party  disposed  of  themselves  no  less 
characteristically.      The    sprightly  sisters  retired  to  call  a 
cahinet  of  tire- women  to  investigate  the  state  of  their  ward- 
robe, now  likely  to  have  such  heavy  calls  on  it.    The  Arch- 
dukes, Albert  and  Leopold,  remained  in  council.     Frederick 
and  his  daughter  descended  the  tower-steps,  and  plunged 
tc^ether  into  the  depths  of  the  surrounding  forest.     Bertha 
had  never  before  felt  so  happy.   Of  her  father's  liberation — so 
often  promised,  so  hopelessly  deferred — she  now  realized  the 
blissM  certainty ;  besides  which,  she  was  released  from  the 
l)ondage  of  conventual  rule  and  her  aunt's  presence  ;  and  she 
felt  like  PameU's  Edwin,  **  a-dancing  as  he  walked,"  albeit 
the  overgrown  path  might  be  imfavourable  to  either  of  these 
modes  of  progression.    Yet,  even  amid  the  fullness  of  her 
joung  joy,  she  was  a  stranger  to  the  deep  happiness  that 
swelled  the  breast  of  the  lately-freed  captive.    To  him  the  air, 
the  light,  the  grass  that  rose  again  beneath  his  footsteps,  the 
birds  pouring  out  their  little  songs  and  wandering  at  pleasure, 
the  blushing  briar,  and  the  woodbine  that  lavished  its  sweet 
breath  on  the  passer-by — all,  all  around  seemed  symbolical  of 
his  recovered  liberty. 

"What  if  we  pursue  this  path?"  said  he,  as  he  abruptly 
turned  down  into  a  green  and  tangled  dell;  "it  leads  to 
one  of  my  boy-day  haimts,  though  thorns  and  briars  have, 
I  see,  invaded  that  primrose  path  with  the  rest.    But  what 
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reck  I  when  I  have  so  brave  and  loyal  a  follower  ?  **  he  added, 
as  he  turned  to  admire  the  grace  and  skill  with  which  Bertha 
insinuated  her  light  figure  through  all  opposing  difficulties. 
'  **  Why,  my  Bertha,  thou  art  worthy  to  follow  him  thou  lovest 
to  the  battle-field,  as  thy  mother — thy  own  mother,  love — ^many 
a  time  prayed  to  be  allowed  to  do.  What  sayest  thou,  maiden  ? 
hast  thou  ever  dreamt  of  one  for  whom  toil  would  turn  to 
pleasure?'* 

Love  being  a  theme  on  which  fathers  rarely  descant,  tmless 
there  happen  to  be  an  eligible  suitor  in  ambush,  Bertha  either 
did  not,  or  afiected  not,  to  understand  the  drift  of  the 
question,  and  hastily  replied,  "  I  would  fain  be  like  my  sweet 
mother  in  all  things.  Blandina  discourses  of  her  so  often, 
that,  babe  as  I  was,  I  seem  to  have  some  sweet  memories, 
some  angel  whisperings  of  her." 

**  Ah !  thy  faithful  nurse,  how  fares  she  ?  " 

"Well,  and,  as  ever,  my  trustiest  friend.'* 

**  And  thy  preceptress  ?  " 

"  Gone  to  join  her  kindred  spirits  in  heaven." 

The  Duke  breathed  a  soft  requtescatf  and  the  pair  walked  on 
some  way  in  silence.  A  shade  had  come  over  the  spirit  of 
the  captive,  which  even  recovered  liberty  could  not  dissipate. 
The  recollection  of  Adelaide  von  Balm  was  accompanied  by 
burning  memories  of  the  past,  and  heavy  responsibilities  for 
the  future.  He  now  roused  himself  to  meet  that  which  occu- 
pied the  first  place  in  his  heart — the  future  of  his  daughter. 

**  Do  I  not  hear  the  mtirmur  of  a  brook,  Bertha  ?  " 

"  Assuredly ;  and  methinks  the  water- sprite  hath  an  accom- 
panying melody.  Listen  ;  I  certainly  can  distinguish  two 
separate  strains." 

"  It  is  Echo,"  observed  the  Duke,  yielding  himself,  though 
not  without  efibrt,  to  the  sportive  vein,  "imploring  us  not  to 
break  in  on  her  solitude.  Yes,  here  is  the  cave ;  but  the 
Saint  has  permitted  the  ivy  and  the  bramble  to  shut  out  her 
votaries.  'Tis  thus,  my  Bertha,  that  princes  too  oft  encourage 
the  fawning  parasite  to  close  the  entrance  against  truer 
fiieiidB.    Here  is  the  tell-tale  stream,"  he  continued,  pursuing 
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the  moral  parallel,  ''in  whicli  I  have  so  often  snared  the 
speckled  trout ;  with  more  skill,  alas  !  than  I  have  since 
angled  among  men.  We  will  rest  awhile  upon  its  flowery 
banks."  Frederick  drew  his  companion  into  an  open  space, 
where  the  stream  glided  through  a  glade  studded  with  fruit- 
trees  (principally  of  the  pear  and  apple,  now  loaded  with  their 
glowing  produce),  whose  rich  green  pasture  was  gemmed 
with  tufts  of  the  lilac  blossom  of  the  autumnal  crocus.  **  Here 
is  a  carpet  that  mocks  the  labours  of  the  loom,"  he  added. 

"  And  what  is  more,"  observed  the  happy  g^l,  as  she  placed 
herself  by  his  side,  ''it  is  said  that  soothing  virtues  can  be 
distilled  from  its  blossoms.  I  have  heard  that  the  Hermit 
Celestine— " 

The  Duke  interrupted  her  with  great  interest  to  ask  if  the 
venerable  man  yet  lived ;  then,  as  if  one  subject  chased  or 
called  up  the  other,  hjB  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  that  you  and  I,  my 
poor  child,  might  henceforward  inhabit  this  region  of  blessed 
hberty !  " 

"And  shall  we  not,  now  that  you  are  returned ?  " 
There  was  a  tone  of  alarm  in  Bertha's  voice  as  she  asked 
this  question,  and  her  cheek  grew  pale  as  her  father  answered 
hesitatingly,  "For  a  time,  my  love.  But  of  this  we  will 
speak  hereafter.  At  present,  I  would  know  whether  you  are 
apprised  of  the  motive  which  induced  me  to  withdraw  you 
from  your  convent?"  The  banished  rose  resumed  its  place 
on  the  maiden's  cheek,  and  deepened  as  the  catechism  pro- 
ceeded. "  Your  preceptress,  the  now  sainted  Adelaide  von 
Balm,"  said  the  father,  with  emotion,  "doubtless  spoke  to 
you  of  the  proposed  visit  of  your  betrothed  suitor,  and  ex- 
plained his  errand  to  our  court." 

"  Dearest  father,"  said  Bertha  reproachfully,  "  and  must 
you  needs  talk  of  separation  on  the  first  day  of  our  reunion  ?  " 
"Alas,  dear  child,  necessity  has  little  sympathy  with 
human  feelings ;  and,  at  this  moment,  it  concerns  us  both 
very  nearly  to  ascertain  the  nature  of  yours  towards  John  of 
Bohemia — "  He  hesitated,  and  then  continued  with  rather 
more  freedom,  "  He  is  a  goodly  person— of  warm  temper  and 
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hasiy  blood,  I  gralnt ;  but  these  qualities  should  not  prejudice 
him  in  a  maiden's  eye,  seeing  his  valour  is  ever  ready  to 
support  the  claims  of  his  arrogance."  Again  the  speaker 
paused,  without  receiving  a  reply.  Perhaps  he  might  deem  it 
somewhat  imreasonable  to  expect  one,  and  therefore  prompted 
it  by  a  more  direct  question.  **  Answer  me,  maiden.  Might 
Prince  John — now  expectant  King  of  Bohemia — hope  to  find 
grace  in  thy  sight  ?  " 

**  I  knew  him  only  in  early  youth,  my  father,  when  I  was 
myself  but  a  child.  Yet  I  do  remember  he  was  gentle  and 
condescending  to  my  cousins  and  me,  although  he  numbered 
twice  our  years.  I  bethink  me,  too — ^for  this  it  behoves  me 
more  especially  to  notice — of  his  gallant  encounter  with  the 
maddened  boar ;  and  that^  when  my  life  was  perilled,  his  aid 
was  prompt  and  fortunate." 

The  Duke  looked  anxiously  at  his  daughter.  *'Did 
gratitude,  my  Bertha,  deepen  into  favour  ?  "  but  perceiving 
her  heightened  colour,  he  added,  "I  will  not  probe  too 
deeply.  I  wish  to  satisfy  myself  that  no  other  suitor  usurped 
the  grace  the  Prince  comes  here  to  crave." 

"Another  suitor?"  and  here  the  dignity  of  the  Princess 
overpame  the  bashfulness  of  the  maiden.  **  And  who  would 
dare  become  such  to  your  betrothed  daughter?  But,  my 
father,  if  the  King  of  Bohemia  has  forfeited  the  favour,  nay 
preference,  you  showed  Prince  John ;  or  if  he  himself  desires 
to  be  free — " 

*'  My  Bertha  will  find  many  a  suitor  to  fill  his  place.  But 
I  aver  not  that  he  would  yield  it.  A  messenger,  it  is  true, 
arrived  from  him  erewhile,  announcing  and  regretting  that 
state  affairs  would  delay  his  arrival  somewhat." 

**I  am  thankful  for  this  respite,"  exclaimed  Bertha,  with  a 
smile  that  verified  the  assertion.  '*For  awhile,  at  least,  I 
shall  be  solely  thine." 

"  Thou  hast  no  mistrust  ?  " 

"  Of  what  ?  That  my  father  would  weary  of  my  company  ? 
Or  mean  you,  of  the  honour  of  a  true  knight,  which  is  as 
bright  as  his  sword?     My  father,  thy  Bertha  is  no  spend- 
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thrift  of  her  affectioii ;  but  when  she  gives  it,  she  gives  her 
trust  with  it  You  betrothed  your  young  daughter  to  the 
Prince  of  your  choice,  and  bade  her  esteem  him  as  such. 
How,  then,  is  it  possible  I  could  *doubt  his  truth  ?" 

Probably  Bertha  did  not  attach  so  much  meaning  to  her 
words  as  her  father  did.  He  made  no  answer,  for  he  felt 
accused,  humbled,  disappointed.  He  saw  in  Bertha's  truthful 
arllessness  a  deeper  interest  in  her  betrothed  than  he  thought 
it  possible  she  could  feel  aftor  so  long  an  absence;  but  he 
forgot  the  injunction  he  had  given  to  her  preceptress  to  keep 
up  that  interest,  and  knew  nothing  of  other  interests  that  had 
fostered  it.  John  of  Luxemburg  had  been  the  son-in-law  of 
Ms  choice ;  and  though  he  had  not  seen  him  since  the  bright 
promise  of  his  youth,  and  circumstances  had  occurred  which 
made  him  desirous  of  otherwise  disposing  of  his  daughter's 
hand,  could  he  in  honour  withdraw  it  to  place  it  in  that  of 
another  ?  It  is  true  that  the  contract  of  betrothal  was  oftener 
broken  than  fuMUed,  but  Frederick  was  too  upright  to  fail  in 
his  word,  least  of  all  to  the  generous  prince  who  had  kept  his 
engagement  imder  such  altered  circumstances  as  all  Europe 
would  have  acquitted  him  for  failing  to  do.  Occupied  with 
these  perplexing  balancings,  he  walked  on  silently  by  his 
daughter's  side,  who,  it  will  be  believed,  was  not  without  food 
for  rumination  also. 

The  sun  had  by  this  time  left  the  horizon,  while  she  whom 
the  poet  fancifuUy  calls  his  '^  soft-eyed  sister,"  a  newly-risen 
moon,  slightly  silvered  the  edge  of  the  forest,  and  was 
reflected  in  the  stream.  The  gentle  murmuring  of  the  water 
alone  broke  the  otherwise  perfect  silence,  imtil  a  soft  strain  of 
distant  music  mingled  with  it ;  and  Bertha,  desirous  of  rous- 
ing her  father  from  his  reverie,  said,  with  returning  gaiety, — 
"Now,  dear  father,  thou  must  allow  that  my  fairy 
minstrel  outdoes  St.  Hilda's  echo,  and,  moreover,  wants  no 
prompting.  Only  observe  with  what  skill  and  taste  he  runs 
over  the  magic  scale." 

After   a  few  wild    symphonies  of   the  most    enchanting 
caprice,  which  from  their  muffled  sweetness  seemed  to  proceed 
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froui  the  depths  of  the  cave,  there  stole  on  the  ear  the  tones 
of  a  low  melodious  voice,  such  as 

**  The  listener  lield  Ms  breath  to  hear." 

yet  of  such  peculiar  quality  as  to  elude  the  nomenclature  of. 
modem  science  either  to  class  or  describe.  No  wonder,  then, 
if  a  young  maiden  of  lively  fancy,  living  in  an  age  and 
coiuitry  peopled  with  such  phenomena,  should  be  willing  to 
believe  that  it  proceeded  from  the  throat  of  the  Spirit  of  the 
Bush.  Fortunately  the  fairy  minstrel  had  chosen  to  clothe  his 
imaginings  in  German  words,  desirous,  no  doubt,  to  convey 
instruction  to  mortal  ears.  The  following  is  but  an  imperfect 
translation  of 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE  BUSH. 

"  When  the  linnet  sings, 
When  the  violet  springs. 
When  the  wild  rose  is  blushing ; 
When  to  the  ear, 
In  mnsic  clear. 
The  ceaseless  stream  is  gashing — 
What  do  they  say  ? 
*  We  fleet  away. 
But  thou,  O  man,  improve  thy  passing  day ! ' 

When  the  olive  yields. 

Or,  'mid  harvest  fields, 
The  ripened  ear  is  glowing ; 

When  from  the  vine. 

With  luscions  wine. 
The  press  is  overflowing — 

Their  cheerful  voice 

Bids  man  '  rejoice, 
But  not  on  earth's  vain  joys  to  fix  his  choice.' 

When  the  sun  hath  sped 
To  his  ocean  bed. 
And  the  night-dews  are  weeping ; 
When,  through  the  sky. 
The  moon  on  high 
Her  silent  course  is  keeping — 
Ancient  of  days ! 
They  bid  man  *  raise 
His  soul  to  Thee,  in  awe  and  silent  praise.' " 
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''Thy  sprite  utters  good  counsel  as  well  as  soft  sounds," 
observed  the  Duke  when  the  music  ceased;  ''but  we  must 
not  allow  him  to  rob  us  of  any  more  of  our  twilight  hour." 

"Yet  have  I  a  foolish  longing  to  follow  him  into  his 
larMng-place. ' ' 

"  It  would,  I  assure  thee,  be  a  vain  effort.  I  have  been 
baffled  in  the  attempt  to  creep  through  the  brake  when  a 
prying  urchin,  as  curious,  and  even  slenderer  than  thou. 
The  minstrel  must  have  reached  the  cave  from  above.  Be 
comforted  ;  we  will  cause  him  to  be  brought  to-morrow  to  the 
Gastle,  and  thou  shalt  be  the  judge  if  his  skill  be  worthy 
of  encouragement.  We  must  now  thread  our  homeward 
way." 

This  was  no  easy  matter.  The  branches  and  long  grass  had 
again  closed  over  their  lately-opened  path;  and  the  wanderers, 
after  many  ineffectual  attempts  to  ffnd  it,  determined  to  return 
in  the  direction  of  the  cave,  on  the  speculation  of  engaging 
the  services  of  its  hidden  musician,  either  as  guide  or  mes- 
senger. After  a  long  struggle,  they  discerned  the  glimmering 
of  a  distant  light,  and  succeeded  in  reaching  a  projecting 
rock,  from  which  the  ivy  and  other  climbing  plants  had  been 
cleared  to  give  free  passage  to  the  rays  of  the  friendly  lamp, 
whose  hospitable  ray  had  directed  their  bewildered  steps,  and 
now  enabled  them  to  read  the  following  inscription  engraved 
on  its  pedestal — 

"  80  tlgt  imtQljittb  mil  j&jjearsf,  n^i  mil  fxitlcomt,*' 

"  What  sayest  thou  ?  "  asked  the  Duke,  "  Shall  we  accept 
the  invitation  ?" 

'*  Willingly." 

"Now  St.  Hilda  protect  us !"  and  the  Duke  bent  his  lofty 
head  to  enter  the  low  arch  which  formed  an  entrsftice  to  a  long 
passage  cut  in  the  rock.  His  companion  followed,  un- 
dauntedly groping  her  way  for  a  considerable  distance,  until 
her  conductor  stopped,  and  bade  her  listen. 

"It  is  the  voice  of  prayer,"  she  whispered.  "We  may  fear- 
lessly proceed." 
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They  did  so,  and  the  passage  continued  to  widen  until  it 
expanded  into  a  rude  chapel.  Several  flambeaux  of  pine- wood 
illuminated  the  simple  altar,  and  threw  out  in  strong  relief 
from  the  deep  shade  around  a  figure  which  knelt  at  it.  It 
was  that  of  the  aged  Hermit.  He  was  clothed  in  a  flowing 
gown,  fastened  round  the  waist  by  a  leathern  girdle.  His 
form  was  tall  and  upright,  and  his  hair,  which  it  is  scarcely 
metaphorical  to  term  silvery,  reached  to  his  shoulders.  His 
eyebrows  retained  their  original  colour,  and,  clearly  defined 
on  his  high  brow,  slightly  overhung  eyes  of  the  same  dark  hue, 
softened  but  not  dimmed  by  age.  Over  a  face  singularly  health- 
ful and  placid  might  scarcely  be  traced  the  minute  scoring  of 
the  hand  of  Time  ;  but  it  bore  no  evidence  of  stormy  passion 
or  corroding  care.  Altogether  the  aged  man  bore  more  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  seer  or  patriarch  than  of  a  monk  or  ascetic — 
of  one  whose  religion  wAs  that  of  active  charity  rather  than  of 
outward  forms ;  of  one  who  could  not  imagine  a  God  of  purity 
could  be  honoured  by  such  repugnant  habits  as  characterized 
the  devotee  of  those  days.  Devotion  and  love  were  the  guiding 
principles  of  the  Hermit  of  St.  Hilda,  and  his  life  was  spent 
in  the  exercise  of  both.  The  holy  abstraction  of  his  deport- 
ment was  accompanied  by  such  melting  sympathy  with  the 
sufferings  and  sorrows  of  humanity,  that  he  was  approached 
by  the  crowd  of  humble  supplicants  that  daily  visited  his  cell 
as  a  beneficent  being,  whose  heavenly  mission  it  was  to  shed 
blessing  and  peace  on  all  around.  Few  indeed  were  the 
children  of  sorrow  who  did  not  feel  their  grief  lightened  by 
the  sympathy  and  council  of  the  good  Hermit  Celestine.  As 
the  wanderers  approached,  he  arose,  and  reverently  saluting 
them  he  said, — 

**  Frederick  of  Hapsburg,  I  bid  your  highness  welcome ! " 

The  Duke  graciously  returned  the  salutation. 

Then  turning  to  Bertha,  **  The  heart's  desire  and  prayer  of 
an  aged  man  rest  on  thy  head,  my  daughter  :  the  blessing  of 
the  poor  is  already  thine.'* 

Bertha  bent  low  to  receive  the  valued  benediction,  for  she 
had  long  known  and  reverenced  the  holy  man,  and  it  entered 
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warm  into  Her  father's  heart.    The  noble  guests  were  now 
inyited  to  enter  the  Hermit's  cell,  which  was  divided  by  an 
osier  screen  from  the  chapel,  and,  like  that,  hollowed  out  of 
the  rock.    Its  humble  appointments  were  not  deficient  in  order 
or  comfort.  An  ample  pile  of  logs  crackled  on  the  hearth,  near 
which  were  arranged  a  few  culinary  utensils.     A  long  array 
of  jars  and  other  coarse  earthenware  vessels  occupied  the  rude 
shelves  of  pine- wood  attached  to  the  sides  of  the  cave,  and 
held,  amongst  other  materials  of  the  good  jxia,n^ 8  pharmacopona, 
a  quantity  of  dried  herbs,  destined,  in  their  turn,  to  supply  an 
alembic  which  now  shed   an  aromatic  fragrance  all  around, 
as  its  condensed  fumes  fell  in  pearly  drops  from  the  spiral 
tube.    In  a  recessed  nook  of  the  cave,   a  lamp  suspended 
&om  the  roof  threw  its  light  on  the  figure  of  a  young  man, 
apparently  an  itinerant  minstrel,  engaged  in  the  perusal  of  an 
illuminated  manuscript,  but  who,  at  the  entrance  of  the  visi- 
tors, started  up,  and  passing  them  with  a  graceful  obeisance, 
rapidly  quitted  the  cavern. 

"  I  have  seen  that  countenance  before,  or  one  resembling 
it,"  thought  Bertha ;  **  but  where  ?  " 

Perhaps  her  father  thought  the  same ;  but  turning  to  the 
Hermit,  he  simply  observed,  **  Thou  art  not  alone.  Father 
Celestine.  Thy  companion  has  no  mean  skill  in  the  tuneful 
art,  if  as  I  opine,  it  was  he  whose  voice  we  heard  in  such 
8weet  accord  with  St.  Hilda's  waterfall." 

**  There  is  not,  sire,  a  goatherd  along  our  plain  but  will- 
ingly joins  us  in  our  vesper  song." 

This  evasive  answer  did  not  satisfy  the  questioner. 

"  Goatherd,  forsooth !  the  Princess,  as  thou  seest,  is  quite 
in  anger  at  the  term.  She  engaged  my  services  just  now  to 
try  and  lure  the  minstrel  to  the  Castle,  so  rapt  was  she  with 
his  melody ;  wilt  thou  not  further  her  suit  ?" 

"Who  could  resist  such  a  petitioner ?"  said  the  Hermit, 
smiling  benignantly  on  her;  "Certes,  not  I;  nor  do  I  think 
4e  minstrel  wiU.  But  the  evening  is  chilly,  and  its  dew  has 
damped  your  garments ;  will  it  please  ye  to  draw  hear  the 
&6  and  partake  of  the  hermit's  frugal  fare?" 
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The  guests  cordially  accepted  the  offered  hospitality. 

**  A  scrip  witli  fruits  and  herbs  supplied, 
And  water  from  the  spring." 

The  spirits  of  the  Archduke  rose  as  he  conversed  of  days 
gone  by — of  his  visits  to  St  Hilda's  fountain  on  his  hunting  or 
£shing  excursions,  when,  tired  and  thirsty,  he  had  begged  a 
draught  of  her  crystal  spring.  Once  or  twice  he  alluded  to 
the  trials  of  his  after-life ;  but  both  the  Hermit  and  Bertha 
anxiously  avoided  dwelling  on  painful  subjects,  and  the  con- 
versation was  sustained  with  cheerfulness  until  the  arrival  of 
some  messengers,  sent  by  the  anxious  Archduchess,  reminded 
them  how  long  they  had  been  absent  from  the  Castle.  The 
Prince  at  parting  promised  the  Hermit  that  he  would  soon 
repeat  his  visit,  adding,  "  I  have  sore  need  of  thy  council  and 
prayers,  holy  father,  and  I  know  thou  wilt  not  begrudge  me 
either." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE   HATJirrED   ORATORY. 

No  longer  shall  you  gaze  on't, 
Lest  your  fancy  may  think  anon  it  moves. 

Oh  Teaching  the  castle,  Frederick  gave  his  daughter  into  the 
care  of  Blandina,  who  had  provided  suitable  refreshment  for 
her  lady,  which  she  took  in  her  own  apartments.     Having 
diBinissed  her  careful  factotum  for  awhile  to  complete  her  un- 
packing, and  feeling  quite  invigorated  by  her  supper  and 
change  of  garments,  Bertha  felt,  as  she  sat  alone  ruminating 
on  the  eventful  day  just  at  its  close,  a  strong  desire  to  talk  it 
over  with  her  friend,  and  to  relate  to  her  the  history  of  her 
late  ramble  in  the  forest.     For  this  purpose,  she  sought  her  in 
her  apartment,  that  was  divided  from  her  own  by  a  large 
anteroom.     This  room  had  also  two  other  doors,  the  one 
leading  to  the  public  staircase,  the  other  to  a  little  oratory 
at  the  top  of  a  small  turret,  approached  by  a  winding  flight 
of  stone  steps.    BecoUecting  that  this  little  chapel  had  been 
fitted  up  by  the  Archduchess  expressly  for  the  use  of  the 
novice,  on  not  finding  her  in  her  own  room,  the  Princess 
sought  and  found  Gertruda  there,  kneeling  on  the  steps  of  an 
alUur  recessed  in  the  wall  of  the  tower,  and  blazing  with  wax 
lights.    It  was,  moreover,  surmounted  by  an  image  of  the 
Virgin,  nearly  as  large  as  life,  and  decked  with  a  meretricious 
glitter  ill  assorting  with  the  purity  of  her  it  pretended  to 
represent. 

**My  dearest  Princess,"  said  Gertruda,  rising  from  her 
loiees,  '<  it  seems  to  me  I  am  safe  only  here.  Let  us  kneel  to- 
gether at  the  shrine  of  our  angelic  guardian." 

**Not  now;  I  came  for  converse.  Come  out  on  the  balcony, 
^d  let  us  look  on  the  beautiful  world  aroimd,  unshadowed, 
for  the  first  time,  by  the  gloom  of  Koenigsfelden." 
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BerlJia  opened  the  caBement,  and  pointed  to  the  moonlit 
landscape,  where  dark  masses  of  deep  shadow  were  at  ihtervals 
relieved  by  gleams  of  silvery  light. 

'*Gertruda,"  she  continued,  as  she  fixed  her  eyes  on  the 
moon,  which  seemed  calmly  to  regard  the  sleeping  world  be- 
neath, ^'  methinks  our  pagan  forefathers,  in  worshiping 
yonder  planet  as  Queen  of  Heaven,  found  for  her  to  whom  our 
Church  has  attached  the  name,  a  far  more  significemt  emblem 
than  such  images  as  that,  and  others  still  more  paltry,  by  which 
they  are  wont  to  represent  and  pray  to  her;  for  note  thou 
well,"  continued  the  beautiful  enthusiast,  forgetting  in  the 
loftiness  of  her  subject  all  those  matters  of  earthly  interest  she 
had  come  to  discuss,  and  still  more  the  shock  such  an  unusual 
burst  of  eloquence  would  occasion  her  timid  hearer ;  "  mark 
thou  well !  the  moon  reflects,  she  does  not  originate  light. 
Thus,  the  mother  of  our  Lord — " 

**  Dearest  Princess,  does  not  our  reverend  father  caution  ub 
not  to  give  way  to  these  dangerous  promptings  of  the  evil  one  ? 
Did  he  not  explain,  that  images  are  only  meant  to  recall  to  the 
senses  of  the  faithful  those  holy  beings  to  whom,  and  not  to 
their  carved  or  painted  representations,  we  address  our  suppli- 
cations ?  " 

"Ay,  love,"  said  the  Princess,  with  a  quiet  smile,  '*a 
hundred  and  a  hundred  times ;  and  he  tells  us,  as  well,  that 
obedience,  and  not  reason,  is  our  duty.  But  why  shouldest 
thou  or  my  lord  Abbot  condemn  a  desire  to  render  these  visible 
demonstrations,  as  I  think  the  casuists  call  them,  more  con- 
sonant to  taste  and  reason?  Does  yonder  tawdry  image 
rightly  personate,  thinkest  thou,  the  modest  Mother  of  God  ? 
What  is  there  in  it  to  recall  her  purity  and  motherly 
graces?  As  soon  would  I  seek  to  substitute  the  fragrance 
and  tints  of  the  rose  by  wearing  a  gaudy  sunflower  in 
my  bosom.  But  we  will  leave  this  painful  subject,  the  only 
one  on  which  we  diff^er,  and  talk  of  the  past  day,  which 
has  opened  a  new  and  shadowy  vista  of  my  life — and  thine 
too,  perchance." 

''Shadows,  we  will  trust,  like  those  yonder,  silvered  by  the 
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light  of  heaven,"  said  Oertruda,  as  she  pointed  to  the  foliage 
of  the  forest  glimmering  in  the  moonheams. 

**  True,  the  light  is  from  heaven ;  the  shadows  are  of  earth. 
Wherefore,  then,  deepen  those  shadows  ?  why  dim  that  light  hy 
mists  of  man's  interposition  ?  Why,  when  permitted  to  draw 
from  the  fountain,  should  we  crave  of  another  to  hear  it  to  our 
lips  ?  Nay,  thou  must  hear  me.  Naught  but  that  gushing 
stream  can  quench  mt/  thirst." 

<<  Bertha !  my  Mend,  my  more  than  sister,"  exclaimed  Ger- 
tnida,  with  clasped  hands  and  cheeks  blanched  by  holy  fear, 
and  turning,  as  she  crossed  herself,  towards  the  image,  '4et  me 
implore  you  not  to  yield  yourself  to  these  delusions  of  Satan! " 
"  Tranquillize  thee,  little  trembler !  thou  art  my  second  self, 
and  I  only  gave  a  voice  to  my  idle  musings ; "  but,  again  re- 
lapsing into  sober  earnestness,  the  Princess  added^  '^  That  thou 
mayst  never  forget  this  day,  this  notable  day,  thou  shalt  wear 
this  crucifix  in  memory  thereof.     Take  it,  my  sister-friend. 
It  is  made,  so  men  say,  of  part  of  the  wood  on  which  He  died 
who  gave  Himself  for  us.     The  figure  was  sculptured  by  the 
famous  Florentine ;    and  the  rosary  has  been  blessed  by  the 
great  Qregorius."     The  Princess  would  not  allow  Gertnida  to 
decline  the  costly  gift,  saying,  as  she  hung  it  at  her  side,  ''  I 
need  it  not — an  image  that  takes  a  thousand  shapes  from  the 
fisuicy  of  as  many  cunning  workmen  cannot  represent  to  my 
mind  Him  who  is  invisible."  , 

"We  entertain  such  only  as  the  representative  of  His 
earthly  form,"  said  Gertruda,  recurring  to  the  oft-pleaded 
excuse. 

"  Neither  for  this  ask  1  a  sculptured  image.  Pain,  sick- 
ness, suffering,  want,  all  bear  the  impress  of  the  'man  of 
sorrows.'  Every  accent  of  sympathy,  every  tear  of  pity,  every 
Word  of  exhortation,  suffices  to  recall  One  who  rejoiced  with 
those  who  rejoiced,  and  wept  with  those  who  mourned." 

"And  does  not  His  holy  mother  do  so  too?  Is  not  her 
heart  and  ear  ever  open  to  the  cry  of  the  desolate  ?" 

"It  seemeth  to  my  poor  conceptions,"  answered  the  Pringess 
solemnly — "  and  may  Heaven  forgive  me  if  I  blaspheme  in 
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uttering  them !  — that  it  is  the  attribute  of  Deity  alone  to  forgive 
sin.  That  Omniscience  only  can  cast  an  unslumbering  eye,  or 
bend  a  hearing  ear,  on  all  His  supplicating  creatures,  where- 
ever  dispersed  or  however — " 

Gertruda  laid  her  hand  graspingly  on  the  speaker's  arm. 
**  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  list !  did  you  not  hear  a  sigh?" 

"  Only  that  of  the  night  breeze  amongst  the  trees  below." 

They  were  silent  for  a  few  seconds,  when  a  deep-drawn  sigh, 
almost  a  groan,  was  perceptible  to  the  ear  of  both.  Gertruda 
threw  herself  with  a  cry  of  terror  at  the  foot  of  the  imaged 
Virgin,  from  Vhich  it  evidently  proceeded,  burying  her  face  in 
the  hollow  of  her  clasped  hands  ;  but  Bertha  remained  stand- 
ing at  her  side,  her  lip  a  little  quivering,  and  her  cheek  some- 
what blanched,  but  her  eye  steadily  fixed  on  the  statue ;  and, 
as  she  gazed,  one  large  crystal  drop  forced  its  way  beneath 
the  eyelid,  and  rolled  slowly  down.  Still  the  heroic  girl  quailed 
not.  Disdain,  rather  than  fear,  filled  her  soul ;  and,  to  prevent 
her  trembling  friend  from  witnessing  what  she  even  then 
believed  to  be  a  base  illusion,  practised  to  subjugate  their 
reason,  she  extinguished  the  tapers,  and  hailed  with  delight 
the  welcome  appearance  of  Blandina,  under  whose  conduct 
they  reached  the  apartments  below. 

**  One,  two,  three,  four,  five  hours,"  said  the  Princess, 
anxious  to  divert  Gertruda's  mind,  and  coimting  them  with 
graceful  playfulness  on  her  fingers ;  "  surely  we  must  each  of 
us  have  a  wonderful  history  to  relate  after  such  an  unusual 
separation.  I,  for  one,  certainly  have,  and  will  begin.  Sit 
down,  dear  nurse,  and  give  me  your  attention,  and  the  dear 
hand  from  which  I  have  been  so  long  parted."  The  narrator 
then,  with  a  grace  we  cannot  imitate,  and  in  that  raciness  and 
richness  of  diction,  as  inimitable  as  the  carving  and  painting 
of  mediaeval  art,  described  her  forest's  losings  and  findings, 
the  spirit's  singing,  the  hermit's  reception,  the  unknown 
minstrel ;  ending  with  what  she  knew  would  be  most  cheering 
to  Gertruda,  '*I  believe  we  might  have  remained  in  St.  Hilda's 
keeping  until  now,  but  for  the  sage  direction  of  HoDga,  who, 
when  the  messengers,  dispatched  on  all  sides  by  the  Arch- 
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duchess,  sought  us  in  the  oonvent  garden,  bade  them '  inquire 
at  her  shrine.'  But  now,  fair  lady,  let  me  ask  you  why,  when 
all  the  world  was  in  motion  and  commotion  at  our  loss,  found 
I  you,  showing  neither  concern  for  our  absence  nor  joy  at  our 
return?" 

''  My  excuse  is  total  ignorance  of  all  cause  of  alarm.  I 
remained  some  time  with  her  highness  in  the  chapel,  and 
then  went,  at  her  gracious  invitation,  to  partake  of  a  slight 
refection  with  her  in  her  bower.  I  then  retired  to  the 
oratory,  where  you  found  me,  and  you  know  the  rest." 

A  slight  shudder  shook  the  poor  girl's  slender. form  as  she 
epoke,  which  Bertha  observing,  turned  to  Blandina  for  her 
account  of  the  evening's  adventures.  She  answered  with  her 
usual  grave,  sweet  smile ;  though  a  light  beamed  beneath  her 
ehaded  eye  which  gave  a  promise  of  interest  or  amusement 
in  what  she  had  to  impart.  As  a  preliminary,  she  took  a 
small  carved  oaken  casket  from  her  capacious  pocket,  and 
placed  it  on  the  table,  with  the  observation,  *'  Of  this  more 
anon." 

"  I  must  first  tell  you  my  evening's  occupation,  prefacing  it 
by  saying  it  had  always  been  a  little  compact  between  the 
good  Seneschal   and  myself,  that,  on  the  first  day  of  my 
liberation  £x)m  the  convent,  I  should  have  the  loan  of  his 
dame's  gentle  little  jennet,  to  carry  me  on  a  visit  to  the 
Hermit  Celestine.     Accordingly,  when  we  had  watched  the 
departure  of  my  Princess  and  her  sire  for  their  evening's 
ramble,  the  kind  old  man  bade  me  prepare  for  mine,  whilst 
lie  went  in  search  of  the  little  steed.     He  was  a  little  behind 
iihe  time  proposed ;  but  he  accounted  for  it  by  the  absence  of 
^^junffT  who  usually  accompanies  his  dame,  and  his  diffi- 
culty in  finding  another  guide  for  the  pretty  creature.     Oh, 
Buch.  a  little  beauty !  as  sleek  as  a  dormouse,  with  feet  like  a 
fcwn ;  and  such  a  roguish  eye,  as  it  plunged  its  velvet  nose 
iuto  my  pocket  in  search  of  apples,  with  which  its  mistress's 
apron  is  always  well  plenished.     Nor  must  I  forget  the  nets 
^d  tresses,  the  yellow  saddle-cloth  and  gold  fringe,  of  which 
the  htde  Darling  seemed  as  proud  as  their  owner,  who, 
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after  I  Had  motuited,  led  her  down  to  the  outer  gate.    And 
who  do  you  think  we  found  waiting  at  it  ?" 

''Henga,  Henga,"  cried  Gertruda,  clapping  her  hands. 

'*  The  same,  and  very  steadily  he  guided  my  little  palfrey, 
until  we  arrived  at  the  broad  road  in  the  forest,  when  he 
dropped  the  leading  rein,  and  Darling  and  I,  glad  of  our 
liberty,  ambled  on  together  imtil  we  reached  where  the  road 
branches  off  into  three  distinct  paths,  and  being  equally 
puzzled  which  to  select,  amicably  resolved  to  stand  still  and 
wait  till  our  guide  made  his  appearance.  This  he  did,  after 
a  while,  from  a  thick  brake,  and  in  such  a  guise  that,  if 
Darling  had  not  been  the  gravest  little  jennet  that  Andalusia 
ever  bred,  must  have  put  my  life  in  jeopardy.  The  boy  seemed 
to  me  to  be  literally  covered  with  winged  creatures ;  the  most 
prominent  of  which  was  an  owl  that  had  perched  on  the  top 
of  his  head,  and  with  becoming  gravity  kept  her  seat  after 
her  more  volatile  companions  had  flown  off,  at  the  sight  of 
me  and  my  palfrey ;  Henga  accompanying  their  flight  with 
strong  expressions  of  indignation  at  their  cowardice,  and 
encouraging  commendation  of  the  owl's  respectable  gravity." 

I  fear  Blandina  would  have  forfeited  Henga's  good  opinion 
for  the  same,  and  even  his  favourite  Gertruda,  could  he  have 
heard  their  merry  laugh  at  his  and  the  owl's  expense,  which 
was  heartily  joined  in  by  Bertha,  who  begged  a  further 
history  of  the  boy's  vagaries ;  but,  excepting  an  account  of  the 
homily  he  preached  to  two  robins  who  were  flghting  over  a 
worm,  and  his  Solomon-like  judgment  in  bestowing  the  con- 
tested prize  on  the  meritorious  owl,  Blandina  declared  she 
must  hasten  onward  to  St.  Hilda's  Cave,  **  near  the  mouth 
of  which,"  she  went  on  to  say,  '*we  heard  the  sweet  song 
of  the  water  sprite,  which  you,  my  Principessa,  described." 

"And  was  it  not  very  sweet?" 

''Most  sweet,  and  Henga  was  like  one  entranced.  We 
saw  the  minstrel  too ;  as  comely  a  youth  as  ever  the  eye  smiled 
on :  somehow,  or  somewhere,  I  fancy  I  have  seen  his  fellow." 

"  How  I  love  thee  for  that,  dear  nurse ;  the  very  same 
thought  crossed  my  mind;  we  will  work  it  out  together— 
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but  now  tell  me;  I  trust  yoii  got  a  Bteadier  guide  on  your 
homeward  way.*' 

^'I  did,   and  yet  the  same.    A  word  from  the  Hermit 

wrought  the  change;  not  the  venerable   Celestine  himself 

could  have  guided  and  protected  me  better.    But  my  tale 

is  not  yet  all  told,"  continued  Blandina,   ''nor  my  errand 

sped;"  and  loosing  a  small   key  from  a  ponderous  bunch 

which,  hung  at  her  side,  she  unlocked  her  little  casket,  aud 

took  from  thence  a  circle  of  beads.     ''  The  Hermit  Celestine 

sends  you  this,  my  Princess,  with  his  blessing :  it  is  a  rosary 

of  the  Spiritual  Franciscans,  and  he  trusts  you  will  always 

find  on  it  a  bead  to  drop  in  time  of  need.    Let  me  hang  it 

around  your  neck.    It  has   come  at  the  right  moment  to 

replace  that  which  I  see  you  have  parted  with.     These  beads, 

Hie  Hermit  bids  me  tell  you,  were  carved  by  his  own  hand." 

.  Bertha  bent  her  head  to  receive  the   decoration,   saying 

affectionately, — 

''  As  the  Hermit's  gifb  and  labour,  I  must  value  the  rosary 
—but  thou  knowest  how  little  I  use  such  helps ;  methinks  they 
draw  the  soul  from  heaven  to  earth." 

"  Nay,  keep  the  coronal,  and  I  will  instruct  you  at  leisure 
how  to  count  the  beads." 

And  when  at  a  future  time  she  learnt  the  secret.  Bertha 
deemed  the  Hermit's  gift  the  most  valuable  treasure  she 
possessed.  This  rosary  of  the  Spiritual  Franciscans  was, 
like  all  other  rosaries,  composed  of  large  and  small  beads, 
usoally  significant  of  certain  repetitions  of  particular  prayers, 
mostly  of  those  termed  Ave  Marias  and  Paternosters.  Such, 
at  least  in  outward  appearance,  was  the  Hermit's.  The  smaller 
beads  of  his  coronal  were  of  polished  ebony,  divided  at 
intervals  by  acorns  of  the  most  minutely  carved  ivory.  By 
pressing  a  spring  artfoUy  concealed  beneath  the  embossed 
nm  of  this  exquisite  little  casket,  it  opened,  and  displayed 
the  inestimable  gem  concealed  within  —  a  narrow  slip  of 
parchment,  on  which  was  illuminated  a  text  of  Scripture. 
Blandina  did  not  make  this  explanation  before  Gertruda; 
indeed,  the  extreme  exhaustion  her  looks  betrayed  induced 

I  2 
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her  to  urge  both  her  and  the  Princess  to  retire  eaxly  and 
gain  strength  for  the  proposed  morning  ramble. 

"  Thou  wHt  go  with  us  ?  " 

Blandina  pointed  to  the  empty  armoires,  and  spoke  of 
the  number  of  coffers  that  cumbered  the  anteroom. 

*'  They  can  wait  till  your  return  to  be  unpacked." 

•*I  fear  they  have  waited  too  long  already,  especially  the 
huge  caravan  which  was  sent  off  a  week  ago,  and  at  the 
bottom  of  which  that  careless  wench  Inna  says  she  packed 
your  Genoa  velvet  robe — " 

"The  present  of  my  godmother-aunt,  the  Duchess  of 
Savoy  ?  "  asked  Bertha  hastily. 

**  With  its  beautiful  train  of  silver  tissue?"  added  Gertruda, 
almost  in  a  breath. 

'*  Too  truly,  "  answered  Blandina,  almost  crying,  *'  and  all 
the  costly  garniture  thereunto  belonging.  I  lay  great  blame 
on  myself  for  not  having  taken  greater  care  of  it;  particularly 
as  I  had  before  remarked  that  the  trimmings  were  ruffled 
as  if  they  had  been  fingered." 

"  Don't  grieve,  dear  nurse ;  tiring  irons  and  thy  reno- 
vating fingers  will  soon  set  all  to  rights.  And  now  good 
night,  my  Gertruda.  May  all  good  angels  watch  over  your 
slumbers ! "  and  this  affectionate  friend  mentally  added,  **and 
keep  you  from  the  machinations  of  evil  men." 

As  soon  as  the  Novice  had  left  the  room.  Bertha  confided 
to  her  nurse  the  story  of  the  haunted  oratory. 

**I  see  how  it  is,"  said  Blandina.  "The  Abbot  and  his 
priests  are  afraid  the  pretty  bird  wiU  like  her  liberty  too 
well  to  return  willingly  to  her  cage,  and  therefore  still  keep 
their  secret  hold  of  her." 

"  But  how  can  they,  whilst  she  is  under  my  protection  ?" 

"I  said  their  secret  hold;  what  is  more  binding  than  the 
influence  of  superstitious  fear  ?  Tour  protection,  dear  child ! 
Take  care,  lest  their  spells  be  spun  aroimd  you,  too  !  " 

"  But  how  could  they  gain  admittance  into  the  castle  ?  " 

"  There  are  underground  ways  of  access ;  and  these  cowled 
monks  would  bore  through  a  mountain." 
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"  Thou  art  too  apprehensive,  dear  nurse." 

<<  A  burnt  child  dreads  the  fire.  But  you,  mj  Principessa, 
on  the  contrary,  are  over-trustful,  more  particularly  of  the 
Lord  Abbot." 

"  Well,  I  am  too  sleepy  to  take  his  part  now.  Go  to  thy 
rest;  thou  need'st  it,  for  we  have  another  busy  day  before 
us.     Call  me  at  sunrise." 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

THE  PAETY  OF  PLEAST7RE. 

Awake  thee,  awake  thee,  sweet  Lady-flower ! 

The  lark  has  soared  to  the  skies ; 
The  hee  has  flown  by  from  her  waxen  bower, 

And  calls  upon  thee  to  arise. 

So  sang  the  Princess  Bertha  as  she  entered  her  Mend's 
apartment  on  the  morrow,  at  sunrise.-  Gertruda  was  already 
dressed,  and  at  the  bottom  of  the  steps  they  found  the  ancient 
Seneschal  in  duteous  waiting.  Applying  one  of  his  ponderous 
keys  to  a  side-door,  and  aU  his  strength  to  thrust  aside  the 
bars,  it  was  thrown  open ;  and  the  captives  were  set  free,,  for 
the  first  time,  to  roam  over  the  wild  liberty  of  nature.  Who 
can  realize  such  a  feeling  of  unrestrained  delight  ?  Is  it  the 
prisoner  who,  after  years  of  captivity  and  darkness,  beholds 
the  light  of  day  ?  No ;  it  falls  too  glaringly  on  his  aching 
eye-balls ;  and  the  galling  chain  has  left  its  painful  imprese 
on  his  cramped  and  crippled  hmbs.  Is  it  the  sick  man  when, 
emancipated  from  the  heavy  atmosphere  of  confinement,  he 
breathes  again  the  outward  air  ?  Even  here  there  is  a  sense 
of  suffering,  a  lingering  of  weakness,  a  shrinking  from  the 
gentlest  breeze :  but  no  suffering,  past  or  present,  impaired 
the  happiness  of  our  young  denizens  of  an  untried  world. 
There  was,  however,  a  difference  in  the  manifestation  of  their 
delight.  Gertruda  flew  like  a  bird  from  its  cage  hither  and 
thither,  giddy  with  joy.  She  rushed  down  the  steep  declivity 
from  the  castle  to  its  girdling  forest  as  if  pursued  by  the 
fowler ;  then  returned  half-way  to  meet  and  chide  her  linger- 
ing companion.  Anon,  plunging  into  the  bowery  retreat, 
filled  her  hands  and  apron  with  the  beautiful  flowers  that  grew 
profusely  around;  until  exhausted  with  delight,  and  breathless 
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with  the  oyerpowermg  noyelty  of  freedom,  she  sank  on  a  mossy 
bank,  and  called  her  friend  to  come  and  share  her  treasures 
and  her  enjoyment.  The  more  reflective  Bertha  had  paused 
even  on  the  threshold,  to  gaze  on  the  prospect  before  her ; 
beautiful  at  all  times,  but  at  that  hour  pre-eminently  glorious, 
flooded  as  it  was  by  the  beams  of  a  newly-risen  sun ;  and,  as 
she  slowly  wended  her  way  after  her  fugitive  lady-bird,  there 
was  not  one  flower  within  her  ken,  one  breath  of  fragrance  or 
tint  of  beauty — that  did  not  kindle  a  glow  of  adoration  in  her 
devout  spirit. 

"  Here  is  a  seat  for  you,  my  Princess  *'  said  Gertruda,  rising 
at  her  approach ;  "I  will  find  one  at  your  feet." 

"  Nay,  *  princess'  me  not,  I  pray,  beneath  the  greenwood 
tree  !  we  will  feign  ourselves  two  village  maidens ;  and  let  me 
hear  only  the  sweet  familiar  thou  of  our  childhood." 

"Methinks  I  would  we  were  indeed  such,  and  to  live 
always  in  these  woods." 

"But  the  convent?" 

**  Ah,  indeed,  I  had  forgotten  even  that  amid  these  beau- 
teous, wilds ; "  and  here  the  novice  crossed  herself,  as  if  to  atone 
for  the  inadvertance,  adding,  "  We  will  return  to  our  shelter 
when  winter  has  stripped  our  bowers." 

"  Agreed ;  and  come  back  again  to  make  sweet  companion- 
ship with  the  cuckoo  and  daffodil." 

"  And  to  raise  an  altar  to  *  Our  Lady  of  the  Bower,'  call  on 
the  lark  to  join  our  matins,  and  teach  the  nightingale  our 
vesper  hymn." 

**  'Tis  a  fair  dream,  Gertruda,  but  I  fear  an  idle  one,  "  said 
Bertha,  with  a  snule  that  had  more  of  melancholy  than  mirth. 
**Methinks  the  busy  children  of  nature  would  flout  us  with 
our  unprofitableness.  The  bee  might  ask  us  why  we  did  not, 
like  her  untiring  self,  extract  a  healing  sweet  from  every 
blossom.  The  lark,  as  she  winged  her  flight  above  the  earth, 
might  say,  *  My  nest  may  be  on  the  ground,  but  I  seek  an  altar 
above  the  rose-tipped  clouds  ! '  The  sun-loving  lizard  might 
tarry  awhile,  belike,  to  hearken  to  our  petition,  but  would 
reply  to  it,  '  Detain  me  not ;  I  must  away  to  clear  the  vine- 
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yard  of  its  canker-worm,  or  the  toil  of  the  vine-dresser  will 
be  in  vain.'  And  even  our  faithful  robin  with  the  crimson 
breast — " 

**  Nay,  I  pray  thee  mercy,"  interrupted  Gertruda,  laughing  ; 
"I  might  as  lief  go  back  to  Mother  Griselda  and  her  homilies, 
as  fix  my  abode  amongst  such  a  set  of  preachers.  Thou  hast 
made  out  a  most  edifying  myth  with  thy  bees  and  thy  birds 
but  hast  forgotten  the  gayest  of  aU, — ^the  lady  butterfly, — who 
takes  her  own  pastime,  and  lectures  no  one  for  following 
theirs :  what]  sayest  thou,  gentle  nymph :  would  it  suit  thy 
himiour,  like  hers,  to  roam  all  day  over  beds  of  flowers?" 

**  Not  one  whit.  Bural  life  is  my  desire,  but  I  should  tire  of 
any  in  which  I  was  not  at  my  appointed  work,  were  it  city  or 
wilderness." 

"  Thou  art  right,  and  thou  deemest  with  thy  accustomed 
wisdom,  doubtless,  that  to  such  as  are  called  thereunto,  their 
appointed  work  is  best  performed  in  a  convent?"  Bertha 
answered  not,  and  the  questioner  continued,  "  That  we  should 
labour  night  and  day,  like  thy  saint-like  aunt,  to  fill  our  golden 
phials  with  the  odour  of  prayer  and  charity  ?  That  we  should 
lay  up  in  store  deeds  of  munificence  and  self-sacrifice,  and 
bring  down  intruding  wishes  and  earthly  regrets  by  penance 
and  castigation,  as  our  Lady  Abbess  teaches." 

"  And  practises,"  said  Bertha  with  a  slight  shudder.  "  But 
I  wish  we  might  ask  the  Hermit  of  St.  Hilda  to  solve  our 
doubts :  his  life  is  not  only  a  devoted  but  a  busy  one.  Sup- 
pose we  consult  the  Seneschal  anentthe  distance  to  the  cave." 

And  they  both  rose  to  go  and  meet  their  guide,  who,  panting 
with  the  exertion  of  foUowiDg  his  erratic  charge,  had  just  ap- 
peared in  sight. 

**  St.  Hilda's  Cave,  your  highness!"  exclaimed  the  breath- 
less serving-man.  *'  As  well  might  you  ask  me  to  conduct  you  to 
the  moon.  The  distance  itself  out-measures  two  stunden,  and 
the  road  lies  through  swamps  and  brakes  beset  by  wolves  and 
reptiles." 

"  Nay,  my  good  Seneschal,  thou  measurest  distances  and 
multipliest  dangers  by  thy  weariness  and  thy  fears.   We  are 
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good    travellers,"  said  Bertha  smiling  on   her   companion; 
"  what  say  est  thou,  Q-ertruda  ?" 

**  For  the  love  of  Mary,  my  gentle  lady  nun ! "  cried  the  old 
man,  *'let  me  conjure  you  to  intercede  with  her  highness 
against  the  rash  enterprize — at  this  prime  hour,  too,  when 
the  spirit  of  the  wood  is  abroad.'' 

**  The  spirit  of  the  wood — ^what  meanest  thou  ?'' 
"  They  say,  my  lady,  that  the  Emperor  Albert — "     The  old 
man  hesitated,  and  his  lips  slightly  quivered. 

**  Qo  on,  good  Everard;  what  of  my  grandsire?" 
''  Men  say  that  he  is  often  seen  at  early  mom,  bleeding 
and  gh£U9tly,  in  these  woods ;  and  that  one,  whose  name  it  is 
treason  to  utter,  rushes  by  the  woodman  amid  the  storms  of 
winter,  or  is  discerned  by  the  light  of  the  charcoal-burner's 
pile,  accompanied  by  five  knights  in  armour,  and  hunted  by 
demons  that  outshriek  the  blast."  The  colour  had  receded 
from  the  cheeks  of  both  listeners,  and  their  snules  given  way  to 
serious  earnestness,  as  the  old  man  continued  his  marvellous 
tale.  "  I  have  never — St.  Francis  forfend ! — seen  this  fearful 
vision,  but  I  give  ye  my  troth,  noble  demosels,  but  yestreen 
that  my  dame,  whose  veracity  I  can  vouch  for,  as  she  rode 
homewards  on  her  little  jennet,  with  a  sack  of  flour  which 
she  brought  from  St.  Hilda's  mill,  heard  the  most  wondrous 
music,  seemingly  of  a  voice,  as  it  were,  singing  a  roundelay 
with  the  mountain-stream." 

Bertha  pretty  well  guessed  from  whence  it  proceeded,  but, 
in  further  confirmation,  asked,  ''  The  goatherd's  ranz  des 
vaches,  perchance?" 

**Not  so,  my  Princess,  unless  he  were  instructed  by  the 
cherubims.  My  wife,  who  has  a  pretty  taste  in  music,  says 
nothing  could  exceed  its  mellifluous  sweetness  this  side  Para- 
dise ;  even  the  poor  beast  willingly  stood  still  to  listen." 

"  Well,  be  comforted,  honest  Everard ;  we  will  not  take  the 
walk  to-day.  Perchance  some  time  or  other  thou  mayst  lend 
us  your  pretty  Jenetta  to  help  us  on  our  way ;  not  that  we 
need  fear  its  length,  knowing  that  rest  and  refreshment  would 
await  us  at  its  end." 
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"Any  time,  and  all  times,  my  dame  and  Jannetta,  whom 
your  higlinesB  has  so  well  christened,  will  be  honoured  by 
your  commands ;  but,  if  at  the  present  rest  and  refreshment 
be  your  need,  I  can  bespeak  you  both  nearer  by — at  the  dwell- 
ing of  Dame  Hedwig.  It  is  a  snug  little  domicile,  garnished 
by  many  solid  proofs  of  royal  bounty ;  seeing  that  the  dame 
and  her  grandson  are  especial  favourites  of  our  Abbess — and, 
indeed,  I  may  say  of  your  whole  royal  house." 

"  And  they  have  well  deserved  it,  for  it  was  purchased  by 
costly  sacritices."  Bertha  uttered  this  in  a  low  tone,  caught 
neither  by  the  Seneschal  nor  Gertruda,  who  were  in  busy  con- 
sultation about  the  proposed  visit.  "  Oh,  let  us  not,"  she 
exclaimed  joyfully,  "lose  a  moment,  as  we  may  find  Henga, 
before  he  hies  to  his  labour  with  Father  Swithin ; "  and  the 
fair  girls  bounded,  hand  in  hand,  down  the  steep  path  indi- 
cated by  their  guide,  which  led  to  the  outskirts  of  the  forest 
and  the  banks  of  the  river.  Here,  on  a  verdant  but  narrow 
plain,  lay  a  scattered  hamlet  of  rustic  buildings,  situated 
between  the  fringed  wood  and  hyaline  stream.  One,  distin- 
guished above  the  rest  by  its  superior  neatness  and  accommo- 
dation, as  well  as  by  the  green  knoll  on  which  it  was  situated, 
attracted  their  steps  towards  its  wicker  gate.  Here  they 
remained  to  gaze,  whilst  awaiting  their  lagging  attendant, 
with  admiring  interest  on  the  pretty  enclosure,  its  well- 
stocked  garden  and  adjacent  meadow  plot,  doubting  not  that 
it  belonged  to  the  favoured  pair. 

"This  well-ordered  plot,  I  warrant  me,  is  Henga's  care," 
said  Gertruda,  "  and,  by  the  same  token,  the  cow  and  the 
goats  his  grandame's." 

"  See,  here  she  comes  with  her  distaff,  to  bask  in  the  sun- 
beams ;  and  who  is  this  youth  who  hastens  from  his  work  to 
place  a  seat  for  her  ?" 

"  It  is,  it  u  Henga ! " 

"How  nimble  and  upright  he  is.  Love  has  marvellous 
powers  to  quicken  the  dullest  they  say,  and  Henga's  dutiful 
love  for  his  grandame  is  well  reported  of.  But  it  has  not 
onlj  Quickened  but  beautified  him.     I  declare  he  looks  quite 
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comely,  does  he  not  ?  now  he  has  turned  that  mass  of  curls 
aside,  and  let  us  into  a  little  peep  within." 

Whilst  this  brief  conyersation  was  going  on,  the  Seneschal 
had  OTortaken  his  party,  and  now  proceeded  on  before  to 
annoxmce  to  Dame  Hedwig  the  honour  that  awaited  her.  The 
old  dame  was  used  to  the  visits  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg,  and 
hastened  with  tottering  steps  to  greet  her  visitors.  Bertha 
had  often  seen  her  before,  but  since  she  had  listened  to  the 
story  of  her  preceptress,  and  learned  how  her  life,  as  well  as 
that  of  her  sister  and  Oertruda  also,  had  been  preserved  by  the 
faithful  services  of  this  poor  woman  and  her  departed  husband, 
she  felt  both  respect  and  gratitude  towards  her,  and  more 
inclined  to  pay  her  homage  than  receive  it  from  her.  As 
Gertruda  lifted  her  veil  and  embraced  poor  Hedwig,  Bertha 
knew  well  why  she  trembled  with  emotion ;  and  as  she  herself 
pressed  the  old  woman's  withered  hand,  she  remembered  how 
often  it  had  fed,  supported,  and  toiled  for  the  children  of  her 
unfortunate  master.  But,  the  first  emotion  of  the  meeting 
over,  its  honour  and  pleasure  remained ;  and  Hedwig  did  the 
honours  of  hospitality  with  genuine  delight,  by  first  conducting 
her  admiring  guests  into  every  comer  of  her  little  domicile, 
and  then  inviting  them  to  a  turn  in  the  garden.  In  the 
meanwhile,  Henga  had  gathered  his  fruits  and  delivered 
them  into  the  hand  of  the  little  serving-girl  to  arrange,  with 
the  delicficies  of  the  dairy — her  eggs  and  oaten  cakes — for  the 
refection  of  their  august  visitors,  in  the  gallery  of  the  cottage. 
This  was  performed  so  adroitly  as  to  call  forth  the  warmest 
commendations,  and  the  best  honour  that  can  be  paid  to  a 
feast — a  hearty  participation  of  it.  But  the  chief  contributor 
to  its  dainties  was  not  there  to  do  its  honours ;  and  the  guests 
failed  not  to  lament  his  absence. 

**  My  dear  ladies,"  said  the  dame,  "  as  soon  could  you  coax 
the  fleet  hart  from  his  covert  as  my  shy  boy.  I  marvel  he 
had  not  fied  before  your  approach,  as  he  was  forewarned  of 
your  visit." 

"  Our  visit?  "  repeated  the  Princess,  looking  at  Gertruda, 
"  Why,  we  knew  it  not  ourselves  an  hour  ago !" 
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''Nathless,  Henga  informed  me  last  eve,  in  his  fanciful 
guise,  that  two  birds  of  bright  feather  and  sweet  throat 
would  light  on  our  eaves  this  mom.  Nay,  he  further  foretold 
that  a  noble  hawk  would  take  cover  beneath  our  thatch.** 

"  This  last  should  be  the  Seneschal." 

Perhaps  the  grandame  observed  the  smile  which  played 
round  Bertha*s  mouth,  for  she  added,  with  great  solemnity, — 

"Ah,  my  Princess,  Ke  is  just  who  holds  the  balance,  and 
what  His  Providence  withholds  with  one  hand  He  deals  out 
with  the  other.     My  Henga  has  rare  gifts,  and  rarer  virtues." 

The  onerous  duties  of  hospitality  in  those  days  prevented 
much  conversation,  or  Hedwig  would  have  expatiated  more 
fully  on  her  favourite  theme.  The  repast,  however,  needed 
little  urging,  and,  as  has  been  said,  was  done  ample  justice  to 
by  all.  But  the  moment  of  prime  enjoyment  succeeded,  when 
the  guests  were  at  leisure  to  enjoy  the  lovely  landscape 
around ;  to  inhale  the  breath  of  flowers,  and  to  listen  to  the 
rushing  of  the  river.  Indeed,  such  to  them  was  the  fairy 
novelty  of  the  scene  that  it  seemed  but  in  natural  unison  with 
it,  and  therefore  to  create  little  surprise,  when  the  same  soft 
pipe  was  heard  in  the  bower  below  as  had  enchanted  them  in 
the  convent-garden.  The  wild  preluding,  the  sweet  piping 
air,  held  the  listeners  mute  and  almost  breathless ;  but  ere 
they  could  address  a  question  concerning  the  unseen  musician 
to  their  hostess,  a  loud  rap  at  the  door  beneath  called  her 
away  and  silenced  the  minstrel.  It  was  the  Archduke 
Frederick,  who,  intending  a  visit  to  Dame  Hedwig,  was 
pleasantly  surprised  at  finding  his  daughter  already  an 
occupant  of  her  dwelling.  He  therefore  dismissed  the 
Seneschal,  undertaking  his  office  of  guide,  and  in  his  turn 
partook  of  Dame  Hedwig's  dainties,  lingered  another  hour  in 
social  intercourse,  and,  after  promising  to  repeat  the  much- 
enjoyed  visit,  the  trio  set  off  on  their  homeward  road.  The 
walk  was  delightful.  At  first  the  shy  novice  lingered  behind, 
but  Frederick  soon  lured  her  to  his  side.  He  had  known  and 
greatly  esteemed  her  aunt  and  mother,  and  he  thought  with 
regret  that  one  so  loved  by  his  own  Bertha,  and  so  worthy 
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of  her  loTOy  shonld  be  separated  from  her.  It  pleased  liim  to 
see  the  happiness  of  these  sweet  young  maidens  amid  scenes 
80  Tedolent  of  his  own  happy  early  days :  to  breathe  with 
them  the  free  air  of  heayen,  and  to  take  sweet  counsel  with 
her  he  best  loved.  So  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  charm  of  the 
moment,  and  sternly  bade  the  past  and  future  ''  avaunt ! '' 
The  Archduke  pointed  out  to  his  delighted  listeners  every 
feature  in  the  glorious  creation  aroimd,  linked  with  some 
remembrance  of  boyish  sports.  He  named  each  moimtain, 
tree,  and  even  bird,  and  took  great  interest  in  drawing  out 
the  poor  shrinking  novice.  As  the  two  young  friends  stood 
together  to  take  a  farewell  glance  at  the  view,  Frederick 
watched  them  for  some  moments,  and  then  taking  G-ertruda's 
hand,  he  said, — 

"  You  resemble,  my  child,  both  your  mother  and  aunt,  for 
you  have  stolen  a  look  of  each ;  but " — and  he  turned  to  his 
daughter — **  there  is  a  trick  in  thy  friend's  countenance. 
Bertha,  which  haunts  me  by  its  resemblance — ^it  can't  be  to 
thyself?" 

"And  why  not?  Our  quaint  old  gardener  calls  us  *twin 
doves  of  Venus's  car.*  " 

"  St  Venus  thou  meanest,"  said  the  Archduke,  laughing 
heartily.  "  The  good  father  ever  made  sad  havoc  amid  saints 
and  goddesses.  I  remember  our  wiser  brother  Albert,  who 
was  the  only  scholar  amongst  us,  offcen  tried  to  set  him  right ; 
but  honest  Swithin  could  never  be  brought  to  see  the 
difference  between  the  saints  of  modern  Home  and  their 
pagan  ancestors ;  and  their  controversies  were  a  never-failing 
source  of  fun  to  us  ignoramuses,  who  cared  little  for  either. 
Bertha,  mind,  when  I  visit  the  Abbey,  I  ask  for  my  friend 
Swithin." 

When  they  reached  the  Castle,  Frederick  turned  round  to 
take  a  farewell  view. 

"What  a  morning  of  pure  delight  has  been  vouchsafed  to 
me !  "  he  said. 

Then,  taking  a  hand  each  of  Bertha  and  Gertruda,  he 
joined  them  together,  and  pressed  his  lips  on  them,  adding, — 
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''  Oh,  my  children,  cultivate  simple  pleasures,  and  take  the 
testimony  of  one  who  has  found  the  emptiness  of  all  other." 

Frederick  was  right.  In  truth,  Pleasure  is  a  coquettish 
and  .somewhat  imgratefiil  deity,  turning  her  back  on  those 
who  sacrifice  most  and  oftenest  at  her  shrine;  whilst  she 
gives  a  nod  and  a  smile  to  the  wayworn  pilgrim  as  she 
seasons  his  dry  crust  with  an  unexpected  draught  from  her 
sparkling  spring,  presented  by  the  hand  of  Christian  love. 
Then,  though  often  urging  her  votaries  to  make  such,  she 
hates  great  preparations  and  long  invitations,  and  often  flies 
from  such  to  join  a  band  of  children  at  play,  or  a  family  pic- 
nic on  the  greensward.  Nay,  such  are  her  strange  vagaries, 
that  she  is  known  sometimes  to  hover  over  the  sick,  to  cheer 
the  weary,  feed  the  hungry,  clothe  the  naked,  teach  the  igno- 
rant, and  visit  the  captive. 
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I  cannot  gaess  where  it  has  flown, 

I've  sought  it  &r  and  near — 
Unless  the  little  jpeqple  have 

Stolen  my  lady's  gear. 

The  first  sounds  that  greeted  the  wanderers'  return  were  sadly 
at  variance  with  the  spirit  of  their  early  ramble.  Voices 
raised  in  altercation  were  heard  as  they  passed  through  the 
anteclianibery  betraying  a  serious  disagreement  between  the 
two  attendants  of  the  Princess ;  and  the  interrogated  Blandina, 
after  many  expressions  of  surprise,  indignation,  and  regret, 
enfolded  the  astoimding  intelligence  that  the  vest  of  green 
Genoa  Telvet,  its  corresponding  train  of  siLver  taffeta,  together 
with  countless  knots  of  ribbons  and  other  garniture  thereimto 
belonging,  had  disappeared,  and  could  nowhere  be  heard  of. 
On  adjourning  to  the  tiring-room,  a  strange  confusion  presented 
itself  every  chair  and  table  being  covered  with  the  contents 
of  the  well-rummaged  presses.  At  her  lady's  approach,  Inna 
raised  her  head  from  the  depths  of  a  huge  chest  in  which  she 
professed  to  be  seeking  the  missing  treasure.  Her  cheeks 
were  somewhat  suffused,  but  their  heightened  colour  might  be 
attributable  to  the  vehemence  with  which  she  called  on  all  the 
saints  to  witness  the  skill  and  precision  she  had  displayed  in 
packing  and  padlocking. 

"  Silence,  maiden,"  said  the  Princess  with  unwonted  severity. 
"Innocence  requires  not  such  noisy  vindication.  Restore 
order  to  my  scattered  wardrobe,  whilst  Dame  Blandina  and  I 
consult  how  to  repair  the  loss  of  its  best  ornament,  and  in 
what  manner  to  institute  a  search  for  it.  Tell  me,  my  good 
nurse,"  addressing  the  latter,  "  what  dost  thou  counsel?" 
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"  Alas !  madam,"  replied  Blandina,  "  I  scarcely  know  what 
to  propose ;  I  will,  with  your  sanction,  go  myself  and  seek 
through  our  apartments  at  the  convent,  lest  haply  it  might  be 
left  behind ;  yet  that  is  not  likely." 

"  Certainly  not ;  for  it  could  not  be  hid  in  a  comer." 

"  Then  I  know  not  what  I  can  propose  for  the  Fraulein.  It 
would  haye  been  as  well,  as  the  Lady  Abbess  has  insisted  on 
her  wearing  a  secular  dress,  that  she  had  provided  her  with 
one." 

"You  forget." 

"No,  I  do  not;  but  I  shall  never  be  able  to  make  one 
whole  garment  out  of  the  leavings  of  the  moths  and  mice 
which  she  entrusted  to  me.  You,  my  Princess,  will  need  the 
damask  tunic  and  flowered  mantua,  as  well  as  the  striped  silk 
of  Tuscany ;  but  I  hear  a  knock  at  the  door  of  the  anteroom ;" 
and  Blandina  hastened  from  the  comer  in  which  this  little 
conference  had  taken  place  to  open  it,  and  announce  the  two 
young  princesses,  Alice  and  Aletta. 

"  Why,  here  is  a  gallimawfry,  sweet  my  coz,"  exclaimed  the 
former.  "  Art  thou  setting  up  thy  old  garments  to  a  bidding, 
ere  thou  gettest  thyself  measured  for  the  new." 

*'  Our  cousin  Bertha  does  well  to  displace  the  dull  feathers 
of  the  hawk  before  she  assumes  the  graceful  plume  of 
Bohemia,"  observed  her  sister. 

**  That  triple  plume  has  a  device  which  falls  not  in  with  my 
humour,"  retorted  Alice  ;  "  and  if  our  coz  wiU  be  advised  by 
me,  she  will  decline  to  don  it." 

*'  Go  on,  my  lively  kinswoman,"  said  Bertha,  stooping  to 
embrace  the  banterers.  "Yet  those  are  deemed  but  unskilful 
archers  who  choose  a  near  mark  and  alow  aim." 

"  Well,  then,  we  will  sound  a  truce,"  said  Alice ;  "  our  pur- 
pose was  to  parley,  not  to  skirmish ;  we  came  to  crave  thy 
counsel  in  the  arrangement  of  our  wardrobe,  little  foreboding 
to  see  thine  own  in  such  admired  disorder." 

The  mysterious  disappearance  of  the  magnificent  vest  was 
now  disclosed ;  the  joke  and  gibe  were  exchanged  for  sincere 
sympathy ;  and  many  conjectures  were  hazarded  respecting  its 
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probable  destinj,  by  all  but  the  owner  and  her  ''  mistress  of  the 
robes,"  -who  probably  had  their  own  opinion  on  the  matter  and 
their  own  reasons  for  keeping  it  to  themselves.  Alice  conjec- 
tured that  their  formidable  aunt  had  ordered  it  to  be  kept 
back,  as  a  practical  lesson  on  mimdane  yanities,  and  Aletta 
had  the  temerity  to  hint  at  her  converting  it  into  an  altar-cloth. 

Poor  Gertmda's  distress  at  such  a  monstrous  conclusion 
was  fortunately  relieved,  and  the  number  of  wonderers  and 
conuniserators  augmented,  by  the  arrival  of  the  Baroness 
von  Hompe,  one  of  the  Archduchess's  ladies,  and  appointed 
by  her  to  the  somewhat  equivocal  office  of  temporary 
govemante  of  her  two  youthful  visitors.  This  portly  dame 
entered  with  profound  interest  into  Inna's  elaborate  account 
of  the  packing  and  padlocking  of  the  vanished  dress,  declaring 
''  that,  if  it  were  not  more  to  the  credit  of  St.  Klare  to  create 
new  garments  than  to  steal  old  ones,  she  could  almost  imagine 
the  blessed  saint  had  taken  it  in  her  own  behoof;"  a  hint 
which  Inna  was  not  slow  to  improve,  observing,  **that  doubt- 
less such  holy  personages  provided  for  their  own  wants  in  the 
way  best  suited  to  their  own  convenience." 

"And  in  this  special  case,"  retorted  Blandina  significantly, 
''  it  must  be  granted  with  little  consideration  for  ours,  since 
my  Lady  Abbess  having  ordered  the  novice  Gertruda  to  as- 
sume the  secular  habit  with  such  appliances  thereunto,  my 
Princess  had  destined  her  newest  and  best  for  her  especial 
service,  nothing  doubtful  in  its  suitableness,  since  the  young 
demosels  are  so  alike  in  height  and  size." 

"  Why  do  ye  not  lay  your  strait  before  my  Lady  ?"  suggested 
the  Baroness  von  Hompe.  "We  all  know  that  her  high- 
ness the  Archduchess  has  a  vast  store  of  the  rich  and  rare ; 
and  that  she  will  grudge  nothing  in  her  fair  favourite's  behoof 
I  give  ye  my  pledge."  This  hint  was  received  with  universal 
approbation.  Away  flew  the  young  Princesses  to  urge  their 
suit,  and  after  them  waddled  the  fat  lady-in-waiting,  to 
back  it  with  her  opportune  remarks  on  the  dangerous  inroads 
of  moths  and  damps,  and  the  consequent  benefit  of  occasional 
airings.    We  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  the  wimples  and 
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fardingale^ — the  tunics,  vests,  crosses,  and  jewels,  whicli,  al- 
though laid  by  in  disuse  from  the  mournful  state  of  the  court, 
were  now  opened  freely  to  supply  the  exigencies  of  the  Church, 
and  to  aid  in  doing  honour  to  the  return  of  the  beloved  Prince. 

The  hoards  of  the  Archduchess  in  the  article  of  raiment 
betrayed  a  bump  of  acquisitiveness  that  might  hereafter 
afford  a  guide  to  the  identification  of  her  skuU  amongst  the 
disinterred  craniums  of,  Koenigsfelden  Abbey.  Not  only  did 
the  royal  presses  teem  with  the  richer  vestments  of  her 
wedded  life,  but  there  were  to  be  found  therein  girlish  cos- 
tumes of  her  native  south — dresses  worn  in  earlier  days 
at  rural  fetes  and  masks,  the  prevailing  pastime  of  that 
period.  It  required  the  combined  aid  of  the  whole  body  of 
tirewomen  to  convey  with  due  decorum  the  rich  freight  to 
Bertha's  room  ;  the  young  ladies  preceding,  and  the  Baroness 
panting  after,  as  she  stooped,  ever  and  anon,  to  collect  some 
of  the  scattered  finery.  This  was  a  red-letter  day  in  her 
monotonous  life;  nor  was  the  opening  of  the  long-sealed 
stores  less  exhilarating  to  the  youthful  group. 

Whilst  Bertha  superintended  Blandina's  skilful  adaptation 
of  some  of  the  really  excellent  materials  to  their  destined 
wearer,  the  Princesses  seized  on  the  unappropriated  finery; 
one  of  them  peeping,  with  laughing  eyes,  through  a  cur- 
tained mask,  or  shrouding  her  graceful  form  in  the  folds  of  a 
mantilla ;  whilst  her  sister  swept  along  with  assumed  dignity 
in  robes  of  stiff  brocade.  Nor  was  it  a  less  effective  transform- 
ation when  the  portly  form  of  the  Baroness  von  Hompe 
emerged  from  a  recess,  compressed  within  the  laced  boddice 
and  short  petticoat  of  a  Swiss  shepherdess.  It  was,  in  truth, 
a  merry  mask.  The  ringing  laugh  of  the  sportive  sisters, 
bursting  afresh  at  each  renewed  admonition  of  the  travestie 
govemante ;  the  naive  curiosity  and  wonder  of  the  novice ; 
the  self-importance  of  the  tirewomen,  set  off  by  the  indulgent 
sweetness  of  the  contemplative  Princess — and  all  in  their 
various  ways  indicative  of  happiness.  At  the  height  of  their 
merriment  a  page  entered  to  announce  the  arrival  of  Father 
S within ;  and,  at  the  earnest  request  of  the  young  party,  the 
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lady-in-waiting  permitted  his  entrance.  If  the  first  sight  of 
the  motley  group  caused  the  good  friar  a  backward  step,  his 
ready  wit  turned  it  to  account  by  declaring,  **his  was  the 
natural  trepidation  of  a  mortal  on  approaching  the  assembled 
goddesses." 

**  Yerily,  my  Princess,"  he  continued,  **  I  can  compare  your 
radiant  company,  with  your  royal  self  at  its  head,  to  naught 
but  the  goddess  Ursula  and  her  virgin  harpies,  fljdng  from 
the  Picts  and  satyrs.     Ora  pro  nobis /^^  ejaculated  the   con- 
victed classic,  "  I  pray  I  be  not  confounding  the  immaculate 
maidens,  eleven  thousand  in  number,  with  that  heathen  crew 
whom  Satan,  out  of  sheer  malice  to  me  and  the  saints,  has  so 
mingled  up  in  my  imlucky  brain  that  I  hardly  know  them 
from  their  betters.     Nathless,  I  defy  them,  with  all  their  lying 
legions,  to  outdo  the  miracles  and  metamorphoses  detailed  in 
the  true  and  edifying  history  of  the  canonized  saints,  monks, 
and  hermits,  nuns,  and  princesses  of  our  holy  Mother  Church." 
The  young  ladies  reverently  assented ;  the  abigails  crossed 
themselves ;  whilst  the  Baroness  declared  *'  that  the  father's 
discourse  was  as  edifying  as  the  mass-book." 

Father  Swithin  now  craved  permission  to  present  his  oflter- 
ing ;  but,  as  he  laid  his  blooming  nosegay  before  the  priu- 
cesses  and  Gertruda,  remembering  his  late  failure  in  classical 
illustration,  he  only  ventured  on  a  simple  comparison  between 
their  beauty  and  fragrance  and  the  fair  lady-flowers  to  whom 
he  presented  them ;  taking  leave,  in  his  own  picturesque 
manner — for  his  whole  nature  was  a  genuine  gush  of  tender- 
ness, poetry,  and  devotion — with  the  affectionate  prayer, 
**  that  when  their  edxthly  bloom  was  past,  they  might  flower 
as  fadeless  immortelles  in  the  weedless  gardens  of  Paradise." 
After  the  above  exciting  incidents  a  week  passed  in  strict 
family  intercourse,  chiefly  between  the  ladies  of  the  Castle ; 
the  royal  brothers  being  often  absent  during  the  day  on 
important  business  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  entertaining 
large  parties  at  night,  at  which  they  were  not  judged  suitable 
guests.  Much  preparation  was  going  on  at  the  same  time 
within  and  without   the   Castle:  that   occupying   the  elder 
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inmates,  left  the  young  party  to  enjoy  their  rides*  and  rajnbles, 
their  needlework,  and  social  chat ;  unless,  indeed,  when  they 
were  caUed  on  to  take  their  part  in  the  more  important  con- 
sultations of  the  tiring-room,  which  had  unfortunately  lost 
its  most  efficient  workwoman  by  the  sudden  and,  it  was 
feared,  infectious  illness  of  Inna,  which  had  necessitated  her 
removal  to  a  distant  part  of  the  Castle  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
housekeeper's  apartments.  The  Baroness  von  Hompe  was, 
to  the  ill-concealed  satisfaction  of  her  charge,  often  called  off 
to  hold  conferences  with  the  Lord  Chamberlain  on  intricate 
questions  of  German  etiquette ;  and  these  unexplained  con- 
ferences and  appointments  so  awakened  the  curiosity  of  the 
twin  Princesses  that  they  determined,  if  it  were  possible,  to 
find  out  the  place  in  which  they  were  held  and — who  knows  ? 
— but  the  wicked  suspicion  was  only  expressed  by  sagacious 
nods  of  the  head—convict  the  rigid  duenna  of  some  little 
departure  from  her  own  code  of  propriety.  After  much 
diligent  search  the  object  of  it  was  found,  together  with  the 
Chamberlain,  in  the  great  hall,  busily  employed  with  that 
venerable  functionary  in  marshaling  old  Everard  and  his 
troop  of  serving-men,  who  had  grown  somewhat  rusty  from 
want  of  practice.  Their  wheelings  and  counter-wheelings 
— ^the  Baroness  occasionally  acting  as  fugleman,  or  rather 
woman — were  no  less  diverting  Ihian  the  labours  of  the 
wheezing  Chamberlain,  who,  furnished  with  a  long  list  of 
interminable  titles  and  quarterings  of  the  expected  guests, 
rehearsed  his  part  of  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  with  martyr- 
like patience  and  perseverance.  The  sisters  had  discovered  a 
private  entrance  into  the  musicians'  gallery  above,  and  kept 
up  a  running  accompaniment  between  it  and  the  ladies' 
bower.  It  was  impossible  to  withstand  their  simny  mirth  and 
droll  representations.  Gertruda  was  soon  enlisted  as  a  sharer 
of  their  stealthy  peeps,  and  even  the  grave  Archduchess 
was  half  coaxed,  half  dragged  to  the  door,  though  seared 
by  her  fears  and  her  propriety  from  entering  within  it. 

Bertha  beheld  with    delightful    surprise  the   marvellous 
change  which  light  and  liberty  had  wrought  on  the  fragile 
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flower  of  the  cloister :  her  quickened  step,  her  upright  gait, 
her  lieightened  bloom,  the  laughing  light  of  her  eyes,  and 
the  sweet  smile  for  ever   struggling  to  her  lips,  from  the 
heart's  deep  content.   Alice  declared  she  saw  the  rose  opening 
hour  by  hour  on  her  cheeks ;  and  Aletta  that  she  laughed  so 
loud  as  threatened  to  betray  them  to  the  performers  in  the 
liA.ll-    But,  while  expanding  in  the  sunshine,  did  no  chill  from 
the  cloister  creep  through  her  veins  ?    No  one  knew.     G-er- 
tmdA  never  named  Kcsnigsfelden,   and  Bertha  requested  it 
might  never  be  spoken  of  in  her  hearing.    She  had  also  taken 
care  that  the  door  leading  to  the  oratory  should  be  locked, 
and  the  key  be  placed  in  Blandina's  keeping,  and  Gertruda 
had  neither  asked  for  it  nor  made  any  allusion  to  the  myste- 
rious imAge.     She  might  be  likened  to  the  Princess  in  the 
fairy  tale,  who  was  transplanted  into  a  fairy  region  which  she 
knew  was  not  her  own,   but  which  she  was  permitted  to 
enjoy  for  a  season,  on  the  penalty  of  its  vanishing  at  the  first 
word  of  her  former  state  of  being.     To  the  other  emancipated 
captive,  who  had  looked  to  the  busy  world  as  her  future  home 
and  scene  of  action,  it  had  worn  no  air  of  fairy-land,  but  one 
of  anxious  cares  and  stem  realities.   She  could  not — she  willed 
not — to  dose  her  eyes  on  that  which  was  passing  around  her, 
nor  forbear  to  read  in  her  father's  pensive  smile,  on  her  uncle 
Albert's  thoughtful  brow,  and  yet  more  on  Leopold's  flushed 
dheeks,  that  peace  dwelt  not  within.    Blandina,  who  went 
daily  to  the  housekeeper's  room  to  inquire  for  her  patient  the 
sick  tirewoman,  brought  back  intelligence  of  nocturnal  meet- 
ings and  noisy  wranglings  amongst  the  nobles  at  the  banquets 
which  were  held  both  at  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg  and  those 
of  the  neighbouring  chieftains.     Neither  was  the  intelligence 
brought  of  Inna  likely  to  allay  the  anxiety  felt  both  by  the 
Princess  and  Blandina  on  her  account ;  and  her  state  was  the 
more  unaccountable,  as  the  excellent  doctor  who  had  been 
summoned  at  first  by  the  housekeeper  had  pronounced  her 
disorder  to  be  slight-— the  effect  of  a  cold  and  over-excitement, 
and  it  had  in  fact  easily  yielded  to  his  remedies.     A  relapse 
had  occurred  which  neither  the  leech  nor  housekeeper  could 
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account  for.  In  the  peopled  state  of  the  castle,  the  latter  was 
obliged  to  delegate  her  oflSce  of  nurse  to  one  recommended 
by  Father  Anselmo,  Jhe  confessor  of  the  novices,  who  came 
often  to  visit  the  sick  girl ;  and  though  he  did  not  absolutely 
forbid  the  attendance  of  the  leech,  yet  his  orders  were  too  often 
contradicted  and  his  remedies  set  aside.  Bertha  felt  it  impos- 
sible to  let  the  matter  rest  here,  and  she  and  her  chief 
coimcillor,  Blandina,  determined  that  they  must  endeavour  all 
in  their  power  to  speak  to  the  leech,  as  well  as  to  bespeak 
the  interest  of  the  Archduke.  To  effect  this,  Blandina  should 
learn  from  the  housekeeper  the  usual  hour  of  Doctor  Baum- 
garten's  visit,  and  endeavour  to  meet  him  in  her  room ;  and,  if 
further  interference  or  assistance  were  required.  Bertha  well 
knew  she  should  readily  find  it  from  her  indulgent  parent. 

Such  was  the  state  of  affairs  in  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg  after 
the  first  week  of  the  family  reunion ;  but  the  circle  was  soon 
to  be  enlarged  from  without,  and  the  rehearsals  converted 
into  actual  performances. 
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CHAPTEE  XIV. 

THE  PASS   OF   ST.    GOTHABD. 

Tliink'st  thou  to  gull  me  by  that  mean  disguise  ? 
Nchleaae  oblige  y  conceal  it  as  thou  wilt. 

Neably  five  centuries  before  the  Imperial  Koad-maker  had 
thrown  his  girdle  round  the  Alps,  and  demanded  a  free 
passage  from  the  Frozen  Giants,  a  party  of  travellers  prepared 
to  leave  Bellinzona,  a  town  on  the  Italian  side  of  Mont;  St. 
Gothard,  and  cross  the  mountain-pass  on  foot.  They  were 
without  attendants  save  their  guides,  and,  from  the  various 
callings  which  their  dress  indicated — one  being  habited  as  a 
wandering  minstrel  or  Minnesinger,  another  bearing  a  ped- 
lar's pack,  and  a  third  the  pilgrim's  staff — it  might  appear 
as  though  their  meeting  had  been  by  chance,  such  associa- 
tions not  being  at  all  rare  in  those  days,  when  the  wild  passes 
of  the  Alps  were  invaded  by  bandit  hordes,  and  constantly 
traversed  by  scarcely  less  lawless  bands  of  mercenaries  in  the 
pay  of  sovereigns  whose  rapacity  and  "ambition  kept  them  in 
constant  action.  Whether  the  liberality  with  which  his  guests 
had  discharged  their  account  with  mine  host  of  the  Aquila 
d'Oro  had  raised  some  doubts  as  to  their  identity  with  their 
presumed  humble  callings,  or  the  natural  regret  of  the  landlord 
at  losing  such  customers,  is  not  quite  evident ;  but  he  remained 
at  the  door  of  his  inn  watching  their  progress,  together  with 
a  remarkably  distinguished-looking  Swiss  mountaineer,  until 
the  party  were  out  of  sight.  Soon  after,  the  latter,  taking 
Mendly  leave  of  mine  host,  also  ascended  the  mountain,  but 
by  another  and  shorter  path  than  that  taken  by  the  motley 
group  already  described.  Our  travellers  seemed  largely  to 
partake  of  the  hilarity  inspired  by  mountain  air,  and  to  be 
little  under  the  infiuence  of  apprehension  or  prudence.     They 
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roused  the  eclioes  by  their  cheerful  voices,  now  uniting  in  a 
hunters'  chorus,  anon  hailing  their  companions  from  the  top 
of  an  impending  rock  or  the  depth  of  a  cavern  as  following 
their  several  humours,  they  left  the  beaten  path  to  find  one 
trodden  only 

"By  the  wild  flock  that  never  knew  a  fold." 

The  Pilgrim  alone,  with  a  gravity  becoming  his  calling, 
continued  his  route  by  the  side  of  his  guides  steadily,  but  not 
silently;  for  he  encouraged  them  to  converse  freely  by  ask- 
ing them  pertinent  questions  respecting  the  country  through 
which  they  passed,  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  people, 
and  even  their  own  individual  history,  enlivening  his  dis- 
course with  such  playful  sallies  as  are  generally  well  received 
from  the  lips  of  the  traveller.  Thus  discoursing,  the  party 
had  got  considerably  in  advance  of  their  more  erratic  com- 
panions, when,  warned  by  the  guides  of  the  danger  of  lingering 
on  the  mountain,  and  failing  to  get  an  answer  to  their  repeated 
caUs,  the  Pilgrim  sent  the  guides  back  in  different  directions 
to  collect  the  stragglers,  proposing  to  walk  on  to  the  entrance 
of  a  forest  which  crowned  the  next  ascent.  Here,  when 
reached,  he  stretched  himself  on  the  moss-cushioned  root  of 
BL  fragrant  pine,  and,  lulled  by  wind  and  waterfall,  he  first 
fell  into  a  dreamy  reverie,  and  then  into  a  summer-day  sleep, 
that  most  delicious  of  slumbers.  A  shrill  cry  first  broke  the 
speU,  and  this,  followed  by  the  whizzing  of  an  arrow  through 
the  air  and  the  fall  of  a  dark  body  which  threw  a  shadow  on 
the  path,  completely  roused  him.  At  the  same  moment,  the 
Swiss  mountaineer,  whom  we  have  already  noticed  at  the 
door  of  the  AquHa  d'Oro,  sprang  from  the  thicket,  and  ap- 
proached a  large  eagle,  which,  transfixed  by  the  archer's 
dart,  had  in  falling  released  a  kid  that  he  had  carried  off  in 
his  beak.  The  little  creature,  unharmed  though  stunned, 
was  taken  in  the  arms  of  the  hunter  to  its  mother,  who  had 
rushed  down  the  rock,  and  was  stamping  and  butting  at  the 
dying  eagle.  Powerful  even  in  its  death-pangs,  the  mighty 
denizen  of  the  rock  was  tearing  up  the  moss  with  its  flapping 
wings,  and  burying  its  ponderous  body  in  the  earth,  until  its 
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Mm-pLorcing  eye  beoame  dim,  its  straggles  relaxed,  and  it 
fiH  Hfelees  on  its  side.  The  traveller,  who  had  been  watching 
tius  hunting  episode  with  much  interest,  now  approached  the 
archery  on  whose  countenance  he  read  more  of  sympathy  than 
trinmph  as  he  bent  over  the  spoil  of  his  bow. 

"You  have  a  noble  quarry  here,  hunter,"  said  he;  '^but 
mettiinks  it  is  almost  a  pity  to  destroy  such  a  beQtting  monarch 
of  these  wilds." 

«I  did  it  not  for  sport,  Sir  Pilgrim,"  answered  the  hunter, 
andy  as  he  spoke,  he  rose  to  his  full  height,  and  looked  at  the 
speakeTi  who,  in  his  turn,  regarded  him  with  admiration. 
The  archer  was  in  the  prime  of  manhood ;  his  countenance 
handsome  and  open.;  his  form  at  once  athletic  and  flexible. 
A  few,  a  very  few,  grey  hairs  mingled  with  the  sunny  brown 
of  his  closely  curling  locks,  whilst  those  locks  retreating  from 
his  forehead  revealed  a  few  lines  impressed  by  thought  or 
care  across  it.  ^^It  was  no  pastime  to  me,"  he  continued, 
^*  to  stop  his  lofty  flight ;  but  I  had  no  other  means  of  re- 
leasing the  captive  in  his  beak." 

"  A  prisoner  scarcely  worth  the  life  of  its  noble  captor." 

"It  is  thus  you  may  reckon,  Sir  Pilgrim,"  said  the  archer 
indignantly;  ^^but,  in  my  poor  judgment,  there  is  no  victim 
of  tyranny,  however  insignificant,  that  is  not  worth  ransoming 
at  any  sacrifice." 

"Nay,  I  crave  your  pardon.  I  meant  not  to  disparage 
your  motives.  Your  skiU  is  beyond  all  challenge.  I  marvel, 
though,  that,  in  aiming  at  the  eagle,  you  did  not  fear  to  hit 
the  little  trembler  in  his  beak." 

"I  am  schooled  in  passes  of  that  kind,"  said  the  Swiss,  in 
a  voice  that  had  lost  its  tone  of  defiance.  "  God  grant  you 
may  never  be  called  to  take  lessons  therein !" 

There  was  something  in  the  calm  dignify  of  this  reply,  still 
more  the  sudden  revelation  it  conveyed  of  the  identity  of  the 
speaker,  that  silenced  further  interrogatory.  To  change  the 
subject,  the  Pilgrim  pointed  to  the  arrow  iJiat  still  transfixed 
the  dead  eagle,  remarking  it  had  ''gone  straight  through 
the  heart." 
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"  Pull  it  out,  if  it  SO  please  ye,"  said  the  archer,  "  and  read 
me  the  posey." 

'*  *  The  Avenger !  *  the  characters  are  cunningly  carved,  and 
the  arrow  is  of  the  toughest ;  but  I  do  not  relish  the  motto  : 
'  Vengeance  is  mine,  saith  the  Lord.'  " 

The  Swiss  fixed  his  eyes  intently  on  his  companion. 
"Whence  drew  you  that  solemn  saw?"  And  then,  as  if 
impatient  of  the  subject,  abruptly  asked,  ''Why  find  I  you 
alone  on  the  mountain.  Surely  erewhile  you  left  Bellinzona 
in  company?" 

"I  did,  and  well  I  now  remember  you  watched  with  mine 
host  our  departure  from  the  court  of  his  hostelry." 

"  He  might  well  do  his  best  to  show  due  honour — ay,  and 
to  protect  from  roguery — guests  of  such  courteous  speech  and 
liberal  hand.  Moreover,  mine  host  of  the  Aquila  d'Oro  is  a 
lover  of  the  gentle  science,  and  was  en  wrapt  by  the  minstrel's 
melody,  and  says  he  calls  to  mind  the  romaunt  of  Blondel, 
the  noble  Minnesinger,  who  delivered  him  of  the  Lion-heart 
from  the  vile  dungeon  in  which  his  false  allies  had  chained 
him." 

**  And  what  was  your  comment  thereon?" 

"A  hearty  wish  that  mine  host's  lauded  minstrel  might 
prove  as  faithful  to  his — " 

'*King?" 

"I  leave  you.  Sir  Pilgrim,  to  fill  the  blank  with  what  title 
you  list.  Your  Blondel  gives  but  little  promise  of  fidelity  in 
leaving  you  thus  alone.  But  gibe  apart,  if  you  have  missed 
your  way  and  your  company,  and  will  accept  of  my  poor 
services,  I  will  help  you  to  find  both." 

The  traveller  explained  his  position,  and  his  desire  to  reach 
the  foot  of  the  mountain  ere  nightfall. 

**  That  you  will  scarcely  do,  unless  you  borrow  the  wings  of 
my  poor  eagle,"  said  the  Swiss  bowman,  smiling.  *<But  if 
we  can  succeed  in  quickening  the  steps  of  your  fellow-tra- 
vellers, you  may  arrive  at  the  summit  of  the  mountain,  and 
get  a  night's  lodging,  and  supper  to  boot,  at  the  Hospice, 
where  the  good  Prior  is  ever  ready  to  welcome  the  weary, 
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asking  naught  in  return  but  tidings  from  the  plains  below, 
and  liow  that  world  wags  which  he  belieyes  he  renounced 
long  ago.'' 

''  IToxir  counsel  is  good.  I  see  the  laggards  just  emerging 
from  the  forest  yonder ;  they  answer  our  signals,  and  come  on 
more  briskly;  An't  please  ye,  bold  hunter,  we  will  pursue 
our  journey,  and  leave  them  to  foUow.  On  what  do  you  look 
so  keenly,  hunter?    See  you  another  eagle  on  the  wing ?" 

"  Perchance  a  vulture  hovering  round  its  prey.  I  surely 
counted  three  guides,  and  you  departed  with  two." 

**  The  third  overtook  us  at  about  a  furlong's  distance  from 
Bellinzona.  By  my  staff  and  oocklo-shelL !  I  see  now  through 
the  plot.  The  fellow  said  he  was  sent  as  an  after-precaution 
of  the  landlord,  lest — ^but  I  forget  the  rest  of  his  lying  inven- 
tions." 

<<The  scoundrel  has  more  effrontery  than  I  could  have 
credited  him  for,  seeing  that  his  services  were  flatly  refused 
by  the  landlord.  But,  fear  not.  Sir  Pilgrim,  your  other  guides 
are  trustworthy,  and  I  will  keep  an  eye  on  the  scapegrace. 
By  the  way,  had  he  a  companion  ?" 

*f  Now  you  ask  me,  I  think  he  was  accompanied  by  a  Fran- 
ciscan iriar,  who  walked  onwards  without  any  salutation.  I 
scarcely  noticed  him,  and  he  was  soon  out  of  sight." 

There  was  nothing  more  said  for  some  minutes,  when  the 
Pilgrim,  whose  interest  in  his  companion  became  more  and 
more  lively,  forgot  the  intrusive  guide,  and  with  some  address 
led  back  the  conversation  to  the  subject  formerly  touched  on, 
by  observing, — 

"After  the  example  you  have  shown  me  of  your  skill, 
himter,  I  shall  moderate  my  marvel  at  the  wonders  we  hear 
on  our  side  of  the  mountains  of  your  Swiss  prowess  in  battle." 
**  You  may,  perchance,  never  have  felt  the  foreign  tyrant's 
gripe,  and  know  not,  therefore,  what  force  there  is  in  a  free 
man's  struggles.  The  waters  of  our  lake  when  calm  reflect 
the  blue  of  heaven,  but  we  wist  not  of  their  depth  and  strength 
till  strong  winds  lash  them  into  fury.  Even  the  dove  will 
defend  her  young  against  the  hawk." 
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''I  understand  your  parable,  and  grant  the  hawk  to  be 
a  suitable  device  for  your  oppressors — even  the  talons  of 
the  great  Budolph  were  sharp  when  his  will  was  crossed; 
but  that  will  was  generally  tempered  with  generosity,  and 
oftentimes  restrained  by  justice.  He  was  a  giant  in  an 
age  of  pigmies,  and  ruled,  as  a  wise  father  governs  his 
children,  because  he  was  superior  to  all  in  wisdom  and 
experience.  But  he  was  long  before  our  time,  friend," 
continued  the  Pilgrim,  recollecting  that  he  had  been  thinking 
aloud  rather  than  addressing  his  companion;  ''though  we 
can  both  recollect  the  murder  of  his  son,  the  Emperor 
Albert." 

"  My  country  was  clear  of  that  deed — a  foul  one,  but  still 
more  foully  avenged." 

"Did  I  not  say,  even  now,  that  man  is  a  blind  avenger? 
But  surely  fSame  has  outrun  truth  in  the  dark  stories  it  tells  of 
the  cruelties  of  the  Queen  of  Hungary  and  her  brother  Leo- 
pold. Could  woman's  nature  become  so  hardened  as  to  revel 
in  deeds  of  blood  ?" 

"Stranger,"  replied  the  Swiss  solemnly,  "that  history, 
though  deeply  engraven  on  every  heart,  has  been  forbidden 
to  find  its  way  to  the  lips :  let  us  drop  the  subject." 

"Answer  me  but  this.  Has  no  trace  of  the  unfortxmate 
and  guilty  John  of  Swabia  been  discovered  ?  " 

"And  if  there  had,  it  would  peril  my  head  to  own  any 
cognizance  of  it.  Let  it  be  repeated,  to  the  credit  of  my 
people,  that,  though  ground  to  the  earth  by  Albert,  they 
refused  to  shelter  his  murderers.  Had  they  known  how  his 
death  would  have  been  avenged,  and  the  true  history  of  the 
wrongs  that  provoked  it,  they  might  not,  perhaps,  have 
dealt  such  hard  justice  to  his — ^But  we  will  leave  them  to 
One  who  mingles  mercy  in  His  sternest  awards." 

The  travellers  now  walked  on  for  some  time  in  silence, 
which  the  Pilgrim  broke  by  referring  to  the  recent  battle  of 
Morgarten,  which  has  been  termed  the  "  Swiss  Marathon." 
He  did  not,  indeed,  inake  any  allusion  to  classic  antiquity 
when  he  asked  his  companion  if  he  had  been  in  the  fight, 
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but  in  the  'beneyolent  hope  of  raising  his  spirits,  which  their 
last  subject  had  evidently  depressed. 

''1  was  on  the  heights"  he  replied,  his  eye  kindling, 
^'  above  that  narrow  ledge,  between  the  heights  of  Morgarten 
and  the  lake  below.  It  was  on  the  6th  of  November,*  yet 
there  was  just  such  a  sun  in  the  heavens  as  now  rides  over 
our  heads  and  gleams  on  the  snow.  It  shone  brighter  yet  on 
the  lake  bordered  by  the  narrow  way  over  which  the  invaders 
had  to  pass. '  It  was,  in  sooth,  a  noble  sight ;  the  whole  army 
of  Austrian  chivalry,  headed  by  the  fiery  Leopold,  dwarfish,  it 
is  true,  in  stature,  but  with  a  spirit  that  swells  him  to  the  bulk 
of  a  giant.  Although  twenty  thousand  strong,  the  narrow 
footway  admitted  but  a  single  horseman." 

"Twenty  thousand!"  repeated  the  listener,  who  drank  in 
eagerly  the  words  of  the  narrator.  "How  were  the  Schwyt- 
zers  prepared  for  such  an  encounter  ?  " 

**  Four  hundred  of  the  best  bowmen  of  Uri,  and  three 
hundred  of  chosen  lancers  from  Unterwalden,  had  come  to 
their  assistance,  and  swelled  their  numbers  to  thirteen 
hundred." 

"A  fearful  odds!  A  handful  of  peasants,  against  the 
trained  bands  of  Austria." 

**  As  men  deem,"  resumed  the  narrator.  "  But  they  had 
Bight  for  their  watchword,  the  mountains  and  lakes  for  their 
guardians,  and  the  counsel  of  the  experienced  for  their 
direction.  On  the  eve  of  the  attack,  the  thirteen  hundred 
warriors  stood  bareheaded  to  listen  to  the  advice  of  their 
elders.  Eandolph  Eeding  of  Bilbereck  had  caused  himself  to 
be  borne  on  his  sick  couch  and  placed  in  their  midst.  He 
held  an  arrow  in  his  feeble  hand,  and  thus  addressed  them : 
'My  sons,  the  Lord  has  sent  us  this  winged  messenger 
irom,  the  hand  of  a  foe,  who  has  taken  pity  on  oiur  state.  It 
was  shot  yesterday  into  oiur  outposts;  read  the  inscription, 
"  Beware  of  Morgarten ! "  I  do  not  hesitate  to  counsel  you  to 
follow  the  warning  it  gives,  as  I  know  full  well  the  hand  £rom 

*  The  whole  of  this  account  is  historical. 
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whence  it  comes ;  whose  but  the  noble  Henry  of  Hunenberg's, 
who  scorned  to  attack  a  handful  of  unprepared  victims  with 
the  congregated  force  of  Austria  ?  Range  yourselves  by  break 
of  day  on  the  heights  of  Satel,  and  there,  after  imploring  as- 
sistance from  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  calmly  and  confidently  await 
the  issue.  Fear  not,  my  beloved  Schwytzers,'  continued  the 
aged  man,  as  sudden  strength  shot  through  his  frame,  enabling 
him  to  raise  himself  on  his  couch,  ^  the  eyes  of  the  ancient, 
though  dim  to  outward  objects,  are  sometimes  permitted  to 
pierce  into  the  hidden.  Ere  the  set  of  to-morrow's  sun  your 
foe  will  be  in  your  power ;  use  your  triumph  as  Christian  men 
and  as  loyal  Sohwytzers.'  A  low  murmur  of  respectful  accord 
ran  through  the  host ;  and,  as  they  were  about  to  bear  the  re- 
spected Elder  to  his  home,  a  band  of  fifty  Schwytzers  entered 
the  square.  These  were  some  harebrained  youths  who  had 
been  led  into  insubordination  by  their  hot  blood,  and  had  been 
banished  from  their  country.  In  her  hour  of  peril  they  re- 
turned to  offer  their  lives  in  her  defence :  but  the  stern  virtue 
of  their  countrymen  refused  to  receive  them  into  their  ranks. 
Generous  and  patriotic,  they  still  determined  to  merit  a  recall 
to  their  country  or  perish  with  her.  I  offered  them  my  co- 
operation, being  well  acquainted  with  every  cleft  of  the  moun- 
tain. We  spent  the  night  in  collecting  large  rocks  and  felling 
trees ;  and  at  day-break  we  stood  with  our  ammunition  heaped 
around  us,  and  joined  our  supplications  with  those  of  the 
army  on  the  Satel  for  a  blessing  on  our  arms.'' 

**Your  bow,  I  doubt  not,  did  quick  execution  on  that  hot 
day  ?  '*  interrupted  the  Pilgrim. 

**  I  crave  pardon ;  it  lay  unstrung,  for  we  worked  with  heavier 
arms.  Large  stones,  trunks  and  roots  of  trees,  even  detached 
rocks,  were  hurled  from  our  hands  on  the  invaders  as  they  de- 
filed in  gallant  trim  below,  crushing  both  horse  and  rider,  or 
hurling  them  into  the  lake.  The  unexpected  attack  maddened 
the  furious  animals,  and  scarcely  less  astounded  masters;  so 
that  a  scene  of  the  most  terrible  confusion  took  place,  of  which 
the  Schwytzers  planted  on  the  Satel  took  advantage.  Rushing 
down  the  slope,  they  attacked  the  enemy's  flank,  struck  down 
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the  hesYj  armed  knights  with  their  cluhs,  and  attacked  them 
with  halberd  and  two-handed  sword ;  thus  finishing  the  de- 
struction which  the  artillery  of  the  mountain  had  begun. 
The  victory  was  complete :  in  one  hour  and  a  half  none  re- 
mained of  that  haughty  host  but  the  flying  and  the  slain. 
Leopold  was  saved  with  difficulty,  but  his  chivalry  was  trodden 
in  the  dust." 

**  Did  not  the  Vogt  Landenburg  fall  on  that  day  ?  and,  if  I 
mistake  not,  his  brother,  the  tyrant  of  Kiisnacht?  "  asked  the 
Pilgrim ;  but  a  moment's  recollection  and  the  saddened  expres- 
sion of  the  hunter's  countenance  made  him  repent  his  curiosity. 

*' J2^  fell  not  in  fight,"  answered  the  Archer  in  a  voice  of 
deep  emotion.  **Yet  he  deserved  his  fate.  You  say  well 
that  man  is  a  blind  a/venger ;  yet,  may  he  not  be  a  chosen  in- 
strument  in  the  hand  of  the  Great  Awarder  to  punish  the 
oppressor  and  the  blood-thirsty  ?  "  The  question  remained  un- 
answered, for  a  sudden  change  of  weather  drew  attention  to 
the  danger  of  their  situation.  **Did  you  hear  that?"  ex- 
claimed the  Bowman,  as  a  rumbling  like  the  discharge  of 
artillery  resounded  amongst  the  mountains.  ''  It  is  the  fall  of 
an  avalanche  yonder.  See,  see !  it  rolls  down  the  slope  of  the 
rock — and  there  is  another.  Why  do  your  party  linger  ? 
there's  a  snow-storm  towards."  Almost  as  these  words  of 
warning  were  uttered,  the  sun  became  darkened,  light  walls 
of  snow  were  lifted  from  the  tops  of  the  mountains  and  fell 
back  in  feathery  wreaths,  beautiful  in  spite  of  their  omen  of 
storm.  A  low  wail,  musical  and  plaintive,  was  heard  from  the 
tops  of  the  pines,  whilst  sudden  gusts  strewed  the  paths  with 
falling  leaves  and  tender  shoots. 

"  We  must  endeavour  to  reach  the  Hospice  ere  the  storm 
breaks,"  said  the  Swiss,  "  or  evil  may  betide."  And  again  he 
blew  a  loud  blast  of  his  horn  to  quicken  the  lagging  party. 
Before  they  were  all  assembled 

"Iron  sleet  of  arrowy  shower" 

had  begun  ,to  fall,  and  soon  close-clustering  flakes  of  snow 
blocked  up  the  path  and,  congealing  as  it  fell,  rendered  it  so 
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slippery  and  uncertain  that  the  travellers  were  in  danger  at 
every  step  of  exchanging  it  for  some  unseen  gnlf,  or  losing 
each  other  amid  the  darkness.  Moreover,  the  driving  snow 
took  away  their  breath,  its  icy  touch  benumbed  their  limbs 
and  impeded  their  movements.  The  guides,  and  more  espe- 
cially the  Bowman,  gave  all  their  help  of  long  experience  to 
their  companions,  who  in  all  else  were  in  no  whit  behind  the 
requisitions  of  that  perilous  hour. 

At  length  the  Mendly  light  of  the  Hospice  was  discerned 
glimmering  on  the  snow,  and,  cold,  famishing  and  exhausted, 
never  was  baronial  hall,  or  summer  bower,  half  so  welcome 
to  the  bidden  guest  as  the  ice-encrusted  walls  of  the  rude 
monastery  of  St.  Gothard  to  our  weather-beaten  travellers ! 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  HOSFIOE. 

What  though  frost 
Beign  eyerlastingly— there's  that  within 
Which  where  it  comes  makes  summer. 

"  Bbnediotte  !"  said  the  porter,  as  lie  opened  the  door  of  the 
oonvent,  sheltering  himself  behind  its  massive  screen  from 
the  sharp  blast  which  forced  in  the  snow-shower,  and  almost 
choked  the  entrance.  ^'  Gome  in,  and  welcome !  But  where,  in 
the  name  of  aU  calendared  saints,  did  ye  linger  in  such  a 
night  as  this?" 

He  led  the  way  through  several  vaulted  passages  to  the 
foot  of  some  stone  stairs,  and  thence  to  a  higher  story,  and, 
throwing  open  a  wide  door,  introduced  the  almost  bHnded  and 
frozen  travellers  into  the  light  and  warmth  of  the  convent 
refectory.  A  large  fire  of  blazing  pine-logs  reached  half 
across  the  large  apartment,  around  which  wore  gathered  a 
number  of  men,  who,  having  satisfied  their  hunger  at  the 
well-covered  table  reaching  through  the  whole  length  of  the 
middle  of  the  chamber,  had  retired,  taking  with  them  their 
flasks  and  goblets  to  drain  them  further  round  the  cheerful  fire. 
The  Prior,  a  fine  hale  old  man  with  an  aspect  fuU  of  benevo^ 
lent  hilarity,  rose  courteously  from  his  snug  seat  in  the  warmest 
comer  of  the  capacious  chimney  at  the  entrance  of  the  strangers, 
''regretting  they  had  not  arrived  earlier  to  partake  of  abetter 
supx>er  than  he  feared  he  could  now  place  before  them." 

"But  put  on  the  best  ye  have,  brother  Cellarer,"  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  one  of  the  friars  in  attendance.  '^  The  end 
of  a  feast  is  better  than  the  beginning  of  a  fray,  as  the  old  saw 
assures  us,  and,  moreover,  that  hunger  needs  no  sauce." 

"  Nor  does  good  wine  need  a  bush,  reverend  father,  to  draw 
in  my  turn  on  the  wisdom  of  ages,"  answered  tho  Pilgrim^ 
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bowing  courteously  as  he  first  drank  of  tlie  warm  cordial  pre- 
pared for  thenii  and  passed  the  cup  to  his  Mends.  '^  This  is 
the  elixir  vitae ;  already  it  tingles  at  my  fingers'  ends  ;  it  would 
bring  the  dead  alive  T' 

The  upper  part  of  the  table  was  quickly  respread  with 
viands  that  less  hungry  participants  might  have  relished — such 
as  deer  and  chamois  flesh,  partridges  and  heathcocks,  goat's- 
milk  cheese  and  other  dairy  dainties.     Of  these  our  half-fam- 
ished wayfarers  having  partaken  at  their  pleasure,  room  was 
made  for  them  to  join  the  fireside  circle.     As  he  took  the  seat 
ofPered  him  next  the  Prior,  the  Pilgrim  looked  round  on  the 
countenances  illuminated  by  the  blaze  of  the  pine-logs,  in  the 
hope  of  discovering  that  of  his  late  companion,  the  Swiss  Bow- 
man ;  but  his  search  was  vain.     Neither  was  its  absence  com- 
pensated for  by  any  of  those  which  met  his  eye.     The  greater 
number  of  the  company  were  brothers  of  the  monastery, 
whose  round  and  rubicimd  faces  were   here  and  there  con- 
trasted by  the  moustached  lips  and  bronzed  visages  of  some 
swaggering  freebooters,  and  the  haggard  eye  and  travel-bent 
form  of  a  few  pilgrims,  of  whom  many  were  crossing  the 
mountain,  to  attend  the  approaching  festival  of  "Our  Lady  of 
Einsielden."     In  his  carefiil  investigation,  the  inquirer's  eye 
rested  with  a  strange  yet  unwilling  fascination  on  a  figure  of 
large  dimensions  wrapped  in  the  cloak  of  a  Mendicant  Friar,  the 
cowl  of  which  was  so  closely  drawn  over  the  face  as  to  conceal 
all  the  features  save  a  pair  of  large,  round,  and  very  prominent 
eyes,  that  almost  gave  an  appearance  of  strangulation,  as  they 
rested  with  a  cold  meaningless  stare  on  all  who  looked  to- 
wards them — just  as,  by  a  secret  of  the  painter's  art,  the  eye 
of  some  portraits  seems  to  follow  you  whithersoever  you  turn. 
To  the  Pilgrim's  fancy  those  grey  starting  orbs  of  the  Fran- 
ciscan friar  fell  on  him  like  a  blighting  mildew,  and  even 
chilled  the  hilarity  of  the  Prior's  jokes,  his  blazing  faggots, 
and  hospitable  cheer.     When  the  party  were  again  settled, 
and  the  widened  circle  closed,  the  cheerful  superior  proceeded 
to  demand  what  he  termed  his  toU,  and  to  ask  his  guests  for 
news  from  Italy. 
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''  Few  travellers  have  passed  over  our  altitudes  of  late,"  he 
said.  ''  And  though  we  do  live  so  much  above  the  world,  we  still 
take  a  little  interest  in  its  concerns."  And  here  his  fat  cough, 
eyen  more  irresistible  than  his  wit,  communicated  its  in- 
fluence to  the  whole  circle,  taking  its  roimd  with  the  wine- 
cup;  widening  every  mouth,  and  illuminating  every  eye  except 
those  of  the  Friar,  which  looked  coldly  on,  and  checked  the 
answering  joke  on  the  Pilgrim's  lips. 

"  However,"  continued  the  Prior,  '*it  raineth  not  imless  it 
'  poureth,  and  this  day  we  have  collected  a  goodly  company 
firom  aU  parts." 

"For  which,  reverend  father,"  observed  the  Sub-prior, 
"  we  have  to  render  gratulations,  first  to  our  blessed  Lady 
of  the  Eremites,  and  next  to  the  return  of  the  Archduke 
Frederick." 

"Ay,  tell  us,  sir  Pilgrim,"  eagerly  interupted  the  Prior,  "if 
this  wondrous  bruit  be  true  which  these  gallant  militaires 
have  brought  us.  Has  Duke  Frederick  in  verity  escaped  from 
captivity?" 

"  Truly,  reverend  father,  I  concern  myself  little  about  the 
afiPairs  of  my  betters ;  but  it  was  noised  throughout  all  Lom- 
bardy  that  Louis  of  Bavaria  had  opened  the  .prison-door  of 
his  captive,  Frederick  of  Hapsburg,  and  that  the  Archduke 
had  returned  to  his  brethren." 

"Thus  much  we  have  already  gathered  from  our  other 
guests  ;  but  canst  not  thou,  my  son,  being  more  recently 
arrived,  throw  some  glimmer  of  light  on  the  cause  of  this 
unlooked-for  clemency  ?  Louis  is  not  wont  to  give  up  his 
prisoners  without  a  ransom." 

"  Some  affirm  that  he  has  withdrawn  the  bolt  in  order  to 
levy  such.  But  I  pray  your  excuse  for  my  dullness,"  continued 
the  Pilgrim  rather  impatiently,  "  when  I  confess  I  give  but 
little  heed  to  the  tongue  of  rumour." 

"There  are,  however,  two  gallants  of  your  party,"  said  the 
baffiedyet  not  disconcerted  inquirer,  "who,  I  warrant,  have 
not  the  same  indifference  to  what  passes  in  courts  and  bowers, 
since,  cert^s,  they  must  be  welcome  visitants  in  both." 

1.2 
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In  saying  this,  all  eyes,  as  well  as  liis  own,  were  turned  on 
the  two  young  companions  of  the  Pilgrim,  who  were  in  form 
and  feature  such,  as  all  unacquainted  with  the  dull  realities 
of  princely  courts  and  ladies'  bowers  delight  to  people  those 
penetralia  withal.  They  were  both  in  the  summer  of  their 
years,  nearly  of  an  age,  though  in  appearance  the  taller, 
darker,  and  more  martial  bearer  of  the  pedlar's  pack  looked 
a  few  years  older  than  the  almost  boy-like  minstrel ;  yet  both 
were  lithe  of  limb  and  handsome  of  countenance.  The  Pedlar, 
for  such  he  assumed  to  be,  was  of  &eer  speech  and  bolder 
deportment  than  his  companion;  yet  there  was  a  ho-peep  about 
his  laughing  eyes,  cmd  an  arch  smile  occasionaUy  curling  his 
upper  lip  that  checked  such  confidence  as  his  more  modest 
Mend  inspired:  for  who  could  look  into  the  mirror  of  his  dark 
blue  eye  and  not  feel^  even  when  there  was  not  penetration  to 
discern,  that  the  young  Minstrel  possessed  a  gifted  genius 
cmd  a  sensitive  heart.  The  callings  of  the  two  Mends  were 
rightly  assumed — ^tf  assumed  they  were — and  the  characters 
of  the  drama  well  cast.  After  a  glance  at  his  pilgrim  friend, 
who  was  evidently  the  leader  of  the  party,  he  of  the  pack  thus 
replied  to  the  complimentary  speech  of  the  Prior. 

"  You  do  us  far  too  much  honour,  my  lord.  My  Mend  is 
here  only  as  a  wandering  Minnesinger,  willing  to  return  your 
hospitality  with  his  best  ability  in  the  exercise  of  his  tuneful 
art,  to  which,  did  I  not  fear  to  hurt  his  modesty,  I  might 
recount  many  an  honourable  testimony.  For  my  unworthy 
self,  but  that,  weary  of  the  load,  I  shifted  my  pack  to  the 
broad  back  of  my  guide,  I  would  have  made  bold  to  have 
opened  it  before  these  gaUant  captains.  It  contains  jewels  of 
rare  water,  rings  and  chains  for  fair  hands,  and  fair  captors  ; 
spices  and  condiments,  special  antidotes  for  the  chills  of  snowy 
regions ;  and  quintessenze,  thrice  distilled  in  the  alembic  of  the 
famed  Mars  of  the  Maria  Maggiore  of  fair  Firenze.  If  your 
reverence  willed  it,  the  fellow  in  the  keeping  of  my  merchan- 
dise might  be  simimoned  hither  with  it." 

*'The  night  wears,  my  son;  but  the  Cellarer  shall  talk  to 
thee  anent  thy  goods  on  the  morrow,"  said  the  Prior,  ''  when 
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these  Messers  shall  have  a  look  at  thy  braveries,"  he  added, 
as  he  marked  their  eager  looks.  *'  At  present,  I  would  hear 
from  thee — for  men  of  thy  calling  deal  liberally  with  such 
ware— the  general  gossip  anent  this  sudden  parting  of  the 
two  princes." 

"  I  can  only  hand  you  the  nut  to  crack  yourself,  reverend 
father,  since  it  is  too  hard  for  other  men's  teeth.  Howbeit, 
from,  the  day  when  the  chances  of  the  fight  threw  the  son  of 
the  murdered  Albert  into  the  power  of  his  rival,  Louis  of 
Bavaria,  and  deprived  him  of  both  crown  and  liberty, 
Fortune,  to  make  amends  for  the  wrong,  gave  him  special 
grace  in  the  sight  of  his  conqueror.  They  shared  the  same 
chamber,  sat  at  the  same  board,  joined  in  the  same  sports ; 
and  if  Louis  kept  his  imperial  crown  as  his  especial  right, 
all  else  was  generously  shared  with  his  rivaL  Judging 
from,  the  love  which  knit  these  princes,  men  say  that 
TVederick  is  returned  only  to  settle  with  his  brothers; 
though  solne,  again,  opine  that  it  is  to  collect  money  for  his 
ransom." 

**And  there  are  others,  I  think  you  reported,  gallant 
captain,"  interrupted  the  Prior,  turning  to  one  of  the  free- 
booters, "  who  believe  the  Duke  returns  for  the  espousals  of 
his  fair  daughter,  the  Princess  Bertha,  with  the  Emperor's 
son,  Maurice." 

"  May  that  foul  lie  choke  all  who  utter  it ! "  exclaimed  the 
Pilgrim,  the  blood  crimsoning  his  cheeks  and  his  eyes  flashing 
fire. 

"  Softly,  softly,  sir  Pilgrim  ! "  said  the  Prior  dryly.  "  As 
thou  most  sagely  observed' st,  it  ill  becometh  one  of  thy  holy 
vocation  to  take  cognizance  of  the  afiairs  of  thy  betters ;  still 
less  does  it  agree  with  such  to  give  way  to  risings  of  choler. 
But  if  such  be  thy  mistrust  of  Prince  Maurice's  pretensions, 
— a  true  son  of  the  Church — ^what  sayest  thou  to  those  of 
an  earlier  wooer  of  the  royal  maiden,  the  titular  Xing  of 
Bohemia,  of  whose  orthodoxy  men  speak  not  so  confidently?" 

<'I  leave  his  majesty  to  plead  his  own  suit,"  said  the 
Pilgrim  coldly. 
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"And  he  will  do  so  with  success,"  broke  in  the  Pedlar 
warmly,  "if  the  Princess  be,  as  we  are  told,  a  lover  of  truth, 
bravery,  and — " 

"Then  let  John  of  Luxemburg's  deeds  speak  for  him," 
said  the  Pilgrim,  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  his  young  Mend's 
arm  with  a  sweet  smile,  and  then  turned  to  address  the  Prior. 
"  Tell  me,  reverend  father,  I  pray,  are  the  Princess  Bertha's 
charms  such  as  to  warrant  this  royal  rivalry?" 

"  Charms  ?  Tush,  man !  where,  out  of  a  fairy  tale,  do  we 
hear  of  princesses  being  sought  for  their  beauty,  even  did  it 
outshine  that  of  Helen  of  Troy?  Yet  the  daughter  of  Frede- 
rick gave  promise  of  extraordinary  gifts,  both  of  nature  and 
grace,  when  I  saw  her  in  her  childhood." 
"  Saw  thou  the  Princess  Bertha  ?" 

***  How  should  I  not,  when  I  lived  in  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg 
as  chaplain  and  confessor  before  I  was  promoted  to  this  lofty 
position  on  old  St.  Q-othard.  But " — and  the  twinkle  of  his  eye 
showed  that  the  good  father  was  glad  of  an  opportunity  of 
revenging  his  baffled  curiosity — "grave  Pilgrim,  thou  wilt  turn 
with  a  holy  gusto  &om  these  earthly  beauties  to  descant  on  the 
charms  of  her  whose  shrine,  I  conclude,  you  are  about  to  visit 
— the  fairest  among  the  fair." 

"  Does  your  reverence  mean  the  black  Virgin  of  Einsielden  ?" 
This  question  was  asked  by  the  bo-peep  Pedlar;  but  the  shot 
fell  harmless,  for  in  all  concerning  his  Church,  her  saints  and 
miracles,  the  Prior's  keen  sense  of  the  ridiculous  and  his  in- 
nate truthfulness  were  warped.  He  saw  nothing  absurd  in  a 
black  Virgin,  nothing  questionable  in  the  lying  trash  reported 
of  her,  and  answered  without  suspicion  of  ridicule, — 

"  Ay,  my  good  pedlar ;  who  else  could  I  mean  but  our  peer- 
less Lady  ?    Where  shall  we  find  one  again  so — " 
"  Lofty  or  so  black." 

"Bightly  defined;  for  where  shall  we  see  elsewhere  an 
image  of  such  miraculous  powers  and  of  such  rare  beauty ; 
being  of  marble  of  the  purest  veins  and  of  the  deepest 
ebony  ?" 

A  sly  glance  from  the  hypocritical  Pedlar  encouraged  the 
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further  insinuation,  ''  of  the  equality  of  the  Lady  of  Loretta 
and  her  maison  amhulante.^^ 

"  Tush !  young  man.  She  did,  I  own — and  all  honour  be  to 
her ! — cause  the  house  in  which  she  domiciled  to  be  borne  aloft 
in  the  air  to  Loretta.  But  what  is  this  to  peopling  the  wilds  of 
Einsielden  with  holy  pilgrims  ?  What  is  it  to  the  taming  of 
ravens — ^birds  of  unclean  lives  and  murderous  cravings — so  ttiat 
they  of  their  own  accord  bore  testimony  against,  and  brought 
to  justice  the  assassins  of  the  holy  hermit  ?  What  is  this  to—" 

Here  the  Prior's  hagiology  was  brought  to  a  pause  by  a 
petition,  sent  fi'om  the  greater  part  of  the  company,  to  allow  the 
Minsti'el  to  give  them  a  specimen  of  his  art.  This  application, 
falling  so  much  in  with  the  Prior's  humour,  would  have  been 
granted  at  once,  had  he  not  deemed  it  decorous  to  make  some 
stipulations  suited  to  the  sanctity  of  the  plcuje  and  his  priorial 
dignity. 

"  Music,"  he  said,  "  should  be  the  handmaid  of  devotion; 
and,  provided  we  keep  her  in  subjection  to  her  mistress,  she  will 
do  her  honour  and  service.  Neither  would  I  limit  her  duty  to 
the  walls  of  a  church,  but  would  permit  her  to  exercise  her  voice 
and  lute  to  lighten  toil  and  sweeten  rest.  Therefore,  if  this 
gentle  Minstrel  will  tune  his  strings — I  say  not  too  strictly  to 
the  chants  of  the  great  Gregorius,  or  the  litanies  of  the  Church, 
but,  abstaining  from  profane  songs  of  love  and  war,  will  edify 
us  witt  some  saintly  legend — I  will  place  no  obstacle  to  your 
enjoyment,  gallant  sirs,  nor  deem  it  obligatory  to  retire  myself, 
or  cause  my  brothers  to  quit  the  refectory." 

This  speech  was  accompanied  by  a  graceful  bend  of  the  time- 
honoured  head  to  those  addressed,  turning  at  its  dose  towards 
the  young  Minstrel  with  a  smile  of  winning  benevolence.  And 
truly  he  was  one  to  draw  on  him  a  good  man's  blessing.  He 
advanced,  rather  abstractedly  than  timidly,  into  the  centre  of 
the  circle,  ran  a  rapid  yet  impressive  finger  over  his  harp,  an 
instrument  of  fine  tone  and  more  than  ordinary  compass,  and 
then  bending  to  the  Prior,  said, — 

''  Your  lordship  commands  a  legend  of  the  Church ;  let  it 
be  that  of 
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SAINT  CHRISTOPHER  AND  THE  INFANT  SAVIOUR. 

**  A  hermit  boielt  at  break  of  day 

('Twas  in  summer's  jocimd  tide), 
When  all  was  still,  saye  cushat  dove 

And  stream  by  mountain  side. 
His  soni  was  gentle  as  that  dove, 

Pure  as  that  mountain  spray, 
And  he  ready  help  and  counsel  gaye 

To  all  who  passed  that  way. 

But  who  is  this  with  aspect  wild. 

What  giant  dark  and  tall  f 
Why  comes  he  to  the  holy  man  ? 

Why  thus  upon  him  call  ? 

*  Oh,  holy  father,  at  thy  feet 

Behold  me  prostrate  lie, 
A  wretched  sinner — ^give  relief; 
Assoil  me,  or  I  die  t ' 

*  God  only  can  forgive,  my  son,' 

The  aged  hermit  said. 
And  as  he  spake  he  laid  his  hand 

Upon  the  suppliant's  head. 
'  But  if  thou  wilt  thy  sins  confess. 

Do  penance,  pray,  and  fast — * 

*  All,  all,  if  thou  hut  promise  me 

Pardon  and  peace  at  last.' 

'  Then  haste  to  far-famed  Jordan's  stream. 

And  through  its  swelling  tide 
The  pilgrims  on  thy  shoulders  hear 

Safe  to  the  other  side. 
There  patient  ply  thy  daily  task 

Through  many  a  weary  day. 
Till  One  come  by  who  all  thy  sins 

And  griefs  shall  chase  away.' 

And  he  has  hied  to  Jordan's  bank. 

To  ply  his  daily  task ; 
And  hear  across  the  rapid  stream 

All  who  assistance  ask. 
Through  autumn's  blast  and  winter's  snow, 

Through  summer's  sultry  ray — 
Yet  all  in  vain ;  for  no  one  came 

To  wash  his  sins  away. 
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At  length,  by  hope  so  long  delayed, 

'^th  pain  and  sorrow  spent, 
Whilst  early  snows  have  blanched  lus  head 

And  his  tall  statnre  bent — 
The  saint  has  laid  him  down  to  die 

Upon  that  reedy  shore, 
When  he  hears  again  the  pilgrim-cry — 

*  Arise,  and  bear  me  o'er ! ' 

It  was  a  lovely  child  who  spake, 

And  a  heavy  cross  he  bore. 
*  Arise,'  he  cried,  '  and  carry  me 

Safely  to  yonder  shore ; 
And  thoa  this  cross  most  also  take. 

For  who  the  crown  would  wear 
Must  with  it,  for  the  Sayionr's  sake, 

His  shame  and  burden  bear.' 

But,  oh,  no  sooner  had  the  saint 

Lifted  that  wondrous  boy. 
Than  e'en  the  pond'rous  cross  seemed  light 

In  his  abounding  joy  1 
For  at  that  touch  the  heavier  load 

Of  unf orgiven  sin — 
The  load  of  sorrow  and  remorse — 

Had  straight  removed  been. 

And  now  right  joyfully  they  sped 

Through  the  glad  wave — ^but  ere 
They  reached  the  shrine  the  child  had  fled, 

Though  still  the  cross  lay  there. 
And  Christopher  did  never  more 

That  holy  rood  lay  down. 
Till  called  to  fill  a  throne  above. 

And  wear  a  martyr's  crown." 

The  bell  for  complines  rang  just  as  the  Minstrel  struck  his 
modulating  chords,  but.  it  could  scarcely  be  heard  amid  the 
loud  plaudits  of  the  delighted  listeners.  The  Prior  and  his 
monks  arose,  and  bowed  courteously  to  the  standing  guests ; 
but  before  retiring  the  hospitable  superior  gave  his  orders  to 
some  lay  brothers  in  attendance  to  conduct  the  strangers  to 
their  sleeping  apartments,  and  be  careful  to  supply  them  with 
all  the  comforts  the  Hospice  afforded,  wishing  them  a  good 
night's  rest  therein.    Then,  turning  with  more  marked  oour- 
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tesy  to  the  Pilgrim  and  his  party,  cmd  laying  his  hand  on  the 
Minstrel's  bowing  head,  he  added  with  considerable  emotion, 
*^May  Qtod  bless  thee,  my  sonj!  Thou  dost  worthily  occupy 
thy  talent.  When  music  and  religion  are  imited,  and  such 
fingers  as  thine  guide  the  strings,  the  harmony  is  truly  divine. 
May  St.  Cecilia  preserve  her  votary  from  all  discord  or  false 
combinations ! " 

The  lay  brother,  who  officiated  as  groom  of  the  chambers, 
led-  the  travellers  through  some  long  galleries  in  an  upper 
story  of  the  building,  with  doors  opening  on  either  side  into 
smaU,  but  comparatively  convenient  sleeping-rooms.  The 
conductor  somewhat  ostentatiously  opened  one  or  two,  and 
shut  them  with  an  expression  of  disappointment  at  finding 
them  already  occupied.  There  was  a  stir  of  life  about  this 
side  of  the  house  which  evidenced  its  destination  as  the 
dormitory  of  the  convent  guests,  and  contrasted  with  th,e 
gloom  and  stillness  of  a  more  distant  wing,  into  which  the 
travellers  were  aftei^wards  conducted.  Here,  where  the  only 
sound  proceeded  from  the  echo  of  their  own  footsteps,  the  friar 
stopped  before  a  low  door,  took  a  key  from  his  sleeve,  un- 
locked and  introduced  the  pilgrims  into  a  small  apartment 
bearing  the  air  of  an  anchorite's  cell  rather  than  that  of  a 
guest  chamber.  Such,  probably,  was  the  impression  of  one 
of  the  younger  travellers,  who  observed,  with  more  haughti- 
ness than  became  his  pack, — 

**  I  have  heard  the  hospitalities  of  St.  Gothard  commended, 
both  as  to  board  and  bed ;  and  though  too  much  cannot  be 
said  of  the  quality  and  plenty  of  the  one,  little  can  be 
advanced  as  to  the  size  or  comfort  of  the  other." 

"  Nor,"  chimed  in  his  gentler  companion,  "  can  we  believe 
our  generous  host  would  deem  his  orders  well  obeyed  by  such 
acconunodation  as  this." 

''And  yet,  fair  sirs,  ye  have  to  thank  his  reverence  for 
what  is  wanting  in  yours.  Had  he  not  detained  ye  in  talk  after 
the  other  guests  had  started,  they  would  not  have  secured  the 
best  apartments.  Anyhowy  this  will  furnish  aU  a  pilgrim 
needs." 
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"  Thou  art  right,  good  brother,  and  were  the  pallet  yet 
harder,  think  not  we  would  be  so  ungrateful  as  to  complain. 
My  friends  thought  only  of  my  accommodation,  not  their 
own." 

"  In  proof  of  which,"  said  the  Minstrel,  **  I  crave  to  lie  on 
my  cloak,  if  room  be  found  on, the  stone  floor  beside  the  so- 
cidled  bed." 

''And  I  desire  nothing  better,"  added  his  companion,  ''than 
to  make  mine  at  the  door." 

Neither  of  these  propositions,  though  eagerly  urged,  was 
granted  ;  and  that  to  remain  to  aid  the  Pilgrim  was  as  dog- 
gedly refused  by  the  surly  friar,  who  answered,  with  increasing 
roughness,  "  Tut,  young  sirs,  I  can  wait  for  no  further  fooling. 
Come,  away  to  your  chambers !  if  room  can  be  found ;  but  ye 
saw  I  sought  it  vainly  in  many.  Come,  away !  Palmers  do 
not  require  serving- varlets." 

The  young  men  showed  no  disposition  to  obey,  but  at 
length  yielded  to  the  Pilgrim's  remonstrances,  and  reluctantly 
left  him  alone  in  his  comfortless  domicile.  He  was  too  weary 
and  exhausted  to  dwell  long  on  the  strange  behaviour  of  the 
lay  brother,  so  opposed  to  the  urbanity  of  the  Prior  and  the 
other  dwellers  of  the  Hospice,  and,  after  his  usual  devotions, 
he  laid  himself  down  on  his  hard  pallet,  but  not  soon  to  sleep. 
The  storm  had  passed  off,  and  a  bright  frosty  moonlight 
struggled  through  a  narrow  opening  in  the  wall,  the  only 
inlet  for  light  or  air,  and  partially  illumined  a  cruciflx  and 
skull  fixed  against  the  wall :  a  further  confirmation  of  the 
Pilgrim's  suspicion  that  the  chamber  was  not  one  of  those 
appropriated  to  the  traveller,  but  the  cell  of  a  lay  brother. 

"For  what  purpose  had  he  been  placed  in  it?"  he  asked 
himself,  and  then  smiled  at  the  folly  of  making  a  wonder  of 
of  what  was  in  reality  so  simple.  "The  large  number  of 
arrivals  had  filled  the  other  rooms,  and  this  had  been — but 
he  would  puzzle  no  longer,  but  enjoy,  homely  and  hard  as  it 
was,  the  accommodation  allotted  him." 

With  this  sensible  conclusion  he  composed  himself  to 
sleep.    Alas !  the  haze  of  a  partial  insensibility  conjured  up 
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a  more  appalling  vision.  The  Franciscan  Friar  seemed  to 
stand  before  him  in  the  moonlight.  He  started  tip ;  looked 
resolutely  at  the  deceiving  gleam  and  turned  once  more  to 
sleep,  muttering,— 

,  "  The  foul  fiend  fly  away  with  him,  for  his  he  certainly  is! 
I  will  think  no  more  of  those  goggle  orbs.    Avaimt ! " 

But,  one  ghost  banished,  others  glided  in,  and  sleep  for  some 
time  was  wooed  in  vain.  Heavy  responsibilities  and  doubtful 
hazards  strove  hard  with  fatigue  and  drowsiness,  and  when 
even  the  over-watched  eyes  clpsed  in  sleep,  maintained  their 
influence  in  visions  of  the  night.  The  cold  glaring  eyes  of  the 
Friar  haunted  his  dreams.  Sometimes  he  climbed  the  sides  of 
a  steep  moimtain,  and  beheld  them  looking  down  &om  the 
summit.  Anon  he  plimged  into  icy  caves,  and  they  gleamed 
firom  their  darkest  recesses.  Now  they  glared  from  ^e  bars 
of  a  prison  and  seemed  to  shed  tears  of  blood ;  then  as  the 
ken  of  an  eagle  whose  talons  fixed  themselves  on  his  heart. 
Amid  these  uneasy  slumbers,  the  half-concious  listener  is 
aware  of  a  stealthy  footstep  in  the  vaulted  passage  outside, 
and,  as  he  gradually  awoke,  became  also  aware  of  its  nearer 
approach  to  the  door  of  his  room  or  ceU,  and  of  its  there  pausing 
for  some  seconds.  The  door  of  the  narrow  apartment  was  so 
near  the  pallet  on  which  its  occupant  lay,  so  still  was  aU 
aroimd,  so  intently  did  he  listen,  that  the  breathing  of  some  one 
outside  was  distinctly  audible.  The  Pilgrim  was  furnished 
with  a  dagger,  which  he  unsheathed,  and  prepared  himself 
for,  the  momentary  onslaught  of  what  he  doubted  not  was 
either  an  assassin  hired  to  take  his  life^a  traffic  by  no  means 
rare  in  those  days— or  else  a  common  brigand,  tempted  perhaps 
by  the  ring  of  very  obtrusive  brilliancy  which  he  wore  on  his 
finger. 

Whilst  the  listener  hesitated  whether  to  await  or  commence 
the  attack,  the  breathing  ceased  to  be  audible,  and  footsteps 
were  again  heard  to  proceed  along  the  passage,  imtil  the 
sound  was  lost  in  distance,  and  all  again  was  still. 

"  Do  I  yet  dream  ?"  was  the  natural  inference ;  and  during 
the  next  five  minutes  the  inquirer  tried  to  persuade  his  un- 
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willing  senses  that  such  was  really  the  deception  they  had 
practised  on  him ;  until  they  relaxed  their  watchfulness,  and 
the  struggle  ended  in  the  painful  half-consciousness  of  night- 
mare. Again  the  eagle  fixes  his  claws  on  his  breast,  seemingly 
to  suck  his  life  blood — again  he  strives  to  throw  hun  off ;  and 
yet  more  deadly  is  the  struggle  becoming,  when,  lo!  the 
mysterious  foot-tread,  louder,  quicker,  and  more  distinct  than 
before,  is  heard  to  proceed  along  the  passage;  Nearer  and 
nearer  it  approaches,  until  it  stops  at  the  door.  A  hand  is  laid 
on  the  latch ;  a  shadow  darkens  the  line  of  light  on  the  floor ; 
a  breath  is  on  the  forehead  of  the  sleeper ;  a  voice  calls  on  him 
to  arise. 

"  Can  tljiis  be  a  dream  ?  " 

He  tries  to  lift  himself,  but  the  eagle  presses  on  his  heart — 
to  articulate,  but  it  stifles  his  breath. 

Once  more  the  voice  is  heard, — 

"Awake,  awake.  Pilgrim ! '' 

The  spell  is  dissolved,  and  the  Hunter  of  the  Alps  stands  in 
the  moonbeam  at  the  bedside. 

"  Fear  not,"  he  said,  as  he  put  aside  tJie  dagger  the  Pilgrim 
had  grasped.  **  I  come  to  caution,  not  to  injure :  but  my  visit 
is  perilous  for  us  both.  Beware  of  the  cowled  friar !  Leave 
these  walls  as  the  flrst  streak  of  dawn  tinges  the  snow,  and 
close  not  your  eyes  until  you  are  safe  without  them.  Farewell 
for  the  present ;  forewarned,  forearmed." 

The  Mendly  monitor  had  vanished  ere  the  sleeper  had  quite 
thrown  off  the  incubus  that  oppressed  him ;  and  it  was  some 
time  ere  he  could  separate  the  sleeping  &om  the  waking  vision. 
The  Himter's  form,  his  voice,  his  caution,  seemed  like  a  distant 
memory  rather  than  a  passing  scene.  It  were  needless  to  re- 
late the  doubts  and  surmises  which  crossed  the  Pilgrim's  mind ; 
but,  resolutely  repelling  all  that  affected  the  truthfulness  of  the 
Hunter's  warning,  he  determined  to  observe  it,  by  seeking  his 
companions  at  dawn,  and  leaving  the  Hospice  together  with 
them.  To  observe  the  equally  important  caution  of  watchful- 
ness, the  Pilgrim  arose  and  dressed  himself;  then  committing 
himself  into  the  hands  of  his  Almighty  Protector,  he  sat  down 
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on  the  floor  at  the  side  of  the  bed,  and  resting  his  back  against 
it,  endeavoured,  by  dwelling  on  the  dangers  of  his  present 
position,  and  the  doubts  which  beset  his  future  path,  to  prevent 
his  eyes  from  closing;  but  all  his  efforts  were  vain.  The 
sleep  of  the  wayfaring  man  is  sweet,  but  it  is  also  imperative. 
Nature,  gentle  nurse  though  she  be,  is  inflexible  in  her  ex- 
actions; and  although  the  mind  long  kept  watch,  she  came 
with  her  poppy  wreath  and  inky  brush,  and  the  tired  traveller 
sank  into  the  dreamless  sleep  of  the  weary  and  the  robust. 

The  dawn  had  flushed  the  mountain  tops  before  the  Pilgrim 
rose  from  his  uneasy  posture ;  and,  with  the  mists  of  night,  had 
chased  away  the  mists  of  suspicion  also,  to  which  his  nature  was 
little  prone.  Still,  his  trust  in  the  Himter's  honesty,  led  him  to 
regard  his  warning,  and  he  left  his  haunted  chamber  to  seek 
his  companions ;  and,  after  a  brief  farewell  to  the  Prior,  to  ac- 
company them  on  their  way.  After  losing  his  way  at  the 
onset  amid  a  labyrinth  of  stone  passages,  he  fortunately  met 
a  stray  monk  who  conducted  him  to  the  room  in  which  the 
guests  had  met  on  the  preceding  evening ;  and  here  he  found  a 
like  plentifully-covered  table  and  hearty  welcome.  And  who, 
amongst  the  tens  of  thousands  who  have  received  a  welcome, 
as  warm  and  unconstrained,  from  the  first  mountain  refuge 
built  in  far  bygone  ages,  to  that  of  the  present  year  of  grace 
1871,  but  must  remember  their  mountain  sojourn,  however 
brief  the  stay,  as  a  bright,  romantic,  unforgettable  dream,  when 
far  more  recent,  and  it  may  be  more  notable,  events  are 
forgotten.  That  welcome,  so  one  in  its  unremunerated  and 
comprehensive  hospitality ;  offered  to  the  whole  family  of  man 
without  demand  or  questioning — whosoever  they  may  be,  or 
may  have  been — ^from  whencesoever  they  come  or  whitherso- 
ever they  go. 

Such  were  the  thoughts  that  passed  through  the  mind  of 
our  traveller  as  he  looked  around  on  the  motley  group  that 
Burroimded  the  weU-spread  board.  He  found  not  his  friends 
amongst  them,  and  concluded,  from  their  tardiness  in  leaving 
them,  that  they  had  found  more  comfortable  beds  than  had 
fallen  to  his  lot. 


THE  HOSPICE.  159 

These  speculations  were  cut  short  by  the  entrance  of  the 
Cellarer,  courteously  inviting  him  to  a  parley  with  his  superior. 

''But  his  reverence  furthermore  begs  he  may  not  interrupt 
or  hurry  your  refection." 

"That  does  he  not:  I  have' played  the  part  of  a  good 
trencherman,  and,  by  my  faith,  in  such  air  to  whet,  and  with 
such  viands  to  satisfy  hunger,  I  commend  your  self-denial, 
good  brother,  in  keeping  your  fasts." 

They  foimd  the  Prior  in  solemn  consultation  with  some  of 
his  officials. 

**This  is  an  untoward  business,"  said  he,  on  the  Pilgrim's 
entrance.  **  Your  guide  has  decamped  with  the  young  Pedlar's 
pack,  containing,  as  he  avers,  many  rare  and  costly  articles. 
Now,  being  fully  aware  that  the  fair  fame  of  our  house  is 
concerned  in  the  discovery  of  the  thief,  and  the  restoration  of 
the  stolen  goods,  I  have  despatched  the  careless  merchant  and 
his  companion — a  rare  musicianer  that — ^together  with  a  sturdy 
mountaineer,  who  knows  all  the  passes  of  the  mountains,  in 
search  of  him." 

"I  would,  reverend  father,"  said  the  disconcerted  Pilgrim, 
'Hhat  in  doing  them  this  service  you  had  roused  me  for  the 
chase." 

"  There  was  not  a  moment  to  be  lost,  son,"  said  the  Prior 
hastily  ;  **  moreover,  the  lay  brother  sought,  and  found  you  not 
in  your  chamber." 

**  Nay,  reverend  father,  how  could  that  be  ?  "  But  the  Pil- 
grim stopped,  as  he  feared  if  he  were  to  enter  into  the  history 
of  his  night's  adventures,  it  would  entangle  him  in  endless 
explanations  and  retard  his  departure. 

"How  could  it  be?-  Why,  doubtless,  you  were  in  the 
refectory.  But  cheer  up !  I  promised  the  young  gallants  I 
would  detain  you  till  they  returned." 

"  Not  so !"  exclaimed  the  Pilgrim,  with  more  determination 
than  suited  his  pious  calling.  "  I  will  haste  me  at  once  in 
search  of  them." 

"  With  as  much  chance  of  finding  them  as  a  needle  in  a 
bundle  of  hay." 
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The  Prior's  hon  mot  did  not  improve  the  Pilgrim's  humour. 
The  Hunter's  words  of  warning  still  rang  in  his  ears,  and  the 
impression  was  deepened  by  the  disappearance  of  his  Mends. 
To  doubt  the  kind  open-browed  Prior  was  impossible ;  but 
might  he  not  have  been  deceived  ? 

One  of  the  brothers  now  entered  with  the  intelligence  that 
a  lay  brother  had  met  the  party,  at  some  distance  &om  the 
Hospice,  on  their  way  down  the  mountain  to  the  hamlet 
of  Wasan,  having  discovered  some  traces  of  the  fugitive 
thief. 

"  Whither  I  will  follow  them,"  said  the  Pilgrim  resolutely. 

"  Why,  this  is  worse  than  a  moon's  madness!  Wasan  is  on 
the  farther  side  of  the  Devil's  Bridge.  The  road  is  perilous 
and  intricate ;  thou  canst  not  find  it  without  a  guide.  It  is 
untoward  that  all  our  other  guests  are  bound  to  the  other  side 
of  St.  Gothard.  It  seems  these  militaires  had  smelt  the  battle 
from  afar,  and  are  going  to  get  a  share  of  the  spoil.  His 
Holiness  and  the  Emperor  are  already  wegxy  of  their  short 
and  hoUow  truce.  But  say,  brother  Sacristan,  hast  thou  not  a 
guide  for  this  holy  man  ?  " 

**  It  is  unfortunate,"  observed  the  monk,  '*  that  this  is  the 
eve  of  the  Festival  of  the  Cross,  and  all  who  have  not  already 
been  spared  to  go  in  search  of  the  miscreant  are  engaged  in 
preparations ;  but,  now  I  remember  me,  there  is  a  Franciscan 
friar  about  to  take  his  departure  for  the  plain,  who  will  bear 
the  Pilgrim  company." 

*  *  Company  ? ' '  repeated  the  Prior.  * '  If  thou  meanest  Gotfried, 
he  will  be  thus  far  good  company  that  he  will  not  betray  secrets 
nor  weary  with  his  converse." 

'*  But  you  must  allow,  reverend  father,  that  what  he  lacks 
in  two  senses  he  makes  up  for  in  a  third." 

''  True,  those  surprising  goggles  make  up  all  deficiences  of 
ear  and  tongue." 

**  They  must  mean  the  odious  visitant  of  my  dream,"  thought 
the  Pilgrim ;  and  he  was  again  on  the  point  of  relating  his 
night's  adventures,  and  stating  his  repugnance  to  the  proposed 
guide,  when  its  unreasonableness  struck  him  so  forcibly  as  in 
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some  measure  to  conquer  it ;  whilst  the  knowledge  of  the  poor 
man's  infirmities  tended  to  lessen  it. 

The  Prior  now  broke  up  the  conclave ;  and  when  alone  with 
his  guest  (after  desiring  the  Friar  to  be  summoned),  he  took  a 
packet  from  his  cabinet,  and  thus  addressed  him : — 

"  Thou  hast  signified  thy  intention  of  visiting  the  Emperor's 
tomb  at  Koenigsfelden.  Hard  by,  at  St.  Hilda's  cave,  lives  the 
holy  hermit  Celestine,  an  ancient  and  much-loved  comrade  of 
mine.  Wilt  thou  be  the  bearer  of  this  token  from  me  ?  He  is  a 
man  of  odorous  sanctiiy,  yet  cheerful  and  aidful  withal.  If  thou 
lackest  help  or  lieedest  counsel,  thou  wilt  find  him  clear  and 
bountiful  as  his  own  St.  Hilda's  fountain.  With  this  letter 
thou  wilt  convey  to  him  the  assurance  of  the  unabated  love  of 
the  writer,  and  say — But  hide  it  in  thy  bosom,  for  here  comes 
the  Friar,  who  has  eyes,  if  not  ears,  and  of  surpassing  mag- 
nitude ;  and  I  would  not  that  they  should  see  what  I  now 
commit  to  thy  care." 

In  reply  to  his  warm  acknowledgments  for  the  Prior's  hos- 
pitality, the  departing  guest  received  as  warm  an  invitation  to 
repeat  his  visit,  and  to  bring  with  him  the  Minstrel — "for 
minstrel  he  declared  he  was  and  must  be,  even  though  he  were 
a  king'fl  son ;"  and  the  cheerful  old  man  added  waggishly, — 

"If  your  pedlar  had  been  brought  up  to  his  pack,  he  would 
have  taken  better  care  of  it." 


M 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  DEYIL's  BBIDGE. 

Up  1  np !  why  sleep'st  thoa  here, 
Knight  withoat  stain  or  fear  ? 
There's  warning  on  the  blast  I 

In  another  five  minutes  the  Pilgrim  and  the  Friar  were  on 
their  way.  The  sun  had  not  yet  dispelled  the  mist  which 
curled  around  the  mountain-tops,  and  rendered  their  narrow 
and  rocky  path  more  obscure :  yet,  vigorous  and  active,  the 
Pilgrim  bounded  over  it  with  rapid  buoyancy,  the  Friar  fol- 
lowing with  longer  stride,  but  tread  that  staggered  not  be- 
neath the  weight  of  his  gigantic  and  sinewy  proportions. 

After  a  rapid  walk,  nay,  tdiAi&r  flight — for  certainly  the  de- 
scent of  a  Swiss  Alp  in  summer's  early  mom  approaches  as 
near  flying  as  man's  ''too  solid  flesh"  can  compass— of  two 
leagues,  our  travellers  rested  a  few  minutes,  and  took  some 
slight  refreshment  at  a  wayside  house  of  refuge,  when  they 
again  pursued  their  journey.  The  weather  was  fine;  the 
mists  had  rolled  off  the  mountain-tops,  which  reflected  the 
rays  of  the  sun  from  the  pure  untrodden  snow  that  covered 
them.  Innumerable  flowers  glistened  with  deeper  died  lustre 
amid  the  dewdrops.  The  little  goatherd  culled  nosegays  of 
the  fairest  for  the  passing  travellers,  whilst  his  playful  goats 
peeped  over  the  points  of  the  rocks.  Tlje  cows  grazed  on  the 
fragrant  herb,  and  the  rosy  milkmaid  filled  wooden  bowls  of 
their  frothy  milk,  and  asked  in  return  a  blessing  from  the 
holy  strangers. 

Who  in  such  scenes  could  feel  care  or  suspicion  ? 

Our  traveller  banished  both  from  a  mind  little  sus- 
ceptible of  either — a  mind  open,  generous,  grand  as  the 
scenes  he  passed  through.     Even  tibie  haunting  eye  of  his 


THE  devil's  BRIDaE.  163 

companion  ceased  to  be  viewed  but  as  a  medium  tbrough 
which  compensating  Nature  strove  to  make  amends  for  the 
senses  she  had  denied.  Thus,  in  total  silence  was  their 
journey  continued  until  the  sun  declined  towards  the  moun- 
tain-tops, and  warned  of  parting  day.  The  rugged  pathway 
became  narrower,  and  winded  through  a  sterner  region.  The 
flowery  pastures  of  the  upland  gradually  converged  into  a 
steep  defile,  closed  in  by  rocks  whose  steep  sides  were  scared 
by  the  torrents  of  melted  snow  which  rushed  down  them, 
hastening,  as  it  would  seem,  to  join  in  the  fierce  encounter  of 
the  warring  flood,  whose  roar  was  at  each  step  becoming 
more  audible. 

Nature  at  this  point  appeared  to  be  gathering  up  her- 
self for  one  great  effort.  Not  a  blade  of  fresh  herbage  was 
to  be  culled  from  those  naked  rocks;  no  flocks  or  herds 
quenched  their  thirst  from  those  icy  streams;  and,  though 
forests  of  dark  pines  waved  on  their  summits,  no  bird  of 
the  woodlands  carolled  amongst  the  branches.  The  vulture 
clapped  his  dusky  wing  amid  the  clefts  of  the  precipices,  and 
with  the  monarch  eagle  reigned  exultingly  over  the  dreary 
waste. 

As  the  travellers  proceeded,  an  immense  rock,  jutting 
out  into  the  river,  seemed  to  deny  all  further  progress — we 
speak  of  ages  long  before  the  year  1767,  when  a  less  hazardous 
passage  was  bored  through  the  solid  rock — except  by  a  shelf 
of  boards  suspended  by  chains  from  above.  This  passed,  the 
torrent  of  the  Eeuss  was  approached,  and  the  most  awfully 
beautiful  spot  in  Switzerland  lay  before  their  eyes.  Even 
now,  when  precipices  have  been  levelled,  paths  widened  and 
smoothed,  and  when  a  solid  bridge  of  masonry  is  thrown 
across  the  boiling  torrent,  the  most  hardy  tourist  cannot  view 
it  with  an  emotion  unmingled  with  fear.  What,  then,  must 
have  been  the  courage  required  when,  as  at  the  period  of 
which  we  write,  a  single  arch  of  slight  masonry  alone  spanned 
the  world  of  waters,  rushing,  struggling  and  foaming  into 
the  chasm  below!  There,  in  the  sight  of  these  two  lone 
travellers  of  five  bygone  centuries,  it  stood,  resting  on  a  point 
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of  rock  on  either  side,  seemingly  as  tlie  spider's  web  that 
hangs  between  the  prickly  branches  of  the  dewy  gorse,  and 
lifted  seventy  feet  above  the  yawning  chasm.  Down  this 
abyss  the  torrent  thundered,  **  lifting  up  his  voice  on  high," 
and  reading  man  the  same  unchanging  lesson  of  the  pro- 
gress of  time — for  ever  flowing,  but  once  passed,  never  to  be 
recalled. 

"This  air-hung  bridge,"  thought  the  Pilgrim,  as  he  ap- 
proached it,  "  with  its  quivering  planks  and  mocking  parapet, 
is  worthy  of  its  architect,  and  rightly  bears  his  name.  I 
hardly  like  to  cross  it,  and  in  such  companionship  more  espe- 
cially ;"  and  he  turned  to  his  companion,  who  shrank  back 
and  betrayed  an  evident  reluctance  to  proceed. 

"  Good  brother,"  said  the  Pilgrim  aloud,  "I  marvel  not  at 
thy  fears,  and  I  would  help  thee,  but  that  the  passage  is  too 
strait  to  admit  a  second  with  one  of  thy  dimensions ;  and  that, 
moreover,  I  feel  my  head  is  somewhat  of  a  traitor  to  my  heels. 
I  bethink  me,  however,  that  thou  hast  the  advantage  in  the 
.  close  sealing  of  thy  ears  to  this  confounding  din ;  and  there- 
fore, by  my  troth,  thou  shalt  peril  the  first  transit." 

This  speech  was  accompanied  by  a  gesture  so  commanding 
and  significant  that  the  cowled  guide  offered  no  further  re- 
sistance. It  was  not,  however,  imtil  he  had  crossed  the  bridge, 
which  trembled  beneath  his  heavy  but  imfaltering  tread,  that 
his  companion  began  the  perilous  passage.  Keenly  susceptible 
of  the  beautiful  and  the  sublime,  inured  to  danger,  and  al- 
most exulting  in  peril,  the  Pilgrim  had  scarcely  reached  the 
middle  of  the  bridge  ere  he  forgot  all  caution,  and  gave  him- 
self up  to  an  unreserved  enjoyment  of  the  stern  scenes  around. 
Seating  himself  on  the  low  parapet  to  watch  the  tumbling  of 
the  waters,  amid  the  thick  vapour  and  deafening  din,  he  was 
led  insensibly  into  a  comparison  of  the  restless  struggle  with 
that  of  his  own  stormy  life,  and — for  there  are  passages  in  the 
history  of  the  illustrious  when  even  inanimate  objects  seem 
commissioned  to  prophesy  of  the  future — reading  in  the  pro- 
gress of  the  mountain  torrent,  as  it  wound  its  way  through  the 
cavemed  rocks,  a  foreshadowing  of  his  own  darkened  destiny. 
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And  thus  apostrophizing  it,  the  deep  and  mournful  tones  of 
his  voice  mingled  with  the  torrent's  din — 

**  Ay,  thou  brawler,  what  art  thou  but  an  emblem  of  my 
restless  seK? — thy  source  derived  from  the  loftiest  moimtain 
rock,  thy  course  headlong  and  impetuous,  chafing  at  every 
impediment,  foaming  over  every  obstacle,  destroying  where 
thou  shouldest  fertilize,  and  rushing  onward  to  the  precipice 
to  be  lost  in  darkness  and  oblivion ;  whilst  Envy,  like  that 
screaming  vulture,  will  exult  in  thy  destruction." 

He  stopped,  for  the  shrill  note,  rising  again  over  the  brawl- 
ing of  the  waters,  interrupted  the  soliloquy. 

"No;  it  is  no  ill-boding  vulture's  scream  I  hear.  It  is 
a  whistle — a  signal  perchance — a  warning  note  blown  by 
friendly  breath,  to  chide  my  folly  in  lingering  in  the  very 
mouth  of  destruction." 

He  sprang  to  his  feet,  roused  to  a  sense  of  his  perilous  situa- 
tion. Was  it  not,  alas,  too  late  ?  for  in  the  same  moment  he 
became  conscious  of  a  slight  trembling  of  the  bridge  as  if 
swayed  by  the  tread  of  a  heavy  footstep.  The  haze  raised  by 
the  foaming  cataract  prevented  his  seeing  the  other  and  more 
distant  bank,  or  even  distinctly  discerning  any  object  advancing 
in  its  direction ;  but  a  dark  and  deepening  shadow  too  plainly 
evidenced  that  danger  was  near ;  and  the  Pilgrim  knew  full 
well  the  quarter  from  which  to  prepare  to  meet  it.  Instinc- 
tively he  felt  for  his  dagger.  It  was  gone !  and  the  horrors  of 
his  situation  stood  out  clearly  before  him ;  for  memory  in  such 
moments  unlocks  all  her  cells.  The  mysterious  visitor  of  his 
dream — ^the  object  of  the  Hunter's  warnings  and  his  own 
suspicions,  were  all  embodied  in  the  revolting  form  of  his 
treacherous  guide,  who  he  felt  convinced  had  robbed  him  of 
his  dagger.  Then  came  crowding  in  vain  regrets  for  his  im- 
prudence, and  that  to  him  the  bitterest  where  all  were  bitter 
— an  ignominious  death  and  nameless  grave !  But,  with  a 
presence  of  mind  which  the  future  could  not  doud,  he  at  once 
perceived  the  only  alternatives  of  action  open  to  him.  Either 
he  must  recross  the  bridge,  with  the  risk  of  being  stabbed  in  the 
back  or  precipitated  into  the  flood,  or  he  must,  unarmed,  await 
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the  powerfbl  ooset  of  tbe  awqwwi  in  a  shaatioiiin  whicli,  even 
undo-  otdataucT  cxEtVDBistvMea^  it  irould  require  no  ordinary 
8^-p(»9easMci  to  iBMimHaiin  a  fooling.  Tel  this  last,  as  more 
eoDsonant  with  a  lMraT>»  man's  i^pirit*  he  diose.  Securing  his 
position  as  hest  he  mighty  bj  prising  dose  to  the  parapet, 
with  eTcrr  mnsde  knit  to  rasbtance^  and  ereij  sense  awake 
to  obserradan.  he  extended  hb  nght  ann  to  receive  and,  if 
possible,  waid  off  the  impending  attack.  The  next  moment 
prored  the  wisdom,  tiioa^  no^  alas^  the  efficiency  of  the 
effitft. 

Advancing  with  eantions  steps  tiirongh  the  haze,  now  deep- 
ened by  the  shades  of  fi^osing  day,  the  assassin's  hope  was  to 
have  phinged  his  dagger  into  the  heart  of  an  unsuspecting 
victim.  He  was  not>  consequently',  prepared  for  the  resistance 
which  turned  aside  the  weapon,  though  it  could  not  wrest  it 
firom  his  iron  grasp.  Foiled  for  one  moment,  it  was  only  to 
throw  himaftlf  the  next  with  renewed  force  on  his  brave  op- 
ponent, who,  dosing  in  the  death  strife,  and  exclaiming,  ''  We 
perish  tc^ther/'  twined  his  more  pliant  limbs  round  those  of 
his  ponderous  assailant.  The  cowardfy  miscreant  saw  his  in- 
evitable destruction,  should  he  remain  another  moment  linked 
in  such  desperate  struggle  on  the  brink  of  the  yawning  grave. 
His  aim  was  the  life  of  his  victim ;  he  had  not  calculated  on 
the  sacrifice  of  his  own ;  as  he  had  fdt  secure  of  being  able  to 
slake  his  thirst  in  the  blood  of  that  unarmed  victim  without 
shedding  one  drop  of  his  own.  Betreating,  therefore,  a  few 
paces,  he  stood  with  dilated  nostril  and  eye  glaring  with  in- 
tense resolution,  his  arm  stretched  forth  and  hand  grasping 
the  imsheathed  dagger.  For  a  few  seconds  he  remained  im- 
moveable as  if  with  the  intent  of  taking  a  surer  aim,  or 
gloating  over  anticipated  vengeance.  In  the  intensity  of  that 
pause — eye  to  eye,  with  DeaUi  under  one  of  his  most  hideous 
forms,  still  determined  on  resistance,  although  he  knew  too 
well  it  would  be  in  vain ;  but — whikt  renouncing  all  hope  for 
the  present — the  Pilgrim  raised  a  fervent  prayer  to  Heaven 
for  pardon  for  the  past. 

The  sound  of  the  whistle,  louder  and  nearer  than  before, 
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again  awakens  a  hope  of  deliverance.  Alas,  from  whence  should 
it  come  ?  Human  aid  would  but  accelerate  his  fate  ;  the  first 
rescuing  footstep  be  but  a  signal  for  plunging  the  threatening 
dagger  into  his  breast. 

"  Can  it  spring,"  he  asks,  **  from  the  depths  below  ?  Will 
it  descend  from  the  heights  above  ?  It  does — merciftd  Heaven ! 
it  does." 

The  whirring  of  an  arrow  is  heard.  The  ** Avenger"  is 
again  on  its  flight.  The  winged  deliverer,  cleaving  the  air 
and  whirring  past  the  ear  of  the  doomed,  as  if  to  apprise  him 
that  deliverance  was  at  hand,  plunged  its  barbed  dart  into 
the  arm  raised  to  shed  his  blood.  The  dagger,  released  from 
the  nerveless  Angers,  glanced  from  the  low  parapet,  and 
was  borne  off  like  a  straw  or  withered  leaf  by  the  scorn- 
ful flood. 

The  wounded  man  staggered,  but  ere  he  fell  a  friendly  hand 
had  extricated  his  intended  victim,  and  conducted  him  safe  to 
the  farther  bank. 

"  No  thanks — no  thanks,"  said  the  Himter — for  the  reader 
has  guessed  it  was  he,  the  Tell  of  Uri,  who  alone  could  have 
sent  that  unerring  arrow  from  the  bow — "  at  least,  such  are 
not  my  due  ; "  and  he  pointed  upward. 

Then  pouring  from  the  flask  that  hung  at  his  side  a  few 
drops  of  the  "  mountain  nectar  "  into  a  wooden  cup,  filled  at 
the  stream,  he  offered  it,  saying, — 

*'  Drink  this,  sir  Pilgrim  ;  you  need  it ;  and  lie  you  down 
on  this  grassy  mound — ^it  will  refresh  and  tranquillize  you — 
whilst  I  complete  your  deliverance:  the  snake  is  scotched,  but 
not  kiUed." 

As  he  spoke,  he  laid  an  arrow  on  the  string  and  took  aim  at 
the  wounded  man,  who  still  lay  extended  on  the  bridge. 

"  By  our  mutual  hopes  of  peace  below  and  pardon  above," 
exclaimed  the  Pilgrim,  springing  up,  "lay  not  this  murder  on 
our  souls  !  So  lately  rescued  from  death  myself,  let  me  plead 
for  the  reptile's  life !  "  and  he  laid  his  hand  with  gentle 
pressure  on  the  Himter's  arm. 

" Murder! "  reiterated  the  latter,  with  scorn.  " Is  it  murder 
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to  prevent  the  viper  who  has  twice  attempted  your  life  from 
stinging  you  with  surer  aim  ?  " 

"  I  Imow  my  danger ;  and  yet,  in  this  hour  of  deliverance, 
I  would  show  to  others  the  mercy  so  freely,  so  wondrously 
bestowed  on  myself — and  by  the  same  hand." 

Here  the  Pilgrim's  voice  assumed  the  earnest  tone  of  sup- 
plication, as  with  clasped  hands  he  added — 

"  My  noble  deliverer,  the  brave  are  always  the  merciful. 
GFrant  me  the  wretch's  life  as  a  thank-offering  !  " 

"  So  be  it,"  said  the  Hunter;  and  he  took  off  his  bonnet, 
and  raised  his  eyes  brimful  of  tears  as  he  solemnly  added, 
**  And  an  atonement, ^"^ 
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CHAPTEE  XVII. 

TKE   REVENGE. 

Forgiveness  to  the  injared  doth  belong ; 
He  never  pardons  who  hath  done  the  wrong. 

The  deliverer  and  the  rescued  remained  some  time  standing 
on  the  brink  of  the  torrent,  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  bridge. 
The  Pilgrim  spoke  first. 

'^I  shall  not,  I  cannot,  Hunter,  attempt  to  repay  my  infinite 
obligations  to  you,  but  I  would  at  least  acknowledge  them. 
Tell  me,  have  you  any  desire  to  leave  your  mountains  ?  or  is 
there  anything  which  would  render  your  condition  more  easy? 
in  one  word,  have  you  any  wish  ? 

"  I  have,  if  it  be  not  too  bold." 

"Name  it.'' 

"  Your  friendship." 

"  Thou  hast  it  already ;  but  if  there  is  aught  else,  and  in 
my  power,  thou  shalt  not  need  to  name  it  twice.  But  we  will 
return  to  this  theme  anon.  Our  present  endeavour  must  be 
to  rescue  yon  miserable  caitiff.  It  were  but  a  sorry  boon  to 
turn  away  the  arrow,  and  leave  him  to  die  in  that  turmoil 
of  waters." 

"His  wound  is  little  more  than  skin-deep,  and  the  roar  of 
the  torrent  will  not  disturb  him,  if,  as  men  say,  he's  deaf." 

**  As  men  say.  Do  you,  then,  doubt  his  incapacity  either  of 
hearing  or  speech  ?" 

"The  last  perchance:  but  fear  worketh  miracles,  and  I 
thought  I  heard  a  cry  of  help  to  the  Virgin  as  my  arrow 
reached  its  aim.     It  was  not  from  your  lips,  sir  Pilgrim  ?  " 

"  No,  brave  archer,  no !  In  my  extremity,  I  go  direct  to 
the  foxmtain-head  for  deliverance.  But  what  knowest  thou 
of  this  man?" 
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**  I  have  come  across  him  in  more  ways  than  I  wished.  He 
is  a  Mar  of  Koenigsfelden  and  an  especial  favourite  of  the 
Abbot,  and  goes  by  the  name  of  his  spectacles;  the  lay  brothers 
declaring  that  Providence  has  made  amends  for  denying  him 
ears  and  tongue  by  the  size  of  his  eyes  and  the  keenness  of  his 
vision,  which  nothing  escapes.  They  add,  moreover,  that  he 
has  a  miraculous  touch,  by  which  he  conveys  all  the  knowledge 
thus  acquired  to  the  cognizance  of  his  superior.  I  am  inclined, 
nevertheless,  to  believe  the  deficiency  to  be  real." 

**It  is  certainly  well  counterfeited  and  wonderfully  sus- 
tained ;  for  his  eye  never  blenches,  and  nothing  betrays  the 
least  consciousness  of  sound." 

"Yet  I  trust.  Pilgrim,  that  neither  you  nor  yotir  companions 
betrayed  your  secret  before  him." 

*'  Our  secret  ?  then,  you  think  we  have  one  ?" 

The  Swiss  smiled  and  so  did  the  questioner,  and  added, — 

"Well,  1/ou  at  least  have  claims  on  my  confidence,  which 
shall  be  acknowledged  when  the  due  time  arrives.  Plague  on 
it !  why  did  I  not  know  of  this  doubt  before  ?  I  would  have 
furnished  the  spy  with  some  choice  information  for  his  em- 
ployer." 

'*  You  suspect,  then,  he  had  one?" 

"I  might  do  so,  for  .there  is  likelihood  enough  to  warrant 
such  belief.  But,  whatever  minor  inducements  might  have 
existed,  \L  feel  assured  that  personal  hatred  gave  vigour  to  the 
deed.  The  savage  thirsted  for  my  blood  for  his  own  gratifi- 
cation. I  saw  it  in  the  glaring  of  his  eyeballs,  in  the  eager- 
ness, yet  trembling  of  every  limb.  A  hired  assassin  would 
'  have  done  the  deed  more  coolly  and  more  surely." 

"  And  do  you  remember  having  ever  given  cause  for  such 
dire  revenge?" 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  am  positive  I  never  saw  the  Friar 
before — at  least,  as  stcch.  Nor  have  I  the  least  recollection  of 
aught  about  him,  unless  it  be  those  hideous  eyes ;  and  when 
I  try  to  link  them  with  events  or  purposes,  my  memory  denies 
all  aid." 

After  a  little  further  converse,  the  Hunter  was  prevailed  on 
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to  consent  to  walk  again  across  the  bridge  to  where  the 
wounded  man  still  lay. 

"Have  a  care,"  said  he,  stepping  before ;  *' the  wretch  is 
not  yet  disabled  from  mischief." 

These  fears,  for  the  present,  were  groundless,  for  the 
cautions  guardian  had  scarcely  placed  his  foot  on  the  bridge 
ere  the  guilty  wretch,  so  mercifully  pardoned,  without  one 
sign  of  courtesy  or  acknowledgment  of  favour,  arose,  re- 
crossed  the  bridge,  and  pursued  his  way,  evidently  little 
injured,  down  the  mountain.  The  new-made  friends  watched 
the  receding  form  until  out  of  sight,  with  the  shuddering 
disgust  a  wounded  man  might  feel  at  the  view  of  the  weapon 
which  had  been  just  drawn  reeking  from  his  bleeding  side ; 
and  yet  they  were  men  of  no  ordinary  courage  and  reso- 
lution. 

That  Pilgrim,  so  called,  and  that  Swiss  Bowman  were  de- 
creed— the  one  to  fill  a  page  in  the  history  of  nations,  and  to 
furnish  a  melancholy  episode  in  that  of  the  field  of  Cressy ; 
the  other  to  furnish  the  minstrels  of  his  own  age,  and  the 
poets  and  dramatists  of  ours,  with  one  of  the  most  exciting 
of  themes. 

**Thi8,  then,  is  thy  revenge,"  said  the  Hunter,  "to  endeavour 
to  bind  the  wounds  of  the  arm  lifted  to  slay  thee,  and  to  let 
the  assassin  go  scatheless  on  his  way  ?  But  thou  art  right ; 
for  thou  canst  wend  on  thine  unaccompanied  by  a  worse 
companion — remorse. '  * 

"  Tell  me,  friend,"  said  the  Pilgrim,  anxious  both  to  dispel 
the  cloud  which  began  to  gather  over  the  fine  countenance  of 
his  friend,  as  well  as  to  return  to  a  subject  of  paramount 
interest — "tell  me,  I  pray  thee,  where  didst  thou  meet  this 
mysterious  being  ?  How  didst  thou  gain  an  inkling  of  his  in- 
tentions in  order  to  convey  to  me  a  timely  warning  ?  How 
didst  thou  hear  of  my  having  left  the  Hospice,  and  thus  arrive 
at  that  critical  moment  ?  In  short,  I  have  a  thousand  ques- 
tions  to  ask,  all  of  which  I  would  have  answered  in  a  breath." 

"  I  will  draw  the  longest  I  can  to  gratify  you,"  said  the 
Hunter,  smiling ;  "  but  my  story  will  be  none  of  the  shortest, 
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•t  ^^MO^  'ft^  *'*^  Vwath  in  the  narrator,  but  patience 

•"^tl^'we^^^''*  •'  j^^*»,^-e  that  we  rest  on  this  bank; 

"  .aM»r.  ^^  ^^  ^^^^^  Wlvw  the  rest  of  the  party  can  join  ns, 

-      ^«»^^  ^*  V  ia*:^**^  them  when  they  have  scaled  yon 

"pfc^W*^'*^  ^"^^  ^**Hy  acceded  to,  and  without  further 

„*^MP»^VV  f^  «>fc*^Nr  began  :— 

^  •■*  *  ^^v  V<Mr  known  the  character  and  peculiarities  of 
)ftv»*-V/^  \\4^h!^  th©  dumb  friar  of  Koenigsfelden,  such  as  I 
^w  ji^-QAjN  JU^*ribed  them  to  you.  We  have  often  passed 
,NkA  >M)bM^  N**fc  ^be  mountains,  and  in  straits  into  which  few 
W&  iW  v^^Wftois  hunter  would  ever  venture,  but  always 
%^t^^%  1^^  slightest  sign  of  recognition  on  his  side ;  and  it 
WfUi  «N^  ^»*^*'  *  ^®^  ^*y®  ^S^  *^**  ^  ®^®^  thought  our  acquain- 
m)kv  ^x^ttld  have  gone  further  on  mine.  Having  occasion  to 
A\  K^  IWUnzona  on  a  business  which  not  unfrequently  calls 
w^  iKUh^>  I  put  up,  as  is  my  wont,  at  the  hostelry  of  a 
t^4i^\lt  ^kt  the  sign  of  the  Aquila  d'  Oro,  in  which  you  and 
\\^\v  tVituida  were  lodgers :  honoured  guests,  who  had  won  all 
X^«irl«  by  your  frank  bearing,  your  minstrel's  art,  and,  it  may 
V^  >'v>ur  open  purse-strings.  You  will  recall  to  mind  your 
\^Ai^  to  mine  host  to  provide  you  with  guides  to  cross  the 
Mv^uutains ;  and  I  prevailed  on  him  to  leave  out  from  his  list 
\VM0  of  whom  I  had  heard  of  dark  deeds  perpetrated  on 
Wiiighted  travellers.  On  the  same  evening,  the  one  before 
vv^ur  departure,  as  I  was  in  the  despatch  of  my  business  (I 
Kml  driven  over  the  mountain  a  herd  of  goats  for  sale),  I  saw 
ihin  fellow,  together  with  the  dumb  Friar,  at  alow  hostelry — I 
will  not  say  in  conversation,  but  in  some  kind  of  close  com- 
munication. Bootless  as  it  seemed,  and  maybe  o£B.cious,  I 
yet  determined  to  watch  their  movements,  and  save,  if  I  could, 
tt  set  of  gallant  travellers  from  the  fate  of  too  many  in  thebo 
perilous  times.  You  may  smile  at  the  idea  of  such  paltry 
antagonists ;  but  treachery  is  not  to  be  combated  by  numbers; 
ttud,  after  all,  I  was  going  the  same  way,  and  I  owed  the 
landlord  the  good  turn  of  promising  to  make  up  for  the 
tt^vioes  of  the  guide  he  had  left  out  at  my  desire.      But  how, 
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then,  came  it,  sir  Pilgrim,  that  I  found  him  with  you  after 
all?" 

"  He  joined  us  about  a  league  from  the  town — sent,  he  said, 
from  after-caution  of  mine  host,  who  deemed  we  might  need 
his  services." 

"  The  traitor !  I  knew  it  could  only  have  been  through 
lying  and  a  false  tongue  he  could  have  gained  what  he  sought." 

**  Well,  leave  the  caitiflP,  and  go  on  with  your  story." 

**  As  soon  as  I  got  rid  of  my  one  remaining  goat,  I  set  off 
up  the  mountain  by  a  short  cut,  which  I  deemed  only  known 
to  the  chamois  hunter,  and  could  not  well  be  trodden  by  any 
else ;  but  I  found  the  barefooted  Friar  kenned  it,  though  he 
showed  no  surprise  as  I  passed  him.  It  was  not  long  after 
that  I  encountered  my  poor  eagle,  and — ^you  know  the  rest — 
and  that  the .  loitering  of  your  companions  gave  the  oppor- 
tunity to  the  Friar  to  get  the  start,  and  probably  safely 
sheltered  in  the  Hospice  before  the  storm." 

"  I  see  it  all.  And  now  tell  me,  why  did  you  not  follow  us 
into  the  refectory?" 

**  Because  my  place  was  with  the  lay  brothers,  with  whom 
I  shared  their  evening  meal.  And  now  comes  the  gist  of  my 
story.  I  should  tell  you  .that  the  guides  who  accompanied 
your  party  were  at  a  table  in  the  same  long  hall ;  and,  as  my 
suspicions  were  awake,  I  watched  them  as  acutely  as  I  could 
without  beiijg  observed;  and  this  the  general  gloom  of  the 
apartment  and  the  lighting  up  of  their  table  enabled  me  to 
do.  I  saw  the  guide  of  whom  I  had  so  evil  a  report  display 
several  articles  most  suspicious  of  a  pedlar's  pack,  and  I 
doubted  not  were  some  of  the  contents  of  yours.  I  noticed, 
too,  that  he  had  not  produced  them,  until  your  other  guides 
had  left  the  table.  I  observed,  moreover,  that  amongst  the 
loiterers  attracted  by  the  glittering  wares  was  the  lay  brother 
who  has  the  care  of  the  chambers ;  and  I  thought — ^nay,  was 
sure — ^I  saw  him  conceal  a  gilt  picture  of  our  Lady  in  his 
sleeve.  I  also  observed  much  low  parlance  between  the  two, 
and  that  they  left  the  hall  together. 

'<  Having  some  matters  of  business  to  transact  concerning 
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the  wood  I  supply  to  the  Hospice,  the  Cellarer  joined  me  after 
the  rest  had  gone  to  their  beds,  and  we  remained  a  long  time 
together,  he  having  insisted  on  wetting  our  accounts  with  a 
cup  of  old  wine.  A  noble  spirit  he,  and  withal  a  fine  scholar 
and  excellent  accountant.  We  chatted  on  many  topics,  and  it 
was  midnight  ere  we  parted,  he  going  to  the  chapel,  I  to  my 
usual  dormitory,  close  to  the  cells  of  the  lay  brethren.  As  I 
proceeded  through  the  long  vaulted  passage,  into  which  I  had 
just  turned,  I  perceived  the  bulky  figure  of  the  dumb  Friar  at 
the  further  end.  I  extinguished  my  lamp,  and  by  the  light 
of  that  he  held  I  watched  him  approach  a  door  about  half 
up  the  gallery,  and  lay  his  hand  cautiously  on  the  latch. 
Whether  the  deaf  man  heard  any  movement  within,  or  those 
cat's  eyes  of  his  saw  in  the  dark,  I  know  not ;  but  either  eyes 
or  ears  gave  the  alarm,  for  he  retired  stealthily  as  he  had 
advanced.  I  shifted  my  stand  a  little  into  the  shade,  and,  as 
I  expected,  the  wretch  returned  a  second  time,  approached 
the  door,  and,  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  the  latch,  I  placed  mine 
on  his  shoxdder,  and  *  bade  him  retire  to  his  rest,  and  not  dis- 
turb that  of  other  travellers.' 

"  The  culprit  betrayed  no  sign  of  fear  or  shame,  but  gazed 
on  me  with  his  cold  glassy  eyes,  and  slowly  turned  away.  It 
was  then  I  entered  your  apartment  and  conveyed  my  warning 
of  your  danger;  but,  doubtful  of  your  watchfulness,  I  remained 
near  it  until  the  bell  rang  for  matins,  wheil  I  went  to  the 
chapel,  determining,  when  the  service  closed,  to  inform  the 
Cellarer  of  the  whole  matter,  and  to  consult  with  him  on  the 
best  means  of  securing  your  safety  and  the  punishment  of 
the  guilty.  All  my  wise  cogitations  were  put  to  flight  by  a 
hasty  summons  from  the  Abbot.  I  found  the  reverend  father, 
together  with  your  two  companions,  in  great  consternation  at 
the  disappearance  of  one  of  your  guides  with  the  Pedlar's  pack. 
To  follow,  and  if  possible  overtake  the  thief,  banished  all  other 
objects.  I  ventured  some  advice,  which  was  readily  accepted, 
and  we  all  set  out  in  full  chase." 

**And  wherefore,  I  pray,"  interrupted  the  Pilgrim,"  did 
you  not  invite  me  to  join  in  the  cry  ?" 
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"The  Prior  did  despatcli  a  messenger  to  seek  you;  but, 
though  I  knew  it  was  in  a  quarter  in  which  you  would  not  be 
found,  I  dared  not  say  so,  as  I  knew  we  had  no  time  for 
explanations.  Before  we  set  out,  we  begged  the  Prior  would 
detain  you  until  our  return,  that  we  might  descend  the 
mountains  altogether.  What,  then,  were  my  fears  when  I 
found  you  were  gone,  and  accompanied  by  the  Minorite 
Friar ! " 

**  Did  you  not  send  to  inform  me  you  were  following  in  the 
tract  of  the  fugitive  thief  towards  Wasan,  and  to  desire  me 
to  meet  you  there  ?" 

**Nay,  our  route  lay  quite  in  another  direction,  and  we  re- 
turned to  the  Hospice  after  a  couple  of  hours'  bootless  search." 

"  This,  then,  was  but  another  mesh  of  the  same  fiendish  net 
woven  for  my  destruction.     But  go  on,  brave  Hunter." 

**  I  will  not  attempt  to  say  what  I  felt  at  hearing  you  were 
gone,  and  with  whom  !  I  did  not  breathe  my  fea:rs  to  any  one. 
I  did  not  calculate  distance  or  time ;  I  knew  all  hung  on  my 
overtaking  you  before  you  crossed  the  bridge.  I  set  off  all 
alone,  descending  the  mountains  with  the  swiftness  of  an 
avalanche,  'and  blowing  occasionally  a  note  of  warning — But 
you  know  the  rest.  It  seemed  to  me  I  neither  thought,  moved, 
nor  breathed  until  I  saw  my  arrow  transfix  the  traitol^'s  arm." 

'*  That  arrow  sent  by  your  unerring  hand." 

"Not  so,  my  master;  but  Providence  sometimes  gives  mi- 
raculous gifts  to  His  meanest  tools." 

The  Pilgrim  answered  only  by  taking  the  hand  of  his 
deliverer  and  pressing  it  long  and  fervently  to  his  lips ;  then 
throwing  himself  down  on  the  bank  on  which  they  were 
resting,  he  buried  his  face  in  the  fragrant  herbage.  His 
companion  respected  and  shared  his  emotion,  whilst  the  in- 
cessant wail  of  the  everlasting  waters  gave  a  deeper  abstraction 
to  their  meditations. 

We  know  not  how  long  the  musers  might  have  indulged 
in  their  delicious  reverie,  had  not  the  notes  of  a  horn  suddenly 
roused  them  from  its  seductions.  The  Bowman,  starting  to 
his  feet,  exclaimed, — 
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"  That  is  the  signal  of  the  near  approach  of  your  friends, 
sir  Pahner.  Yea,  here  come  the  chasseurs,  but  I  fear  not 
with  the  recovered  game.  See  you  them  not  turning  the  point 
of  the  promontory  yonder  ?  Verily,  one  might  believe  tiiose 
young  light  of  foot  were  the  sons  of  our  own  mountains, 
so  fearlessly  do  they  swing  from  ledge  to  ledge  of  the  rocking 
causeway." 

The  greeting  was  a  merry  one,  notwithstanding  the  un- 
success  of  the  search  and  the  weariness  of  the  way ;  but  it 
was  imclouded  by  a  knowledge  of  the  danger  and  escape  of 
the  Pilgrim,  which  for  the  present  he  forebore  to  mention. 

''I  am  sorry,  sirs,"  said  the  Bowman,  "that  my  wallet  is 
empty  and  my  flask  dry ;  but  at  a  few  stiinden  from  hence 
you  shall  find  a  plentiful  supply  of  homely  fare,  and  a  hearty 
welcome.  Come,  sir  Pilgrim,  show  the  way  over  the  Devil's 
Bridge,  since  you  have  laid  the  demon  by  a  new  kind  of 
revenge." 

The  invitation  was  accepted  as  freely  as  it  was  offered, 
and  the  whole  party,  guides  included,  crossed  the  fearful 
abyss  on  the  crazy  structure  that  spanned  it — ^brave  men  all, 
and  well  inured  to  adventure  over  flood  and  fell ;  but  there 
was  not,  we  trow,  one  stout  heart  amongst  them  that  did  not 
beat  quicker  for  the  transit.  We  allude  to  those  who  were 
ignorant  of  the  events  which  had  just  been  enacted  on  the 
dizzy  spot.  What  must  have  been  the  feelings  of  the  actors  in 
them !  There  remained  some  miles  of  descent  ere  the  plain 
was  reached,  and  that  had  to  be  crossed.  The  evening  had 
deepened  into  night,  and  the  stars  came  out  one  by  one  in  the 
deep  violet  heavens.  They  were  a  silent  party,  though  there 
lacked  not  food  for  converse ;  but  even  the  guides,  who  at  first 
talked  freely  to  each  other  in  the  patois  of  their  country, 
seemed  to  imbibe  the  taciturn  humour  of  their  masters,  and 
became  in  their  turn  mute.  No  sound  broke  on  the  stillness 
of  night  save  the  plash  of  the  lake  and  the  croak  of  the  frogs 
amid  its  sedgy  borders.  At  length,  the  glimmering  of  lights 
was  discerned  on  the  farther  verge  of  the  plain,  and  the 
Hunter  exclaimed, — 
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**  Cheer  up,  my  masters,  yonder  is  Burglen,  where  rest  and 
refreshment  await  us." 

In  another  half-hour  they  had  reached  the  hamlet,  and 
after  passing  through  the  long  straggling  street,  the  party 
were  brought  up  before  a  commodious  farm-house,  built  of 
wood  and  ornamented,  as  is  still  the  Swiss  custom,  with  texts 
of  Scripture  gaily  and  tastefully  painted.  These  the  darkness 
prevented  our  travellers  from  deciphering,  but  they  could 
discern  from  the  lights  blazing  within,  that  the  habitation 
was  some  stories  high,  and  that  the  principal  one  was  ap- 
proached by  an  outer  staircase,  and  was  surrounded  by  a 
gallery. 

'*  If  you  will  wait  below  one  moment,"  said  the  owner  of 
'  the  mansion,  *'  I  will  inform  my  folk  of  your  approach." 

His  watched-for  step  had  not  reached  the  top  ere  the  door 
was  thrown  open,  and  ^*The  master  is  come"  was  repeated 
by  the  whole  family,  who  hastened  to  it  to  greet  and  embrace 
him. 

''There,  there,  a  thousand  blessings  on  ye  aU!  But  here 
are  some  travellers  who  need  lodging  and  refreshment.  This 
way,  my  masters ;  a  hearty  welcome  to  the  homestead  of  the 
Swiss  Archer." 


K 
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CHAPTEE  XVin. 

THE  HEBO  OF  AliTDORFF. 
There  were  giants  in  the  earth  in  those  days. 

The  scene  wliich  the  Swiss  kitolieii  presented  to  the  weary  and 
hungry  travellers  gained  additional  life  and  cheerfulness  £rom 
its  contrast  with  the  gloom  and  solitude  from  which  they  had 
just  emerged.  The  apartment  was  large,  occupying  nearly 
one  story  of  the  house.  On  two  sides  of  it,  rows  of  casements 
proved  that  light  and  air  were  not  taxed  in  that  free  country. 
The  immense  chimney  occupied  one  half  of  the  lower  end,  the 
space  on  either  side  being  fiUed  by  shelves  and  cupboards  fOr 
culinary  utensils  and  other  household  appliances ;  together 
with  a  large  settle,  which  offered  its  seat  of  warmth  and 
honour  to  the  aged  and  the  stranger.  Capacious  as  the 
chimney  was,  it  was  piled  with  branches  of  oak  and  elm ;  and 
on  a  large  beam  which  stretched  across  it  wer^  affixed  iron 
crooks,  from  which  depended  a  numerous  host  of  pots  and 
kettles  containing  the  soup/  vegetables  and  savoury  meat, 
preparing  for  the  coming  meal,  whose  odour  was  not  unwel- 
come to  the  hungry  expectants. 

The  mistress,  a  fine  dignified  woman  in  the  cantonal  costume 
— a  meet  wife  and  daughter  for  heroes — ^presided  over  this 
department,  aided  by  a  blooming  damsel  or  two,  and  a  lad 
whose  chief  office  it  was  to  feed  the  glowing,  crackling,  cook- 
ing, warming,  enlivening  blaze,  which,  with  the  addition  of 
some  pine-torches,  completely  lighted  up  the  room.  At  the 
other  end  were  assembled  several  spinsters^  young  and  old, 
twisting  the  home-grown  hemp  into  thread  for  home-made 
garments ;  their  whirring  and  revolving  wheels  keeping  time 
and  tune  with  the  buzz  of  tongues,  and  an  occasional  snatch  of 
song. 
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As  the  foreground  to  tlie  picture — ^for  all  pictures  must  have 
such — on  the  settle  near  the  fire  sat  a  fine  old  man,  venerable 
but  not  infirm,  with  a  pretty  little  girl  on  his  knee,  and  a  large 
wolf-dog  at  his  feet,  gaunt  and  shaggy,  but  looking  with  un- 
mistakeable  affection  into  the  eyes  of  his  master,  and  patiently, 
as  if  for  his  sake,  submitting  to  the  somewhat  choking  caresses 
of  the  little  damsel. 

"My  Margaret,"  said  the  host  on  their  entrance,  "I  have 
brought  you  three  gallant  travellers,  whom  my  father  and 
yourself  will  make  welcome,  whilst  I  obey  a  summons  just 
brought  me  from  poor  dying  Elric,  the  goatherd,  whom  the 
messenger  reports  to  be  in  extremity  and  urgent  for  my 
presence.  My  masters,"  he  added,  and  his  eye  brightened 
and  his  whole  form  dilated,  "  this  is  my  wife's  father,  and 
our  honoured  parent,  Walter  Furst  of  Uri." 

The  mistress  did  her  part  in  the  reception  with  the  self- 
possession  of  a  queen,  and  the  old  man  with  the  native  inde- 
pendence and  innate  grace  of  a  Swiss  Oincinnatus,  as,  rising 
and  pointing  to  the  warmest  seats,  he  said, — 

"  Approach,  I  pray  ye,  travellers.  The  fire  is  pleasant  after 
the  cold  blast  of  the  mountain  ;  you  will  also,  an't  please  ye, 
take  a  sup  and  bit  of  our  cake  and  cordial,  as  a  good  fore- 
runner of  the  evening  meal.  Gretchen,  do  thou  serve  the 
guests.  Cold,  hunger,  and  weariness  are  often  forced  com- 
panions of  our  journeyings,  but  we  gladly  bid  them  good-by 
at  the  end." 

Whilst  the  fine  old  man  spoke,  the  eyes  of  the  travellers 
were  riveted  on  his  noble  and  expressive  countenance ;  and 
even  when  he  had  ceased,  his  striking  deportment  and  the 
prestige  of  his  name  seemed  to  awe  them  into  silence.  They, 
however,  accepted  and  partook  of  the  welcome  refreshment, 
and  when  even  the  pretty  Gretchen' s  graceful  offers  of  hospi- 
tality were  at  length  declined,  the  Pilgrim,  always  the  first  to 
recover  self-possession,  expressed  in  acceptable  terms,  and  in 
the  name  of  his  companions  as  well  as  his  own,  "  the  honour 
they  felt  it  to  be  received  under  the  roof  of  one  whose  fame 
had  reached  unto  their  distant  homes." 
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"  Ay,  my  maBters,  light  straws  are  wafted  easily  by  every 
wind  ;  not  that  I  would  disparage  my  cause  or  my  com- 
panion^i." 

"  And  do  they,  "Werner  of  the  Melcthal,  and  Stauffacher, 
still  live?"  asked  the  Minstrel. 

"  Alas,  no ;  the  feeblest  link  of  the  three-fold  cord  yet 
hangs  on,  though  the  stouter  threads  are  snapped." 

The  young  bard  arose,  and  placing  one  knee  on  the  ground, 
took  the  hand  of  the  elder  and  said,  yet  with  blushing  diffi- 
dence,— 

"  My  father,  if  the  request  be  not  too  bold,  how  gladly 
should  we  hear  from  your  lips  some  particulars  of  the  glorious 
emancipation  of  your  country  from  the  Tyrant's  power !  I  well 
remember  that  the  story  of  William  Tell  stirred  my  first  desire 
for  song;  and  the  history  of  the  brave  liberators  of  their 
country  awoke  the  first  throb  for  liberty ;  and  yet  my  boyish 
dreams  scarcely  pictured  such  happiness  as  I  now  enjoy." 

The  request  of  the  young  enthusiast  having  been  warmly 
seconded  by  the  rest  of  the  party,  Furst  waited  for  no  further 
pressing,  well  knowing  that  his  son-in-law  must  yet  be  absent 
some  time,  and  willing  to  do  all  in  his  power  to  amuse  the 
guests  till  his  return.  He  then  began  his  narrative,  and,  from 
the  clear  arrangement  of  its  parts,  it  was  evident  it  was  not 
the  first  time  he  had  been  called  on  to  relate  it. 

**  At  the  death  of  the  Emperor  Eudolph,  justly  termed  '  the 
Great,'  you  doubtless  know  that  his  son  Albert  succeeded  to 
his  domains,  but  not  to  his  virtues.  Proud,  haughty,  rapa- 
cious, cruel :  in  the  midst  of  his  luxury,  abundance  and  power, 
he  envied  the  poor  Swiss  mountaineers  their  freedom  and  their 
frugal  homes — " 

But  we  do  not  intend  to  follow  the  narrator  through  the 
windings  of  his  story,  since  our  readers  have  doubtless  traced 
them  through  some  of  the  various  histories  of  the  period. 
Yet  they  will  believe  how  breathlessly  the  hero's  tale  was 
listened  to  in  days  when  there  were  no  telegrams  propelled 
from  port  to  port ;  when  there  were  no  newspapers,  few  books 
and  fewer  readers ;  and  when  intelligence  the  most  important 


THE  HEEO   OF  ALTDORFF.  181 

was  often  learnt  from  disbanded  mercenaries,  travelling  ped- 
lars, and  Minnesingers.  The  Elder  related  the  cruelties  of 
Albert's  emissaries  with  the  force  of  truth,  and  its  simplicity ; 
exciting  to  the  highest  pitch  the  sympathy  and  indignation  of 
his  hearers;  but  when  he  proceeded  to  the  episode  of  Tell, 
and  they  were  given  to  understand  that  they  were  actually 
under  the  roof  of  the  hero  of  this  romantic  tale,  their  delight 
and  surprise  were  unbounded. 

Though  an  equal  sharer  in  the  former,  the  Pilgrim  de- 
clared he  felt  no  astonishment  at  learning  the  name  of  his 
host,  as  he  had  guessed  his  identity  from  the  moment  they  had 
met  on  the  mountain  :  "  For  who  else,"  he  asked,  "  could  take 
so  sure  an  aim  ?  Who  but  Guillaume  Tell  could  look,  speak, 
and  act  as  he  did?"  And  there  was  a  deep  pathos  in  the 
speaker's  voice  as  he  asked  the  question. 

Thus  did  the  converse  continue  with  unabated  interest  long 
past  the  supper-hour.  The  faggots  continued  to  blaze,  and  the 
savoury  contents  of  the  pots  went  boiling  on ;  the  wheels  went 
round,  though  the  merry  voices  were  somewhat  lower ;  whilst 
the  little  girl  had  slid  unnoticed  from  her  great-grandfather's 
knee,  and  was  sleeping  across  poor  Bruno's  neck,  who  seemed 
afraid  to  move  even  one  of  his  long  ears,  lest  he  should  disturb 
his  slumbering  charge. 

At  length  the  master  returned,  with  many  apologies  for  his 
long  delay,  and  gentle  chidings  that  the  supper  should  have 
been  kept  on  his  account.   . 

"  And  Elric,  husband  ?"  kindly  inquired  Margaret. 

"  I  left  him  at  rest  and  free  from  pain.  But  more  of  this 
anon ;  our  business  now  is  to  expedite  the  supper ;  our  guests 
must  be  weary  and  famished." 

"  Not  so,"  they  all  declared ;  they  had  been  too  much  inter- 
ested and  amused  to  think  either  of  hunger  or  sleep." 

"  Here,  however,  the  supper  comes  at  last;  and  our  people 
wait  for  the  guests  to  take  their  seats." 

The  travellers  having  protested  against  doing  so  at  a  sepa- 
rate table,  they  occupied  the  seats  of  honour  at  the  top  of  the 
long  board  in  the  centre  of  the  hall ;  which  was  presided  over 
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by  the  venerable  grandsire,  and  soon  filled  by  bis  children  and 
dependents.  Tell  sat  at  the  bottom.  His  two  pretty  daughters 
waited  on  the  guests ;  and  the  mistress  still  kept  her  post  near 
the  fire,  to  superintend  the  serving  of  the  food  with  her  nimble 
handmaids.  The  Swiss  seem  to  have  made  but  little  change 
in  the  culinary  department  since  the  distant  period  when  their 
heroes  presided  over  their  still  hospitable  board ;  for  then,  as 
now,  were  served  the  milk-soup  thickened  with  maize,  and  the 
salted  sausages,  boiled  pork  and  kale ;  the  fish  from  the  lake, 
the  roasted  chamois,  and  the  immense  patties  or  gateaux,  so 
called,  stuck  with  dried  plums.  There  were  many  more  home 
concoctions,  and  sundry  kinds  of  wild  fowl — But  our  bill  of 
fare  is  long  enough;  for  here,  with  the  dessert  of  apples  and 
nuts,  comes  a  little  stranger  in  swaddling  clothes  to  receive 
the  grandsire's  blessing.  A  great  event  had  taken  place  in 
Tell's  absence — the  birth  of  his  son's  first  boy ;  and  the  young 
mother  had  been  especially  desirous  that  he  might  be  intro- 
duced to  the  strangers. 

"God  be  wi'  thee,  my  boy!  "  said  Tell,  laying  his  hand 
solemnly  on  the  tiny  head,  as  he  returned  the  babe  into  its 
father's  hands.  "May'st  thou  be  as  affectionate  and  loving 
a  son  as  thy  father  has  been  to  me — and,  oh !  may  he  never 
be  called  to  the  same  straits  on  thy  accoimt,"  Then  address- 
ing the  Pilgrim,  he  said,  "  Thou  wert  pleased  to  urge  me  to 
crave  a  boon.   Wilt  thou  stand  sponsor  for  our  last-born  ?  " 

"  Gladly ;   and  he  shall  bear  my  name." 

"  And  that  name  ?  " 

**  Thou  shalt  hear  it  at  the  font." 

Tell  conducted  his  guests  himself  to  the  guest-chamber-^a 
spacious  room,  with  a  hearth  almost  as  large,  and  quite  as 
blazing,  as  the  one  below.  The  beds,  of  which  there  was  one 
in  each  comer,  were  furnished  with  a  mattress  of  the  elastic 
dried  leaves  of  the  maize,  and  a  covering  lined  with  the  down 
of  the  Eider  duck.  What  can  these  our  days  of  wonders  and 
luxuries  produce  more  sleep-inviting  ?  But  before  our  travel- 
lers yielded  to  their  influence,  they  eagerly  sought  an  expla- 
nation of  some  words  which  had  dropped  from  their  host, 
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relative  to  the  Franciscan  Friar,  and  received  from  the  Pil- 
grim a  promise  of  a  full  explanation  on  the  morrow. 

''  At  present,"  he  said,  /'  I  am  sure  I  should  fall  asleep  in 
the  midst." 

More  probably,  it  was  the  fear  that  the  narrative  would 
prove  too  powerful  a  stimulant,  even  against  the  narcotic  in- 
fluences of  fatigue  and  watching,  that  induced  him  to  defer 
the  confidence.  After  this  wise  precaution,  we  need  not  say 
the  travellers  slept  soundly ;  nor  need  we  stop  to  relate  the 
surprise  and  burning  indignation  of  the  two  younger  on  hear- 
ing the  history  of  the  Devil's  Bridge,  and  the  perils  encountered 
by  their  companion,  who  had  some  difficulty  in  persuading 
them  to  defer  their  search  of  the  miscreant  until  after  break- 
fast. The  plentiful  morning  meal  differed  little  from  the 
evening's  supper,  excepting  in  not  being  so  numerously 
attended,  all  the  household,  with  the  exception  of  the  elders, 
having  broken  their  fast  long  before,  and  gone  to  their  out- 
of-door  labours.  The  conversation  was  in  consequence  more 
unrestrained,  and  after  the  few  courteous  greetings  and  in- 
quiries of  civilized  life  in  all  ages  and  countries,  it  fell  on  the 
narrative  which  had  so  engrossed  the  attention  of  the  strangers 
on  the  night  before. 

''Did  any  of  Albert's  murderers — ^by  my  faith,  after  what  I 
have  heard,  I  would  rather  call  them  exectUioners — " 

"  Whist !  whist !  young  sir,"  hastily  interrupted  the  Pilgrim. 
"  Are  you  setting  up  for  the  defence  of  regicide  ?  But  pardon 
the  interruption ;  ask  your  question." 

"  It  is,"  said  the  Pedlar,  a  little  abashed,  "whether  those 
unfortunate — ay,  and  I  allow  guilty — ^men  sought  refuge 
amongst  the  Swiss  ? — thet/  at  least  benefited  by  their  crime." 

''They  did.  Our  country,  as  the  neaiest  both  in  race  and 
tongue,  was  the  first  in  which  they  sought  a  refuge,  and  it 
was  denied.  We  knew  at  first  only  the  crimson  fact,  but 
have  since  learnt  the  bitter  provocation  which  hurried  the 
injured  to  the  deed." 

"  But  could  not  justify  it,"  said  the  Pilgrim. 

Furst  looked  anxiously  at  his  son-in-law,  and  then,  either 
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to  change  the  subject  or  from  some  hidden  connexion  with 
it|  observed  that  he  had  omitted  to  give  them  the  promised 
intelligence  of  the  sick  Goatherd. 

"  I  found  him,"  replied  Tell,  "  in  sore  distress  of  mind  and 
body.  He  had  been  constantly  inquiring  if  I  were  returned, 
as  he  could  not,  he  said,  die  in  peace  unless  I  came  back  to 
perform  a  long-promised  service  which  no  one  else — so  he 
opined — could  execute  for  him.  That  service,  which  I  will  not 
now  explain,  was  attended,  in  his  weak  state,  with  much  pain 
and  difficulty ;  but  he  bore  it  well  and  seemed  so  content  at 
having  accomplished  his  heart's  long  desire,  that  I  left  him 
at  rest — ^I  may  say,  happy.  But  we  forget,  father,  that  our 
guests  know  naught  of  poor  Elric." 

"Do  not  let  that  stop  your  commimings?  Who  is  this 
Elric  ?  " 

"  Nay,  that  I  cannot  answer  you,  sir  Palmer,"  interrupted 
the  Elder,  evidently  to  spare  Toll's  embarrassment.  "All  we 
know  is  that  he  came  into  these  parts  so  long  ago  as  the  year 
of  grace  1308." 

"  The  year  of  the  Emperor's  murder,"  observed  the  Pilgrim, 
thoughtfully. 

"  The  same ;  no  free-bom  Swiss  will  ever  forget  that  date." 

"  Or  minstrel  cease  to  sing  it." 

A  glance  from  his  older  friend  cut  short  the  eloquence  of 
the  Bard ;  and  Furst  continued,  whilst  he  looked  at  him  with 
paternal  aflfection, — 

"  In  that  ever-memorable  year,  Elric — ^for  that  was  the  only 
name  he  answered  to  amongst  us — ^knocked,  on  a  dark  and 
stormy  night,  at  old  Eudvic's  door,  the  owner  of  a  small  plot 
of  ground,  on  which  he  grazes  a  few  score  goats,  and  asked 
for  service  as  a  goatherd.  The  old  couple  had  just  lost  the 
prop  of  their  age,  an  only  son,  and  always  affirmed  the  stranger 
was  sent  by  Heaven  to  fill  his  place.  They  took  him  in, 
promised  him  shelter  and  secrecy,  bestowed  on  him  the  name 
of  their  lost  son,  and  almost  an  equal  portion  of  their  love. 
Faithfully  and  afltectionately  did  the  adopted  wanderer  serve 
the  aged  pair ;  and  when  the  old  man  died,  he  gave  his  widow 
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and  all  his  little  belongings  into  Elric's  charge.  Last  winter 
was  a  very  hard  one  in  these  parts ;  and  in  searching  for  some 
strayed  goats  beneath  the  snow,  the  feithful  Elric  caught  a 
fever  and  has  been  sinking  ever  since,  and  now,  in  all  likeli- 
hood, he  has  not  many  days  to  live." 

**  Say  rather  hours,"  said  Tell,  who  had  been  struggling  to 
command  his  emotion  during  his  father's  narrative — "nay 
minutes ;  wherefore  I  must  again  crave  pardon  of  my  guests 
for  leaving  them.  I  promised  the  dying  man  I  would  return 
and  bring  you,  father,  with  me." 

"May  I  not  accompany  you — at  least  to  the  door?  "  whis- 
pered a  soft  voice  in  Toll's  ear. 

"Willingly,  my  young  master,  and  enter  it  too.  The  sight 
will  do  you  good.  You  may  learn  a  lesson  at  that  humble 
pallet  which  your  gentle  heart  will  feel  and  never  forget." 

"Then,  why  may  we  not  all  go?"  pleaded  the  Pilgrim; 
"for  who  is  there  amongst  us  that  does  not  need  instruc- 
tion ?  " 

After  half  an  hour's  walk,  the  party  ^reached  a  small  plat- 
form on  the  moimtain's  side,  on  which  stood  the  Goatherd's 
hut,  surrounded  by  a  little  green  pasturage.  All  was  stiU, 
save  the  rushing  of  a  mountain  stream,  which  might  be  traced 
like  a  silver  thread,  from  above,  as  it  issued  from  a  dark 
fissure  of  the  rock,  and  rolled  over  its  surface.  It  had  been 
diverted  from  its  course,  to  minister  to  the  simple  wants  of 
the  inhabitants  of  the  cottage.  The  plaintive  cry  of  a  goat 
was  also  discernible ;  the  animal  was  standing  before  the  door 
and  occasionally  butting  against  it,  as  if  to  demand  entrance. 
Tell  stroked  the  creature's  head,  saying  gently, — 

"Ah,  my  poor  Nanchen,  thy  master  will  never  caress  thee 
more." 

The  outer  room  of  the  humble  dwelling  into  which  Tell 
introduced  his  party  was  unoccupied ;  but  sobs  and  plaintive 
lamentations  were  distinctly  heard  by  them  to  issue  from  the 
one  within.  The  hero  stood  for  a  few  moments  irresolute  and 
struggling  with  his  feelings;  then,  mastering  them  by  one 
visible  effort,  laid  his  hand  on  the  latch,  raised  it,  and  threw 
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open  the  door.  What  an  unexpected  sight  met  the  eyes  of  his 
followers ! 

On  a  low  pallet  facing  the  opened  door,  lay — not,  as  they  were 
prepared  to  see,  the  dying  Goatherd,*  but — a  strangely  anoma- 
lous yet  majestic  figure,  arrayed  in  the  bright  armour  of  a 
knight;  his  visor  up,  his  gauntleted  hands  crossed  on  his 
breast,  his  sword  laid  at  his  side.  At  his  head  knelt  the  old 
peasant  woman,  her  hands  clasped  and  her  streaming  eyes 
raised  to  his  countenance.  The  light  of  a  lamp  hung  above  the 
bed,  dim  and  uncertain,  yet,  as  it  fell  on  that  calm  countenance, 
on  those  finely-moulded  features,  on  the  kneeling  figure  at  the 
side,  it  gave  to  the  whole  scene  the  similitude  of  a  Gothic 
monument,  lighted  by  the  rays  of  a  setting  sun  struggling 
through  the  dim  panes  of  a  cathedral  window.  The  illusion 
was  yet  further  heightened  as  Tell,  bending  reverentially  over 
the  calm  outstretched  form  of  the  caparisoned  knight,  seemed 
thus  to  read  his  epitaph  :  — 

''My  father,  my  friends,  you  see  before  you  the  mortal 
remains  of  the  noble  but  imfortunate 

**  "Walter,  Baron  von  Eschenbach. 

'*May  the  blood  of  his  aU-forgiving  Eedeemer  assoyl  his 
soulP' 

A  low-breathed  yet  fervent  "  Amen  "  from  aU  present  was 
the  solemn  response. 

As  the  party  walked  slowly  homeward,  Tell  gave  the  fol- 
lowing additional  explanation  of  the  impressive  scene  which 
occupied  aU  hearts  and  thoughts  : — 

"My  father  has  already  explained  to  you  the  honourable 
yet  stem  motives  which  induced  the  Swiss  to  refuse  protection, 
and  even  shelter,  to  the  murderers  of  the  cruel  Emperor  Albert, 
although  he  had  ever  been  their  most  inveterate  foe,  and  they 
had  at  that  time  thrown  off  his  galling  yoke.  To  this  stern 
justice  the  poor  Goatherd  and  his  wife  offered  a  merciful  ex- 
ception.    One  dark  stormy  night,  the  blood-hound  on   his 

*  Historical. 
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track,  faint  with  terror  and  remorse,  famishing,  and  almost 
death-wear  J,  the  Baron  von  Eschenbach,  clothed  in  the  shining 
armour  in  which  he  sat  at  a  monarch's  feast,  and  armed  with 
the  weapon  that  had  drunk  that  monarch's  blood,  stooped  his 
lofty  head  to  ask  shelter  beneath  the  mountain  chalet.  You 
have  already  heard  how  generously  it  was  accorded,  and  how 
gratefully  repaid.  Before  he  doffed  his  coat-  of-mail  he  claimed 
the  promise  of  his  host  that,  in  case  of  his  death,  it  should  be 
placed  on  his  body,  and  that  he  should  be  buried  in  this 
strange  winding-sheet.  The  old  people  promised  secrecy,  and 
kept  their  word  until  just  before  the  old  man's  death,  when 
the  secret  and  the  trust  devolved  on  me.  With  his  confi- 
dence the  Baron  generously  gave  me  his  friendship,  which  of 
late  years  has  been  the  greatest  charm  of  my  life.  How  many 
a  snow-storm  have  I  braved,  how  many  a  night  have  I  passed 
over  the  smouldering  embers  of  poor  Gotlobe's  fire,  talking 
of  deeds  of  prowess,  of  acts  of  tyranny  and  oppression,  and" — 

The  hand  of  Furst  laid  on  the  shoulder  of  the  speaker  pre- 
vented his  continuing. 

*'  Nay,  my  son,"  said  the  old  man  mildly,  "  I  blame  not  thy 
love  for  thy  friend,  nor  thy  anger  at  his  injuries ;  but,  remem- 
ber, he  forgave  them,  and  so  do  thou." 

Tell  bore  the  reproof  with  childlike  humility,  and  continued 
his  narrative : — 

"  On  my  return  yesternight,  you  all  know  I  was  summoned 
to  the  Goatherd's  hut.  I  found  life  almost  extinct ;  but  when 
I  had  enclosed  the  shrunk  frame  in  its  once  untarnished 
covering,  a  bright  gleam  shot  from  the  expiring  embers. 
Pressing  my  hand  as  I  clasped  the  last  buckle,  he  lifted  his 
eyes  heavenward,  and  the  name  of  the  Pardoner  and  Expiator 
of  all  sin  passed  his  lips,  on  which,  as  ye  have  seen,  a  sweet 
smile  lingered." 

That  evening  the  wheels  went  noiselessly  round  in  the 
Swiss  kitchen,  and  a  shade  of  melancholy  passed  over  the 
usually  joyous  circle.  The  Minstrel  tuned  his  harp  to  lays  of 
sorrow  and  regret,  the  Liberator  spoke  of  change  and  decay, 
and  the  lost  companions  of  his  deathless  deeds ;  and,  as  each 
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in  turn  contributed  to  the  interest  of  tlie  passing  hour,  the 
same  strain  of  pleasing  melancholy  pervaded  all  their  com- 
munications. 

Delighted  with  the  attractions  of  their  Swiss  sojourn,  the 
travellers  yielded  to  Toll's  pressing  hospitality,  and  remained 
his  guests  for  some  days.  During  that  time,  they  attended  the 
obsequies  of  poor  Ebric ;  for  by  that  name  he  was  committed 
to  his  humble  grave.  The  secret  of  his  birth  was  confined  to 
those  who  witnessed  the  last  affecting  discloi^ure  of  its  tarnished 
nobility. 

All  that  liberality  and  kindness  could  do  to  soothe  the 
grief  of  the  outlaw's  humble  benefactress  was  supplied  and 
administered  during  the  short  period  of  her  remaining  life.  One 
month  only  elapsed  ere  she  was  laid,  at  her  dying  request, 
beside  her  adopted  son. 

The  Pilgrim  performed  his  promise  of  standing  sponsor  for 
Toll's  infant  grandson,  and  he  yielded  to  the  remonstrances  of 
his  friends  in  allowing  a  strict  search  to  be  made  both  for  the 
recreant  Friar  and  the  stolen  pack.  Of  the  last,  the  owner 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  be  enabled  to  redeem  some  valuable 
articles,  which  had  been  sold  at  an  inadequate  price  to  the 
cottagers  around ;  and  he  failed  not  to  distribute  them 
amongst  the  fair  spinsters,  as, a  balance  to  the  heart-subduing 
effect  of  the  Minstrel's  songs  of  love  and  war.  Of  the  result  of 
the  other  search  we  shall  probably  hear  at  a  more  advanced 
period  of  our  story. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE   ABBEY  CONFESSIONAL. 

Talk  not  of  beasts  of  prey,  of  coiling  snake. 
That  lurk  in  beds  of  flowers  and  tangled  brake : 
The  deadliest  enemy  of  Man  is  Man. 

We  return  to  Koenigsfelden^  again  to  find  the  restless  Arch- 
duke Leopold  (whose  uncontrolled  passions  and  disordered 
imagination  allowed  him  little  repose),  spurring  his  fleet  steed 
over  the  plain  and  through  the  deep  forest-paths  which  lay 
between  the  Castle  and  the  Abbey.  Vehemently  desiring  one 
day  what  his  conscience  often  bade  him  eschew  on  the  next,  he 
came  in  hot  haste  to  forbid  the  prosecution  of  a  project  which 
would  doubtless  be  "  better  honoured  in  the  breach  than  in 
the  observance ; "  but  forgetting  that  sufficient  time  had 
elapsed  for  its  completion,  and  that  he  had  to  do  with  one  to 
whom  reflection  came  before,  not  after,  action. 

Pushing  aside  the  cowled  attendants  who  would  guard  the 
sanctum  of  their  superior,  even  from  royal  intrusion,  Leopold 
presented  himself  before  the  Abbot  of  Koenigsfelden. 

"  My  lord,"  he  said,  **  there  are  straits  which  dispense  with 
ceremony.     Hast  thou  tidings  of  thy  mute  emissary  ?    None  ! 

I  marvel  that  thou,  with  all  thy  senses  so  alert,  should' st  em- 
ploy one  who  lacks  two  of  the  five." 

**  It  is  that  I  employ  servants,  not  to  speak  or  to  hear,  but 

to   do.     My  business  wanted  no  qualifications  but  such  as 

Gotfried  possessed — punctuality  and  fidelity." 

'^  In  one  of  which,  at  least,  he  has  been  found  wanting  :  he 

should  have  returned  ere  this." 

**  And  therefore  I  feel  sure  some  mischance  has  befallen 

him,  and  I  have  despatched  one  of  our  brethren  to  the  Prior 

of  St.  Gothard,  who  haply  may  give  us  some  intelligence  of 

him.     But  why  is  your  Highness  thus  disquieted? " 
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"  I  am  not  without  misgivings  as  to  the  share  I  have  taken 
in  your  somewhat  hazardous,  and  certainly  questionable  enter- 
prise," replied  Leopold  sulkily. 

**  Mj/  enterprise !  Nay,  your  Highness  dre.ams  in  calling  it 
such,  since  you  know  by  whose  orders  I  acted ;  you  know  also 
that  those  orders  were,  if  possible,  to  detain^  but  not  to  injure 
the  object  of  them.  Nay,  nay,  you  cannot  forget  your  cordial 
assent  to  the  means  proposed  for  accomplishing  his  Holiness' s 
wishes." 

The  eye  of  Leopold  shrank  from  the  calm  gaze  of  the  Abbot 
as  he  continued, — 

"  Your  Highness  knows  better  than  I  how  the  detention  of 
an  enemy  for  so  short  a  period  could  be  of  avail.  It  was  my 
duty  to  obey,  not  to  question,  the  orders  of  my  superior,  even 
though  they  fell  not  in  with  my  humour.  I  know  not  the 
turbulent  Prince,  and  like  not  his  report ;  yet,  as  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  I  would  not  that  a  hair  of  his  head  should  need- 
lessly fall  from  it." 

A  bitter  smile  curled  the  Duke's  lip. 

"  Since  when,"  he  asked,  "  has  my  Lord  Abbot  been  so 
careful  over  that  harebrained  head  ?  " 

*'  Mayhap  it  is  since  I  have  found  out  its  owner  has  a  rival 
who  would  be  yet  more  distasteful  to  your  Highness.  For 
myseK,  although  I  again  repeat  that  I  know  not,  nay,  have 
never  seen  him  whom  men  begin  to  call  the  King  of  Bohemia, 
there  breathes  not  a  prince  whom  I  would  not  sooner  see  the 
consort  of  the  Princess  Bertha." 

"I  prithee  explain,"  said  the  Duke,  who  had  given  little 
attention  to  the  latter  part  of  the  Abbot's  speech.  "  Whom 
meanest  thou  as  John  of  Luxemburg's  rival?  Didst  thou 
learn  his  name  from  my  brother  ?" 

"It  matters  not  through  what  channel  I  learnt  the  dis- 
tasteful fact,  but  fact  it  is,  that  before  Louis  opened  the 
prison-door  of  your  royal  brother,  he  demanded  the  hand  of 
his.  already-affianced  daughter— ay,  that  of  the  Princess 
Bertha,  your  niece." 

**  It  is  a  lie  !  "  exclaimed  Leopold—**  a  base,  unfounded  lie ; 
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and  Had  any  tongue  but  thine,  Abbot,  uttered  it,   I  would 
have  crammed  it  down  the  perjured  throat." 

"  And  that  tongue  repeats  the  unwelcome  truth,"  said  the 
Abbot,  with  proud  composure,  his  calm  eye  stiU  resting  on 
the  abashed  Prince,  who  said  in  a  subdued  tone, — 

'*  I  crave  your  pardon,  father,  for  my  hasty  judgment,  but 
my  brain  is  on  fire.  Events  so  unexpected,  so  adverse,  crowd 
on  me  in  such  force  that  my  reason  totters.  Even  now,  I 
forget  some  question  of  weight  that  I  came  purposely  to  have 
solved." 

**  Collect  yourself,  my  son,"  said  the  Abbot  soothingly. 
**  Perhaps  it  related  to  the  expected  arrival  of  the  ambassador 
from  Naples?  and,"  he  added,  as  though  he  rather  asked, the 
question  of  himself  than  of  the  Duke,  '^  perhaps  it  was  to 
afford  time  to  the  more  favoured  suitor  that  his  Holiness 
was  so  desirous  to  arrest  the  betrothed  applicant  on  his 
way  ?  " 

The  Duke  answered  impatiently,  "  I  would  fain  barter 
queries;  for  I  can  guess  little,  and  know  nothing.  What 
didst  thou  hint  of  the  arrogant  pretensions  of  the  son  of  Louis, 
father?" 

*a  did  not  hint ;  I  affirmed." 

Leopold  drew  a  heavy  sigh. 

"  This,  then,"  he  said,  **  is  poor  Frederick's  secret !  Reve- 
rend father,  I  now  perceive  that,  whilst  endeavouring  to  escape 
a  storm  at  sea,  we  risk  a  shipwreck  on  shore.  I  would  I  had 
let  the  winds  and  the  waves  do  their  own  bidding  ere  I  had 
meddled  in  the  whirlwind.  To  remove  one  odious  pretender 
would  but  make  room  for  another  yet  more  objectionable.  I 
now  see  no  way  of  escape,  imless  the  maiden,  like  her  aunt, 
whom  in  what  is  good  she  resembles,  would  declare  for  the 
cloister.     Speak,  father !" 

The  last  words  were  uttered  with  petulant  impatience. 

"  What  would  you  have  me  say,  my  son,  to  a  proposition 
so  utterly  futile,  which  neither  the  Princess  nor  her  sire  would 
give  ear  to  for  one  moment?  Tou,  however,  praised  be  our 
Lady,  have  nobler  views  of  the  claims  of  the  Church ;  and 


'  i<>«kV4iL  -^UWv  btJMWptl  wmL  ^iul&.  i^n>  ^Ekt  -ftangitfliwia :  enmot  you 

*  >iid^«  "hm,  td^  tiiffwniBig:  mS  te  T«t  mm  acoeplaMe  if 

' '  J^'^kUM^  &G&Kk  tAi9iB.  liuninast  sutt  i&e  Twmings  of  a 
p4iMtt£'3^  xMttt.  JUiiL  «v«niif /«9(DM]DK&k»!&frcog%saa^ 
lAi^  oluLldx<iia  bttv^  9i;>TiMaSDaaL  iat  ttJbe  TeiL.  and  I  kme  sworn — 
aiiiii^  l^  1^  Iig^«if  BUT  Tmdrs  broir,  I  will  observe  mine  oath. 
— ZM  w  t»>  <l)njgp  i^kam  iBDvilEng^  no  idbe  ahaor.  Xo ;  lather  let 
QM  wntb»  £)c  «w  im  die  hot  fires  of  paagaaaiy  liian  seek  to 
vj^uendl  db9tr  Hut  bj  leais  wnDig  fion  mj  diildien^s  eyes." 

^^  B^^  cahrt,  mr  soa ;  Hearea  viH  find  some  odier  way  of 

At  thai  moment  a  lay  brother  entered  die  apartment,  and 
drilT^red  his  message  to  his  snpeiiar  in  a  low  voice,  bnt  not 
low  eiKNigh  to  escape  the  moibid  Tigilanee  of  Ijeopold. 

^^St.  (jodiard!  comes  the  meBe«iger6om  St  Godiard?  Bid 
l>ym  here— bid  him  here,  I  say !" 

The  trembling  firiar  looked  at  the  Abbot.  There  was  no  help 
ioft  ity  and  he  therefore^  apparently  without  rdnetanoe,  reit- 
erated the  Archdnke's  commands,  and  Brother  £?eraid  soon 
appeared — a  man  of  commanding  deportment  and  pleasing 
physi(^nomy. 

'^  Benedicite,  good  brother,"  said  the  Abbot ;  then  taming 
to  Leopold,  added,  **  Your  Highness,  this  is  the  tmsty  mes- 
senger I  spoke  of  just  now.     What  news.  Brother  Ererard  ?" 

The  friar  took  a  small  packet  from  his  bosom,  and  presented 
it  to  the  Abbot,  saying, — 

'<  ELiB  reverence  the  Prior  sends  this  in  answer  to  your 
lordship's  letter,  and  with  it  bade  me  assure  you  of  his  love 
and  service." 

As  the  Abbot  was  engaged  in  the  perusal  of  his  brother 
prelate's  despatch,  Leopold  turned  impatiently  to  demand, 
"  what  news  the  messenger  had  brought  of  GK)tfried  ?" 

**  The  Prior  and  monks,  your  Highness,  affirm  that  he  arrived 
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one  eve  at  their  Hospice,  and  left  it  the  next  morning  with  a 
Pilgrim,  to  whom,  they  further  informed  me,  he  acted  as  guide. 
I  staid  therefore  only  for  needful  refreshment  and  the  Prior's 
despatch,  and  wended  my  way  down  the  steep  I  had  climbed." 

"Found'st  thou  no  trace  of  thy  dumb  brother  on  thy  way 
down  the  mountain  ?" 

"But  little,  your  Highness,  though  I  failed  not  diligently  to 
seek  it.  One  little  medden  told  me  she  had  served  a  pilgrim 
with  milk,  who  had  rewarded  her  with  a  larger  piece  of  silver 
than  had  ever  crossed  her  palm  before." 

"Ha!  and  say,  good  brother,"  asked  the  Duke,  whilst  the 
Abbot  raised  his  eyes  from  the  letter  he  held,  "  did  not  the 
wench  notice  his  companion  ?  " 

"  She  did ;  but  he  found  not  the  same  favour  in  her  eyes,  for 
she  remarked,  albeit  his  garb,  she  wished  the  gracious  pilgrim 
had  found  a  comelier  mate.  The  grateful  lass  followed  them 
until  they  got  near  unto  the  TeufeFs  Thai,  and  then  went 
back—." 

"Fearing,  I  suppose,"  interrupted  the  Abbot,  with  unusual 
facetiousness,  "that  the  foul  fiend  should  arrest  her  for  in- 
truding into  his  domains.  Now  go,  brother,  and  get  the 
refreshment  thou  must  greatly  need." 

"Nay,  stay!  "  vehemently  exclaimed  Leopold,  holding  the 
retreating  friar  by  his  sleeve.  * '  That  valley  on  which  the  curse 
of  desolation  rests  borders  the  fearful  bridge  that  spans  the 
torrent.     Did  the  maiden  venture  thus  far  ?  " 

"  Not  at  first,  your  Highness ;  but,  fancying  on  her  homeward 
way  she  heard  a  cry  of  distress— or  rather,  as  she  expressed  it, 
*  a  signal  of  danger ' — " 

"  The  demon's  howl,  doubtless." 

"  Nay,  reverend  father,  these  jests  are  at  the  best  ill-timed. 
Go  on,  good  brother.  The  maiden  crossed  the  bridge,  saidst 
thou,  and  found — ?  " 

"  Naught  but  a  pilgrim's  staff,  and  an  arrow  stained  with 
blood,  which  she  opined — " 

The  narrator  stopped;  for  at  that  moment  he  caught  the  eye 
of  his  superior,  who  with  his  usual  calm  determination  pointed 
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to  the  door.  He  liad  observed  the  rising  fury  gleam  from 
Leopold's  eye,  had  marked  the  mounting  blood  swell  the  veins 
of  his  high  bare  forehead,  and  cared  not  that  any  one  but 
himself  should  witness  its  explosion.  The  enraged  Prince 
paced  the  apartment  with  unequal  strides;  then  suddenly 
stopping  before  the  Abbot,  he  exclaimed, — 

**  My  Lord  of  Koenigsfelden,  I  now  preceive  thy  cursed  plot ! 
I  now  see  how  thou  hast  betrayed  and  ruined  me— dragged  me, 
soul  and  body,  into  the  lowest  pit  of  hell,  by  making  me  a 
partaker  in  the  foulest  murder  that  ever  drove  man  to  per- 
dition. Thou  hast  lured,  by  thy  cursed  agent,  the  noble  and 
mighty  into  thy  meshes,  and  hurled  him  into  an  ignominious 
grave.  I  swear  by  the  Holy  Hood  that,  but  for  thy  priestly 
office,  I  would  crush  thee  as  the  reptile  that  crawls  from  its 
covert  to  sting  the  unwary !  " 

And  the  frantic  man  qjs  he  spoke  shook  his  closed  hand  in 
the  Abbot's  face.  The  stately  Dignitary  blenched  not,  neither 
did  he  betray  the  slightest  emotion  of  anger  or  fear.  He  rose 
slowly  and  steadily,  and  taking  a  crucifix  from  his  bosom, 
held  it  aloft,  describing  the  sign  of  the  cross  as  'he  repeated 
solemnly, — 

"  By  this  holy  emblem,  by  this  sacred  sign,  and  in  virtue 
of  my  ministerial  office,  I  exorcise  the  evil  spirit  which  has 
taken  possession  of  my  well-beloved  yet  imfortunate  son,  and 
infused  the  poison  of  suspicion  into  his  noble  soul."  Then, 
after  a  short  pause,  he  added,  "  When  the  Archduke  Leopold 
comes  to  his  right  mind,  he  shall  hear  that  the  object  of  his 
mistrustful  suspicion  lives,  and,  mayhttp,  ere  many  suns  arise 
and  set,  may  come  hither  to  advance  claims  he  will  be  in  no 
haste  to  ratify." 

Whether  from  the  effect  of  the  exorcism  or  the  dispersion  of 
his  fears,  the  charm  worked  effectively.   The  tiger  was  subdued. 

"Forgive  me  and  pity  me,  Francesco  de  Montolivo!"  he 
said,  in  accents  of  sorrowful  entreaty.  "  Thou  seest  before 
thee  the  most  wretched  of  God's  creatures — the  outcast  of 
Nature,  the  sport  of  Fortune,  torn  by  a  thousand  demons. 
Ohi  father,  father,  speak  to  them,  exorcise  them !" 
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And  the  priest  did  exorcise  the  foul  fiends  which  had  taken 
possession  of  the  half- maniac's  mind,  by  gentle  words  and 
soothing  promises ;  and  dismissed  him  with  deep  pity  for  his 
mad  infatuation.  The  wise  man — ^for  such  he  was  deemed  by 
himself  and  the  world  at  large — ^then  yielded  himself  up  to  a 
possession  equally  unreasonable.  He  touched  a  little  bell  of 
summons. 

"Bid  Brother  Everard  hither." 

Thp  recalled  messenger  soon  appeared. 

**  The  presence  of  the  Prince  prevented  my  making  aU  the 
inquiries  I  wished,"  said  the  superior  on  his  entrance.  "  I 
find  from  the  Prior's  letter  that  one  of  the  guides,  on  return- 
ing to  Bellinzona,  had  called  at  the  hospital  to  report  the 
safety  of  the  Pilgrim,  but  he  gives  no  further  particulars. 
You  spoke  of  the  little  mountain  maid's  finding  a  blood-stained 
arrow ;  it  is  therefore  plain  that,  if  aimed  at  the  Pilgrim,  it 
missed  its  mark.  What  deemest  thou :  could  Gotfried  have 
been  its  victim  ?  I  like  not  his  disappearance  without  notice 
or  token.     Brother,  thou  must  depart  again  on  the  quest." 

The  addressed  bowed,  placed  his  hand  on  his  breast,  and 
would  have  left  the  room,  but  the  Abbot  detained  him. 

**  Stay  one  moment !  My  esteemed  brother's  letter  is  kind, 
but  laconic.  I  would  fain  learn  from  you  any  chance  talk 
thou  may'st  have  heard  anent  the  Friar  and  his  companion." 

**  I  do  remember  but  little  beside  what  I  have  already  men- 
tioned," answered  the  friar  hesitatingly. 

"  Ponder  well ;  I  am  not  in  haste.  Did  the  monks  ? — ah ! 
I  see  there  is  something." 

**  The  Cellarer,  my  lord—" 

**  Yes ;  the  Cellarer  ?    Let  there  be  no  concealment  between 


us." 


"  I  would  not  peril  the  good  Cellarer." 

"Neither  shalt  thou.  Brother  Everard,  when  didst  thou 
know  thy  spiritual  father  betray  a  confidence  or  forfeit  his 
word  ?  " 

"  Never,  never,  my  respected  lord ; "  and  the  friar  raised 
the  hem  of  the  Abbot's  robe  to  his  forehead  with  genuine  love 
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and  reverence.     ''Thus  gracionsly  commanded,  I  will  obey. 
But  I  speak  only,  as  my  informant  did,  on  snrmise,  or  rather 
from  some  information  whose  source  he  did  not  reveal.    He, 
however,  hinted  that — " 
«'Gotfried?" 

The  friar  bowedy  and  continued,  ''  Meant  no  good  towards 
the  Pilgrim ;  that  after  he  had  retired  to  his  chamber  " —  the 
narrator's  voice  lowered  to  a  whisper  as  he  added — "but  for 
timely  interruption  he  would  have — " 

''Enough,  enough!  good  son.  God  be  praised  that  no 
harm  has  fallen  on  the  stranger,  as  I  feel  sure  no  harm  was 
intended.  Perchance,  honest  Gotfried  mistook  the  stranger's 
chamber  for  his  own,  or  wandered  in  his  sleep.  Thou  knowest 
he  has  no  tongue  to  ask  his  way,  or  sense  of  sound  to  break 
his  slumber." 

Poor  Brother  Everard  felt  his  imprudence;  perhaps  the 
Abbot  guessed  his  fears ;  but  he  was  too  generous  to  resent 
a  confidence  he  had  exacted,  and  said  kindly, — 

"Although  I  set  small  store  by  thy  gossip,  neither  thou 
nor  thy  friend  shall  hear  aught  again  of  it.  But  thou  must 
depart  in  search  of  poor  Gotfried,  and  bring  him  back  if  thou 
canst  find  him.     St.  Francis  forfend  that  evil  befall  him  ! " 

Brother  Everard  crossed  himself,  and  silently  awaited  the 
further  commands  of  his  superior,  which  were  thus  graciously 
issued: — 

'*  Now,  fare  thee  well,  my  son.  Thou  hast  ever  shown 
thyself  so  trusty  and  diligent  that  I  would  fain,  when  oppor- 
tunity occurs,  appoint  thee  to  an  office  of  higher  trust.  That 
of  our  aged  Sacristan  must  soon  be  vacant." 

The  friar  placed  his  hand  on  his  heart,  bowed  low,  and 
retired,  with  a  charge  to  send  Father  Anselmo. 

A  business  of  somewhat  ludicrous,  though  nevertheless 
mortifying  and  perplexing,  character  had  induced  this  Lord 
Abbot  of  a  royal  abbey,  and  cardinal  expectant  to  summon 
this  member  of  his  community,  who,  though  little  deserving 
either  respect  or  favour,  was  nevertheless  one  of  the  littles 
out  of  which  our  spiritual  diplomatist  formed  his  mickle — 
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one  grain  of  iliei  sandhill  on  which  he  meant  to  mount  to 
eminence.  This  Minorite  friar,  whose  conventual  name  was 
Father  Anselmo,  and  office  confessor  and  spiritual  director 
of  the  novices,  filled  a  situation,  if  not  exactly  adapted 
to  his  mean  understanding  and  grovelling  spirit,  was  emi- 
nently calculated  to  feed  his  inordinate  curiosity  and  love 
of  interference.  It  had  another  valuei  in  his  estimation  :  it 
often  threw  him  in  the  way  of  Sister  Eva,  and  afforded  them 
delicious  morsels  of  gossip  and  criticism  to  chew  together. 
The  peculiar  relation  this  unworthy  confessor  bore  to  one  of 
the  most  important  sections  of  a  female  community  caused 
him  to  be  aji  object  of  especial  interest  to  a  new  Prior, 
whose  introduction  and  history  we  shall  have  more  to  say  of 
hereafter. 

But  the  summoned  confidant  waits  for  his  instructions. 
Confidant?  No;  the  Abbot  MontoHvo  had  no  confidants. 
He  was  the  sun  of  his  own  system,  and  he  cared  not  how  dim 
his  revolving  planets  were,  provided  he  entirely  governed  their 
movements.  Thus  the  opaque  Gotfried,  and  the  eccentric 
Anselmo  were  alike  subject  to  his  laws,  and  ruled  by  his  in- 
fluence. So  quickly  and  noiselessly  had  the  latter  appeared, 
that  he  stood  before  his  summoner  as  if  he  had  started  up 
through  the  floor  at  the  stroke  of  a  necromancer's  wand.  A 
little  sordid  old  man,  whose  twinkling  black  eyes  had  been  so 
long  bent  on  littles  that  they  nearly  approached  his  nose ;  whilst 
that,  in  its  turn,  overshadowed  his  thin,  lips.  His  complexion 
was  tawny,  his  beard  thin  and  grizzly,  and  his  voice  high-set 
and  wiry. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  story  of  St.  Klare's  new 
petticoat  ?  "  demanded  the  Abbot. 

"  A  miracle,  my  lord,  a  bond  fide  miracle  !  I  marvel  much 
your  reverence  has  had  no  revelation,  natural  or  spiritual,  of 
this  mark  of  the  favour  of  St.  Klare,  Law  Domino  !  to  our 
sister  Minorites." 

'*  But  this  red  silk  petticoat,  father  ?" 

*'  I  crave  pardon ;  not  silk,  but  velvet  of  the  true  woof  of 
Genoa.    And  once  again  I  would  ask  permission  to  intimate 
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th«at  the  colour  thereof  is  not  red,  bnt  green ;  and  the  form — 
hut  I  fear  to  offend  by  further  liberty  of  remark — " 

*'  Nay,  go  on,  go  on ;  I  ask  for  information,"  said  the  listener, 
who  let  this  stringer  of  little  exceptions  proceed,  watching  in 
the  meanwhile  to  pick  up  any  stray  bead  he  might  let  slip 
between  his  fingers. 

**  What  other  blunder  have  I  made  ?  " 

'^  Only  in  the  form  of  the  miraculous  garment ;  that  being 
not  a  petticoat,  but  a  vest  or  tunic ;  such  as  our  Princess  Bertha, 
— that  is,  without  any  special  reference  to  her  Highness — any 
grand  lady  might  don  on  occasions  of  state." 

The  Abbot  did  not  inquire  since  when  the  meddling  firiar 
had  gained  his  experience  in  sumptuary  etiquette ;  nor  did 
that  worthy  notice  the  conclusion  at  which  the  superior  jumped 
by  his  next  question. 

"  How  fares  it  with  the  sick  tire- woman  ?  Hast  thou  shrived 
her  during  her  sickness  ?  " 

**  No ;  the  wench's  mind  has  wandered,  and  the  Leech  com- 
mands entire  repose." 

"  Does  he  opine  her  estate  dangerous?" 

"As  such  he  named  it  to  me  when  I  proposed  her  removal 
to  the  hospital,  imless,  he  said,  he  could  procure  the  concoction 
of  a  far-renowned  antidote,  which — " 

**  Antidote  ?  "  repeated  the  superior  with  emphasis.  "  Dost 
thou  know  the  portent  of  the  word,  Father  Anselmo  ?  Dost 
thou  know  that  an  antidote  is  not  needed  where  poison  is 
not  feared?" 

*'  St.  Francis  forfend  !  "  and  the  little  black  eyes  twinkled 
like  coruscations.  "  I  humbly  confess  my  blunder.  I  meant, 
not  antidote,  but  remedy.  What  know  I  of  pharmacy  ?  My 
vocation,  as  thou  well  knowest,  reverend  father,  is  with  the 
soul,  not  the  body." 

**True;  and  therefore  thou  mayest  retire.  Seek,  I  pray 
thee,  the  Leech  without  delay,  and  send  him  hither.  One 
word  ere  you  go.  Does  the  Abbess  know  aught  of  this 
notable  miracle  ?  " 

**The  Abbess,  reverend  father?  and  how  in  the  name  of 
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blessed  St.  Klare  should  sHe  not,  when  doubtless  the  saint 
worked  it  for  the  honour  of  herself  and  her  rule  ?  My  lady 
Abbess  not  know?  when  she  has  set  forth  her  intention  of 
giving  the  nuns  a  grand  refection  on  St.  Blare's  fete  day, 
and  has  invited  her  royal  nieces  from  the  Castle  to  partake  of 
it  ?  Moreover,  she  has  bidden  the  whole  royal  party,  and 
many  more,  noble  and  simple,  to  join  the  especial  services  of 
the  Church  on  the  grand  occasion." 

''Enough,  goodAnselmo.  I  would  see  the  Leech.  Fare- 
weU.'' 

Whilst  waiting  the  arrival  of  Dr.  Baumgarten,  the  Abbot 
had  leisure  to  reflect  on  the  revelations  of  his  last  little,  and 
he  did  so  with  peculiar  regret  and  mortification.  It  was  not 
that  alone  the  glaring  imposition  of  the  pretended  miracle 
that  raised  these  feelings ;  for  (although  utterly  repugnant  to 
his  refined  taste  and  advanced  judgment)  he  had  sometimes 
prudently  winked  at  certain  so-called  marvellous  visions, 
mysteriously-imprinted  stigmata,  or  miraculous  findings  of 
missing  articles,  as  a  harmless  pastime  and  healthy  stimulant 
for  the  grown-up  and  grown-old  children  under  his  care — 
but  when,  as  here,  such  exhibitions  exceeded  the  conventual 
bounds,  he  felt  the  dignity  of  the  Church  was-  at  stake. 
Moreover,  this  glaring  imposture  of  Sister  Eva's  was  mixed 
up  with  one  from  whose  penetrating  integrity  he  would  most 
especially  conceal  any  attempt  at  imposition.  Would  the 
Princess  Bertha  quietly  submit  to  the  abduction  of  her  tire- 
woman ?  With  these  reflections  came  an  inlet  of  yet  darkdr 
suspicions. 

"I  see  how  it  is,"  said  the  muser.  "If  I  cannot  succeed 
in  suppressing  this  mummery,  the  life  of  the  imhappy  dupe 
will  be  sacrificed— dead  men  tell  no  tales — and,  what  is  yet 
worse,  the  honour  of  the  Church  will  be  stained.  But  where 
is  the  Leech  ?  " 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

THE   MEBBT   MASEEBS. 

All  the  world's  a  stage, 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts. 

Yes,  most  sententious  Jaqnes !  the  world  is  a  stage,  and  yet 
thou  and  thy  unapproached  Shakespeare  have  rightly  com- 
pressed the  vast  midtitudes  of  all  ages,  countries,  and  degrees 
who  acted  their  parts  on  it,  within  the  compass  of  seven  short 
stages.  Where,  but  in  one  other  Book,  do  we  $nd  a  truth  so 
oomprehensive  and  so  sad?  and  where,  but  in  that  other 
Book,  can  we  seek  consolation  in  contemplating  the  deep 
pathos  of  the  closing  strain,  wherein 

"  The  last  scene  of  all. 
That  ends  this  strange  eventful  history, 
Is  second  childishness,  and  mere  oblivion  "  ? 

But  our  curtain  rises,  and  we  must  repair  to  the  Prompter's 
box. 

Notwithstanding  the  magic  powers  of  steam  were  unknown 
to  our  forefathers,  they  possessed  a  machine  whose  wheels 
and  pulleys,  formed  of  human  bones  and  sinews,  produced  on 
sundry  occasions  as  momentous  effects.  Through  the  agency 
of  this  mighty  machine  of  Feudalisntf  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg 
was  speedily  and  completely  metamorphosed.  Beacon-fires 
jfrom  a  hundred  hills  announced  the  return  of  a  justly-beloved 
Prince.  The  good  tidings  were  likewise  sped  by  horsemen  on 
foaming  steeds  from  town  to  town,  and  echoed  in  merry  peals 
from  every  tower,  to  receive  a  joyous  response  from  loyal 
hearts.  Hospitality  was  liberally  proffered  to  all.  Banquets, 
masks,  revellings,  were  proclaimed  far  and  wide  ;  whilst  diplo- 
matic meetings  were  secretly  organized  under  the  cover  of 
outward  hilariiy. 
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The  festivities  commenced  with  a  late  banquet,  which,  were 
we  not  aiming  a  little  at  mediaeval  nomenclature,  we  might 
have  called  a  supper.  The  table,  stretched  to  the  full  extent 
of  the  haU,  almost  bent,  massive  as  it  was,  beneath  the  cheer 
provided  for  the  bidden  guests.  We  will  not  present  our 
readers  with  a  bill  of  fare,  or  indulge  in  a  minute  description 
of  the  costumes  of  the  participants,  since  our  almost  equally 
fascinating  writers  of  historical  romance,  and  romantic  history 
have  taxed  their  powers  of  description  to  bring  us  acquainted 
with  the  wardrobes,  cellars,  and  even  butteries  of  our  fore- 
gones ;  inasmuch  as  it  would  be  deemed  as  unfashionable 
nowadays  to  be  ignorant  of  our  ancestors'  household  affairs 
as  to  know  anything  of  our  own.  Our  dressmakers  and 
milliners,  too,  have  gone  beyond  this,  and  have  stolen  the 
patterns  of  the  costumes  of  mediseval  belles  of  all  periods, 
and  thus  spared  authors  all  the  trouble  of  research  on  that 
head. 

Assuming  therefore,  with  all  these  helps,  that  our  readers 
have  pictured  to  themselves  a  convivial  meeting  appropriate 
to  the  early  part  of  the  fourteenth  century,  it  remains  to  be 
told  that  the  personal  retainers  of  the  numerous  visitors, 
their  squires  and  pages,  being  accommodated  in  another 
room,  the  royal  brothers  mixed  familiarly  with  the  guests, 
and  that,  in  order  to  facilitate  this,  the  Archdukes  Leopold 
and  Albert  presided  on  either  side  of  the  table,  whilst 
Frederick  was  seated  on  a  somewhat  elevated  dais  at  the 
higher  end.  Around  the  elder  Archduke  were  several  un- 
occupied seats ;  but  although  the  savoury  steam  arose  from 
the  dishes — covers  being  then  but  little  used — the  company 
waited  until  the  Lord  Abbot  had  pronounced  a  blessing  on 
them. 

At  this  crisis  of  hungry  expectation,  all  eyes  were  suddenly 
attracted  to  a  side-door,  from  whence  proceeded  a  numerous 
and  brilliant  party,  headed  by  a  lady  on  the  shady  side  of 
youth,  yet  finely  formed  and  of  noble  demeanour.  Two  yoimg 
sylph-like  figure  in  somewhat  fanciful  costume  bore  her 
train ;  and  she  was  followed  by  a  graceful  girl  richly  habited. 
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whose  countenance  was  partially  shaded  by  a  veil  of  light 
material  which  floated  round  it.  Several  other  figures  filled 
up  the  group,  attendants  apparently  on  the  principal  person- 
age ;  and  the  fair  procession  was  closed  by  one  whose  habit 
of  a  Novice  contrasted  artistically  with  the  splendour  and 
gaiety  of  her  companions. 

The  reserved  seats  proving  insufficient,  some  of  the 
supernumeraries  were  accommodated  with  others  near  the 
Archdukes  Leopold  and  Albert,  both  of  whom  entered  with 
playful  interest  into  the  assumed  characters  of  the  merry 
maskers. 

But  curiosity  itself  at  length  gave  place  to  a  more  impor- 
tunate claimant ;  and  substantial  as  the  viands  were,  they 
speedily  disappeared  before  the  vigorous  onset  of  hunger.  Its 
edge  blunted  by  more  solid  fare,  the  delicacies  of  kids  and 
lambs  roasted  whole,  grim  heads  of  boars  bristled  with  cloves, 
the  royal  peacock  in  full  length  of  tail,  and  such  like  fragile 
dainties  followed ;  whilst  to  each  guest  of  high  degree  were 
served  up  smaller  birds  strung  on  silver  skewers,  not  more 
than  half  a  dozen  in  a  row,  and  none  larger  than  a  pigeon 
or  a  moorcock. 

But  all  earthly  joys  must  have  an  end,  and  all  mortal 
labours  rest.  The  contest  was  long  and  stubborn  between 
masticating  powers — of  which  we  in  these  degenerate  times 
do  not  dream — and  the  viands  they  had  to  cope  with,  until  the 
most  valiant  trencherman,  like  the  boy  at  the  school-treat  who 
cried  because  he  could  not  eat  any  more  cake,  gave  up  with  a 
sigh  of  repletion.  The  wine-cup  next  circulated  gaily,  and 
the  jar  of  voices  and  trenchers,  to  which  the  tread  of  the  stout 
booted  serving  men  kept  up  a  running  accompaniment,  was 
hushed,  as  Leopold  called  on  the  herald  to  give  out  the 
toasts.  Bemoving  at  the  same  time  to  the  bottom  of  the 
table,  in  order  to  approach  the  more  convivial  portion  of  the 
guests,  ^his  seat  was  taken  by  the  ejected  president.  Father 
FraJQcesco,  known  better  to  our  readers  as  the  Abbot  of 
Koenigsfelden. ' ' 

''Doesnot  this  din  and  glare  of  mundane  pleasure  dazzle 
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and    distress   thee,    daughter?"    he    asked,   addressing  the 
Novice,  by  whom  he  had  taken  his  seat. 

"  My  eyes  are  beginning  to  recover  from  the  first  blinding 
effect,  reverend  father,  and  to  find  pleasure  in  what  is  so 
strange  and  enlivening." 

This  reply  was  evidently  received  with  unpleasant  surprise 
by  the  priest,  who  gravely  replied, — 

**I  am  grieved,  my  daughter,  to  hear  thee  make  so  un- 
seemly a  confession.  The  object  for  which,  in  thy  case,  the 
convent  grating  was  removed  was  to  show  thee  the  hoUowness 
of  worldly  allurements,  not  to  attract  thee  by  their  glitter." 

The  answer  of  the  accused  was  inaudible  by  reason  of  the 
bustle  attendant  on  the  entrance  of  a  band  of  rustic  musicians, 
who,  at  the  Duke's  command,  were  conducted  to  the  upper 
part  of  the  hall,  and  the  wine-cup  pressed  on  their  acceptance. 
Habited  in  the  holiday  costume  of  the  alpine  shepherd,  with 
their  short  pipe  or  reed  in  their  hand,  they  modestly  offered 
their  humble  help  to  the  festivity  of  the  f^te ;  and,  though 
their  rustic  appearance  made  little  pretension  to  musicaj  skill, 
their  offer  was  gratjiously  accepted,  and  a  position  assigned 
them  near  the  dais.  Whether  from  accident  or  design,  the 
grouping  of  the  band  was  picturesque — almost,  to  use  a 
modern  phrase,  artistic.  Two  or  three  of  the  party,  of 
loftier  stature,  clad  as  chamois-hunters,  and  armed  with  bow 
and  quiver,  stood  in  the  middle  ;  whilst  a  young  man  in 
minstrel  guise  stood  a  little  in  advance,  leaning  over  a  clas- 
sically-constructed harp,  from  which  he  drew  a  few  accom- 
panying chords,  as  he  led  the  following 

MADRIGAL. 

"  From  sHow-clad  hills,  whose  barren  soil 
A  scanty  pittance  yields ; 
We  wandering  Savoyards  are  come 

To  glean  your  fertile  fields. 
Oh,  grant  ns  bnt  the  refxise,  then 
May  Heavep  the  gift  o'erpay  t 
And  we  will  cheat  your  weary  toil 
With  our  sweet  roundelay, 

Roundelay,  roundday. 
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No  certain  place  our  dwelling  knows, 

Our  cells  no  harvests  fill ; 
The  reckless  avalanche  threatens  those ; 

These,  ceaseless  winters  chill. 
Bnt  what  though  snows  eternal  reigli. 

And  storms  our  hearts  dismay. 
Our  gratitude  is  ever-warm, 

And  sweet  our  roundelay, 

Boundelay,  roundelay." 

Cordial  applause  at  its  conclusion,  and  the  yet  more  flatter- 
ing tribute  of  profound  attention  during  its  performance, 
rewarded  the  masterly  execution  of  this  madrigal;  but  the 
judicious  commendations  of  his  brothers  were  overpowered  by 
Leopold's  imperious  call  for  hunting  choruses,  battle  songs 
and  the  like;  which  were  given  in  quick  succession,  until 
Albert — ^fearing  the  powerful  stimulus  might  elicit  a  premature 
development  of  feelings  not  yet  matured  for  action — interfered 
to  crave  a  temporary  cessation  for  the  exhausted  musicians, 
and  excited  hearers. 

"  When  Music,  heavenly  maid,  was  young,"  as  at  the  times 
of  which  we  write,  her  influence  was  more  potent,  her  spell 
more  magical,  even  if  her  science  was  not  so  advanced  as  at 
present.  .  Men's  minds,  too,  were  more  susceptible  of  sudden 
emotions ;  not  so  encrusted  with  the  polish  of  artificial 
life.  It  is  thus  we  read  of  the  far  greater,  or  at  least 
more  demonstrative,  influence  which  music  and  verse  exer- 
cised over  the  festive  meetings  of  our  rude  ancestors  of  bygone 
years. 

Indeed,  we,  whose  amusements  are  more  varied,  and  whose 
taste  is  more  fastidious,  can  form  but  little  idea  of  the  spell- 
creating  minstrel  of  the  middle  ages. 

But  our  Abbot  waits  for  an  answer  to  inquiries  which  the 
temporary  pause  has  enabled  him  to  address  to  his  companion. 

**They  are,  I  believe,  reverend  father,  some  poor  Savoy- 
ards, who  come  yearly  to  assist  in  gathering  in  the  harvest  of 
our  plenteous  fields,  in  order  to  glean  a  few  golden  grains  for 
their  own  necessity :  but  they  have  told  you  their  history  in 
their  own  sweet  plaintive  tones.     It  seems,"  she  continued 


THE  MEBfiY  MASKEBS.  205 

after  a  short  pause,  "  that  his  Higliness  accidentally  discovered 
their  skill  as  he  passed  by  Hilda's  cave,  and — ^* 

"  Saint  Hilda  thou  wouldest  say,  daughter ;  but  I  pray  thee 
proceed.   What  did  the  Duke  discover  therein  ?" 

*'Only,  that  the  recluse,  finding  her  sole  companion,  the 
nymph  Echo,  dull  company,  had  called  in  a  wandering  min- 
strel to — " 

*'Have  a  care,  daughter,  that  thou  trespass  not  on  holy 
ground !  This  heedless  association  of  the  idols  of  paganism  and 
a  votaress  of  our  holy  Church  sounds,  to  say  the  least,  unseemly 
in  one  of  thy  sacred  profession.  Still,  I  would  not  closely  clip 
the  wings  of  thy  young  fancy,  imless  they  approach  to  brush 
the  horns  of  the  altar." 

"  I  am  fully  aware  of  the  justice  of  your  rebuke,  holy  father, 
and  therefore  would  not  that  it  should  light  on  the  guiltless ;" 
and  as  the  speaker  uttered  this  she  drew  aside  a  veil  which 
had  partially  concealed  her  face. 

The  Abbot's  start  was  natural,  if  not  genuine,  and  the 
tone  of  his  voice  in  accordance  with  it. 

"The  Princess  Bertha!  I  scarcely  dare  credit  my  eyes — 
scarcely  dare  believe  it  possible  that  so  earnest  a  champion  for 
truth  should  stoop  to  disguises." 

"  Nay,  reverend  father,"  replied  Bertha,  painfully  colouring, 
yet  too  indignant  to  exonerate  herself  by  the  history  of  the  lost 
vest,  **you  are  not  wont  to  censure  such  disguises.  Even 
within  the  convent  walls  you  sanction  the  representation  of 
sacred  mysteries,  and  permit  us  to  assume  characters  far  more 
sacred — even  the  holiest." 

The  politic  accuser,  unable  to  confute,  was  fain  by  stem 
rebuke  to  silence  the  reasoner. 

'*  Princess  of  Austria,"  he  said,  *'  would  that  I  might  see 
thee  adorned  with  those  jewels  of  humility  and  obedience, 
which  have  ever  been  the  crowning  ornaments  of  the  daughters 
of  thy  race  !  would  that,  emidating  the  odorous  sanctity  of  thy 
royal  aunt,  or  the  gracious  obedience  of  thy  stepmother,  thou 
wouldest  exercise  thyself  in  practising  silence,  rather  than  these 
vain  questionings  of  the  verdict  of  thy  elders." 
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Xwu»  niahied  into  the  eyes  of  the  rebuked  girL 
^^  )Iy  r^Terend  director,"  she  said  with  unaffected  humility, 
^^  Ui^MiiUch  aa  you  deem  me  wrong,  you  have  the  power  of 

Hx^  |uri«»t  was  mollified,  and  resumed  his  habitually  cour- 

|lK^Ub»  tl>tt0. 

^^  What  if  thy  awarded  penance  be  to  continue  the  habit, 
Wutttarily  assumed  to-night,  throughout  the  court  festivals  of 
Ai«  tt«xt  month  ?  " 

''  Moftt  willingly  would  I  acquiesce ;  and  I  may  add,  this  sim- 
|duuty  of  dress  would  be  no  small  convenience  in  our  present 
iLtrtut» ;  but  should  not  the  return  of  our  beloved  Prince  be 
h^kuoured    by  our    brightest   array?  to-night  we  are    only 

**  Your  honoured  sire,  Princess,  being  so  dutiful  a  son  of 
Ih^  Church,  is  content  to  be  governed  by  the  commands  of  her 
auuisters.  However,  my  fair  pupil,  I  wish  not  to  curtail  your 
tai^te  or  your  adornment,  knowing  that  in  your  case  the  last 
U  ever  under  the  guidance  of  the  first.  But  what  did  you 
hint  of  straits  ?  I  trust,  the  moth  has  not  been  revelling  amid 
your  braveries,  reading  its  little  lesson  to  those  who  lay  up 
their  treasure  on  earth?" 

Bertha  was  sorry  that  the  return  of  a  page,  whom  the  Abbot 
had  sent  to  inquire  the  meaning  of  some  movement  amongst 
the  highland  band,  prevented  her  using  the  present  opportune 
introduction  of  the  subject  of  dress,  as  a  pretext  for  the  men- 
tion of,  not  only  her  missing  vest,  but,  what  was  more  interest- 
ing) her  missing  attendant. 

The  page  delivered  his  message  with  a  very  important  air  : — 

<*The  Archduke,  my  Lord  Abbot,  is  making  inquiries 
touching  the  parentage  of  yon  harper ;  but  methinks  it  needs 
not  the  eye  of  the  hawk  to  detect  his  borrowed  plumes.  I'U 
FARO'S®  that  both  he  and  two  of  his  company  are  right  merry 
vxaskers." 

(<m_p^Q  geems  the  order  of  the  day,"  said  the  Abbot. 

^^P^^^V^Porteress's  little  scholar  Hans  plays  his  part  as 

^  ^  ^ItoBt.    But  there  seems  some  interruption  to  the 
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play.     Here,  Hans,  run  again  and  inquire  the  cause  of  the 
delay." 

The  delighted  messenger  soon  returned  full  fraught  with 
the  desired  intelligence : — 

"Please  you,  my  Lord  Abbot,  to  note  yonder  stripling  on 
the  left  of  the  comely  Hunter — ^he  who  now  seats  himself  at 
the  harp — a  fair  youth,  tall,  but  supple  as  a  withe-w^nd, 
with  eyes  like  a  chamois,  and — " 

**  Well,  boy,  I  see  him  plainly ;  but  what  of  him  ?  " 

'^  It  seems  his  Highness  had  demanded  of  him  some 
familiar  melody ;  but  my  master,  forsooth,  boasts  that  he 
sings  not  of  musical  lore,  but  from  the  fancy  of  the  moment." 

"A  mountain  troubadour,  your  Highness,"  said  the  Abbot, 
smiling,  as  at  this  moment  Frederick  applied  to  him  for  a 
theme ;  "  the  young  improvisatore  should  have  a  theme  from 
Arcadia." 

"  Nay,  my  Lord  Abbot,"  replied  the  Duke,  "  I  should  have 
remembered  that  your  classic  taste  could  scarcely  cater  for  the 
bard  or  his  hearers ;  it  behoves  us  better  to  crave  of  your  fair 
neighbour  a  subject  that  will  fall  in  with  our  simple  fancies." 

After  a  minute's  consideration.  Bertha  wrote  a  few  words 
on  the  tablet  that  was  offered  to  her,  which,  being  conveyed 
to  the  youth,  he  bowed  gracefully  to  the  inspirer  of  his  song. 

In  a  moment  the  uproarious  mirth  of  that  peopled  hall  sank 
into  tomb-like  stillness,  and  even  the  rudest  listener  in  it 
yielded  himself  a  willing  captive  to  the  magician's  spells,  who, 
himself  a  captive  to  his  art,  had  but  to  sweep  his  hand  across 
the  strings  of  his  harp,  than  all  consciousness  of  the  presence 
of  a  listening  throng  vanished.  He  saw  the  scenes  he  sang 
as  vividly  as  if  they  arose  before  his  bodily  eyes,  and  por- 
trayed them  in  music  and  verse  to  his  audience. 

He  began  by  a  scarcely  audible  arpeggio,  but  increasing 
gradually  in  strength  and  tone ;  till  the  fire  of  inspiration 
illumined,  and  then  flashed  from  his  upturned  eye — just  as 
the  evening  breeze  breathes  gently  at  first  over  the  wires  of  an 
^olian  harp,  till,  rising  by  degrees,  it  swells  into  a  diapason 
of  unearthly  solemnity. 
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Perhaps  the  theme,  so  judiciously  chosen  by  the  Princess, 
heightened  the  effect  of  the  minstrers  art  both  on  himself  and 
his  hearers ;  as  the  trait  of  heroism  referred  to  was  fresh  in 
the  memory  of  all,  and  the  hero  of  the  epic,  **  The  Glory  of 
Ghivalry,"  sat  amongst  them  in  the  hall  of  his  fathers. 

THE  GLOBY  OF  CHIVALBY. 

**  The  setting  sun  on  the  Weisenthal 

Throws  his  golden  beams  afar ; 
Gleaming,  Soleure,  from  thy  grey  clock-tower 

And  the  waves  of  thy  guardian  Aar. 
But  they  fall,  too,  alas,  on  the  threat'ning  foe, 

Gilding  his  banners  tall. 
Encamped  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  stream 

That  washes  thy  city  wall. 

And  now  the  sun  sinks :  yet  still  on  the  snow 
He  leaves  for  a  few  brief  minutes  a  g^ow, 
Like  the  sweet  summer  rose,  both  fleeting  and  bright 
And  soon  all  is  dark  save  the  stars  of  the  night ; 
And  all,  too,  is  still,  save  the  river  and  rill ; 
For  the  city's  asleep,  while  her  sentinels  keep 
*  Their  watch  till  the  mom's  dawning  light. 

Why  sleep  ye,  why  sleep  ye,  brave  men  of  Soleure 
Though  your  river  be  deep,  and  your  fortress  secure, 

Yet  the  Gloty  of  Chivalry's  nigh. 
The  Hawk's  on  the  wing,  all  ready  to  spring, 

And  blast  with  the  glance  of  his  eye  I 
They  have  levelled  the  pine,  they  have  dug  deep  the  mine. 

They  have  worked  day  and  night  at  the  oar ; 
And  now  o'er  the  wide-spreading  river  they  fling 

A  bridge  to  the  opposite  shore. 

Hark  I  hark  I  'tis  the  watch-dog's  bark. 

And  the  roar  of  the  river  I  deem — 
Yet  there's  more  than  the  watch-dog's  bark  on  the  breeze. 

And  more  than  the  roar  of  the  stream ! 
*Tis  the  many-footed  tread,  that  sound  of  dread, 

Which  vibrates  on  the  ear ; 
'Tis  the  gathering  band  on  the  nether  strand. 

Mute,  cautious,  drawing  near. 

They  come  1  they  come  I  with  beat  of  drum. 

And  with  trumpet  clanging  far : 
Whilst  the  rising  sun  reflects  in  light 
Their  lances  and  their  armour  bright. 

As  they  cross  the  swelling  Aar. 
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And  brave  Solenre  has  ddne  its  part, 

F«r  its  arrows'  whirring  sweep 
Have  pierced  throngh  many  a  foeman's  heart, 

And  sunk  him  in  the  deep. 

.  And  where  shall  the  aged  flee  that  day? 
The  infant,  the  matron,  the  maid  ? 
Oh,  where,  bnt  to  Him  who  hears  their  cry. 
And  sends,  in  their  peril.  His  aid. 

Hear  ye  that  crush,  and  the  water's  rash. 

And  the  leaping  of  the  wave  ? 
And  the  rafters'  creak,  and  the  wild,  wild  shriek. 

As  they  sink  in  a  watery  grave  ? 

*  Victory,  victory,  men  of  Soleure  I 

Your  foemen  sink  in  the  snare 
They  laid  for  the  brave  and  the  free, 

Then  leave  them  to  perish  there ! 
Down,  down  with  the  recreant  knaves  I 

Draw  the  bow,  lay  them  low. 
Sink  them  deeper  in  the  waves ! 

'  And  when  did  Schweitzer  draw  his  sword 

Against  a  prostrate  foe — 
When  did  he  lay  a  dart  on  string 

To  crush  the  weak  and  low  ? 
**  The  Lord  hath  graciously  inclined 

His  ear  unto  our  prayers. 
And  shall  we  turn  from  our  fellow-men, 

Nor  bend  an  ear  to  theirs  ?  "  ' 

They  have  loosed  the  two-handed  blade  from  their  side ; 

They  have  doffed  the  helmet's  crested  pride ; 
They  have  plunged  in  the  wave,  not  to  slay,  but  save, 

And  to  breast  the  opposing  tide. 
Oh,  hard  was  the  strife,  as  the  struggling  for  life 

Clung  to  the  rescuing  hand — 
And  their  noble  deliverers'  strength  had  failed, 
But  the  might  of  love  and  faith  prevailed. 

And  they  drew  them  safe  to  the  strand. 

And  here,  to  share  in  the  grateful  toil. 

The  matrons  of  the  city  sped ; 
Chafed  the  numbed  limb,  poured  wine  and  oil 

On  wounded  side  and  drooping  head : 
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Wliilst  Solenre's  fairest  sinread  their  hoard, 
And  bade  the  rescued  to  the  board, 

In  accents  kind  and  me^ ; 
E'en  little  children  ran  to  bring 
Their  share  of  welcome  from  the  spring, 

To  cheer  the  feiint  and  weak. 

Now  rescued,  comforted  and  fed. 

The  grateful  Austrians  wend  their  way, 
With  many  thanks  and  blessings  shed 

On  their  noble  hosts  that  day.— 
To  seek  the  camp,  where  in  council  grave 
Their  chieftains  have  met  to  lament  the  brave, 

And  to  settle  in  sdlemn  debate, 
How  their  loss  to  repair — when,  lo  t  they  are  there 
Eager  to  tell  how  all  befell, 

And  their  Wondrous  deliverance  relate. 

Then  the  blue  eyes  of  Leopold  brightly  gleamed. 
As  he  lifted  them  on  high ; 

*  And  may  Heaven  recompense,'  he  cried, 

*  The  brave  for  their  clemency  I 
But  away,  my  brave  Knights,  come  away  I 

Lay  your  swords  and  your  armour  aside. 
One  trophy  alone  will  we  take. 

The  banner  of  Austria's  pride.' 
Then  he  chose  thirty  Knights  of  renown. 

And  together  their  journey  they  make. 
Till  arrived  at  the  walls  of  the  town 

Thus  *the  Glory  of  Chivalry*  spake: — 

*  Brave  men  of  Soleure ! '  (hushed,  hushed  was  each  breath 

Of  the  citizens  gathered  around, 

And  the  rapid  Aar,  as  listening  too. 

Flowed  with  a  muMed  sound) — 

*  Brave  men  of  Soleure  I  behold  at  your  gate 

I,  Leopold  of  Hapsburg,  duteous  wait, 
With  the  banner  of  peace,  to  bid  enmity  cease 

For  ever  betwixt  you  and  me. 
Then  a  welcome  I  crave  for  me  and  my  Knights, 
The  conquerors  in  a  thousand  fights, 

Vanquished  by  clemency  1 '  "* 

Not  a  breath,  not  a  gesture  of  applause,  followed  a  per- 
formance wliose  wonderful  effect  cannot  be  accounted  for  from 
the  simple  versification  and  inartificial  melody  of  the  Minstrel's 

*  Historical. 


THE  MEBBY  MARKERS.  211 

song.  The  listeners  at  its  close  seemed  like  persons  just 
awaking  from  the  power  of  a  mighty  spell.  Tears  flowed 
plentifully  down  the  cheek  of  beauty,  and  unwonted  sighs 
burst  from  many  a  mailed  breast.  One  gently-breathed 
''dulcissima"  was  the  first  sound  to  break  on  the  charmed 
silence,  which,  once  disturbed,  gave  place  to  bursts  of  con- 
tinued and  oft-renewed  plaudits.  Nor  was  there  lacking 
more  substantial  guerdon. 

The  princely  Leopold,  as  well  became  the  hero  of  the  lyric, 
led  the  way  by  tendering  a  costly  gold  chain  to  his  brother, 
with  a  request  that  his  fair  niece  (who,  as  have  we  seen,  was 
personified  by  Gertruda),  should  suspend  it  round  the  Min- 
streFs  neck. 

The  youth  obeyed  the  gracious  summons,  and  as  he  knelt 
with  glowing  cheeks  to  receive  his  guerdon  at  the  hands  of 
the  supposed  Princess,  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  which  of  the 
youthful  performers  felt  most  embarrassed  by  the  unrestrained 
admiration  of  the  spectators.  Following  the  example  of  their 
leader,  gifts  of  value  were  proffered  by  many  of  his  guests, 
but  firmly  though  courteously  declined ;  only  excepting  a  purse 
of  ducats  from  the  royal  bounty,  the  contents  of  which  were 
distributed  amongst  the  subordinate  musicians,  who,  pleading 
the  danger  of  their  mountain-paths,  forthwith  left  the  hall, 
well  satisfied  with  their  evening's  amusement. 

A  parley  next  ensued,  in  too  low  a  tone  to  be  heard  by  the 
guests,  between  the  Lord  Chamberlain  and  three  of  the  party 
who  remained  behind,  which  was  succeeded  by  their  being 
conducted  to  seats  at  the  royal  table,  near  those  occupied  by 
Frederick  and  his  immediate  attendants.  That  assigned  to 
their  apparent  leader  was  between  the  seeming  Novice  and 
her  wary  confessor  ;  and  he  failed  not  to  take  advantage  of  it 
by  entering  at  once  into  a  conversation  with  both,  and  frankly 
disclaiming  all  right  to  the  Abbot's  thanks  and  complimentSj 
by  declaring  that  he  had  played  no  part  but  that  of  listener, 
and  he  must  add,  especially  touching  the  last  performance, 
admirer." 

**  Together,  it  should  be  added,  with  the  whole  audience," 
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said  the  Abbot  witb  genuine  warmtli.  "  That  Minstrel's  voice 
in  verity  equals  any  I  remember  to  bave  beard  even  in  Italy. 
Sucb,  surely,  cannot  be  tbe  native  product  of  Savoy?  " 

"Nature,  my  Lord  Abbot," replied  the  stranger,  "creates 
giants  once  in  an  age  to  assert  her  supremacy;  but  be  the  poet's 
skill  from  her,  or  schooling,  it  is  enough  that  it  has  received 
the  commendation  of  this  good  company.  A:nd  yet  more  do  I 
rejoice  that  our  poor  Savoyards  have  gained — perhaps  I  should 
say  have  reaped-r-so  rich  a  harvest." 

The  speaker  turned  to  the  Princess,  whose  smile  proved  her 
sympathy.  But  the  Abbot,  apparently  engrossed  by  the  delight 
his  cultivated  taste  had  felt  from  the  superior  talent  of  the 
Minstrel,  returned  to  the  subject. 

"  The  youth  is  a  poet  as  well  as  a  consummate  musician." 
"  Small  marvel  that,  when  we  are  advised  from  whence  he 
drew  his  inspiration; "  and  again  the  speaker  glanced  at  his 
fair  neighbour  ere  he  addressed  the  Abbot. 

"  I  would  now  in  my  turn  ask  your  courtesy  to  answer  my 
query.     Yonder,  I  presume,  sits  the  Princess  Bertha,  at  the 
left  of  her  sire  ?  " 
The  Abbot  bowed. 

"  I  have  heard  much  commendation  of  her  beauty,  and,  by 
my  troth,  hardly  too  much ;  although,  in  one  sense,  she  is  not 
quite  such  as  I  had  prejudged  her." 

"  You  must  pardon  me,  sir  stranger,"  replied  the  Abbot 
coldly,  "  if  I  say  your  expectations  were  a  whit  unreasonable." 
"Eeport  also  extols  the  wit  and  high  intelligence  of  this 
Princess,"  pursued  the  critic,  as  if  uttering  his  thoughts  aloud 
rather  than  heeding  the  Abbot's  observation :  "  but  touching 
this  latter,  or  I  shall  doubt  my  skill  in  reading  the  human 
face.  Fame  is  a  flattering  reporter.  I  pray  you,  observe  how 
low  those  bright  locks  spring  on  a  brow,  fair  I  grant,  but 
neither  majestic  nor  intellectual  in  its  retiring  beauty."  The 
last  sentence  was  accompanied  by  an  unmistakable  reference 
to  his  fair  neighbour,  to  whom  the  stranger  gently  added, 
"  We  must  not  hope,  fair  nun,  that  you  will  enter  into  such 
mundane  subjects." 
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**In  sooth,  sir  Hunter,"  she  replied,  "  I  set  small  store  on 
outward  proportions,  unless,  as  here,  it  be  the  reflex  of  inward 
loveliness ;  but  it  doth  seem  to  me  I  never  looked  upon  a  fairer 
face  than  that  which  hath  just  drawn  forth  your  disparage- 
ment." 

"  Nay,  not  so !  call  you  it  a  disparagement  to  the  lily  to  say 
it  is  not  the  rose  ?  I  own  the  Princess  to  be  fair,  but  not  the 
fairest." 

Speaking  thus,  the  stranger  laid  his  extended  hand  with 
avdihle  emphasis  on  the  table,  and  the  action  displayed  one  of 
remarkably  fine  proportions,  though  somewhat  marred  by  a 
scar  which  encircled  the  thumb. 

The  Princess  started  and  coloured;  was  it  from  the  abrupt- 
ness of  the  movement  ?  was  it  the  scar  that  marred,  or  the 
brilliant  ring  that  adorned  that  hand,  which  riveted  her  atten- 
tion, and  that  of  the  scrutinizing  prelate  ?  Whichever  it  might 
have  been,  it  was  not  unperceived  by  its  owner.  Drawing  the 
ring  from  his  finger,  and  carelessly  balancing  it  on  the  tip  of 
it,  he  said, — 

'*  You  are  doubtlessly  marvelling,  my  lord,  at  the  wide  im- 
likeliness  of  this  costly  bauble  to  the  hand  that  wears  it  ?  " 

**  On  the  contrary,  the  hand  well  becomes  the  gem ;  per- 
chance, I  was  regretting  that  hand  should  be  somewhat 
marred,  though  by  what,  doubtless,  was  an  honourable  scar." 

"I  would  not  efface  it,  if  it  were  yet  deeper  and  more 
unsightly ;  it  recalls  the  happiest  passage  in  my  life.  But 
anent  this  ring :  it  cannot  have  escaped  your  sagacity,  reverend 
father,  that  without  some  such  credential  the  humble  hunter 
of  the  Alps  might  not  have  been  allowed  a  place  at  a  royal 
table." 

A  general  movement,  occasioned  by  the  rising  of  the 
Archduchess  and  the  ladies  of  her  suite,  prevented  the  Abbot's 
reply ;  and  he  had  the  great  satisfaction  of  breaking  off  a  con- 
versation which  had  already  extended  beyond  his  wishes,  and 
of  conducting  his  spiritual  daughter  to  aside  door,  through 
which  she  vanished,  together  with  the  other  performers  in  the 
motley  pageant. 
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On  returning  to  his  seat,  the  Abbot  found  the,  to  bim, 
inexplicable  stranger  still  standing,  bis  whole  attention  en- 
grossed by  the  retreating  group,  and  app£u*ently  quite  una- 
ware of  that  of  which  he  waa  himself  the  object.  This 
distinction  in  an  assembly  boasting  so  many  claimants  to 
public  notice,  the  stranger  probably  owed,  in  a  great  measure, 
to  a  real  or  imaginary  association  with  the  Stauffachers  and 
Tells,  and  other  of  the  hero  mountaineers  of  the  period  and 
country  whose  costume  he  wore.  Not  that  he  lacked  intrinsic 
attraction,  since,  if  his  features  were  not  critically  regular, 
his  countenance  was  noble  and  glowed  with  health  and  in- 
telligence. Truth  sat  on  his  open  brow,  and  an  expression  of 
benevolent  good-humour  softened  the  fire  of  his  eye.  His 
form,  though  somewhat  robust  for  his  little  more  than  medium 
height,  was  strongly  indicative  of  agility  and  muscular  powers ; 
and  his  movements  were  so  unconstrained,  his  manner  so 
unafltected,  his  voice  so  joyous,  that  the  eye  must  have  been 
both  penetrating  and  practised  to  discern  whether  the  sem- 
blance he  wore  were  assumed  or  natural.  Thus  interest  and 
curiosity  were  kept  alive  by  the  balance  of  opinion  respecting 
his  identity. 

But  it  is  time  our  bold  hunter  should  speak  as  well  as  look 
in  character.  Filling  a  goblet  with  wine,  even  to  its  chased 
brim,  he  offered  it  to  the  Abbot,  desiring  he  would  pledge 
him  to  the  health  of  the  beautiful  nun,  and  adding — 

"  On  my  troth,  reverend  father,  I  would  have  you  bethink 
yourself  of  the  mortal  sin  of  hiding  such  a  jewel  where  it  can 
neither  shine,  nor  be  shined  upon." 

**You  forget,  sir  Hunter,"  and  the  Abbot  put  the  cup 
gravely  by  as  he  spoke,  "  that  this  bright  gem  is  destined  for 
the  altar,  and  that  your  pledge  is  misapplied,  both  as  regards 
its  object  and  its  participant." 

The  stranger  looked  earnestly  at  the  speaker. 

**Q-ramercy !  and  was  not  her  dress  assumed  for  the- nonce  ? 
I  crave  pardon  of  both  ;  "  and  he  shed  the  contents  of  the  cup 
he  held  on  the  rush-covered  floor,  as  he  added,  in  a  tone  in 
which  emotion  blended  with  reprehension, — 
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"It  were  well,  my  Lord  Abbot,  that  you  placed  your  saint 
in  a  niche  in  which  she  might  receive  befitting  homage. 
There  is  both  danger  and  cruelty  in  allowing  her  to  mingle  in 
scenes  in  which  she  may  not  participate." 

It  were  difficult  to  fathom  the  Abbot's  reason  for  persisting 
in  his  equivocation,  but  his  answer  was  calculated  to  sustain 
the  deception. 

"  She  does  so  only  to  bid  them  farewell  ere  she  pronounces 
the  irrevocable  vow.'* 

"  The  irrevocable  vow !  At  least  vouchsafe  to  let  me  know 
the  shrine  of  this  fair  saint,  that  I  may  make  a  yearly  pil- 
grimage to  lay  an  offering  on  it." 

"  Many  a  sober  truth  falls  from  scoffing  lips,  my  son.  At 
any  rate,  you  will  not  be  the  first  bold  hunter  who  has  laid  his 
bow  and  quiver  on  the  altar  of  Koenigsfelden." 

*'0f  Kcenigsfelden  ?  Then  may  all  good  angels  protect 
that  gentle  dove  from  the  talons  of  the  Hawk ! " 

"  They  will,  my  son."  And  then,  unable,  perhaps,  to  resist 
the  classic  beauty  of  the  similitude,  the  Abbot  quoted  the  first 
two  lines  of  St.  Augustine's  apostrophe  to  his  sister  : — 

"  Oh,  pure  and  fairest !  be  thou  like  the  dove 
That  seeks  the  silent  grove  to  bathe  her  wing 
In  the  clear  stream — " 

He  stopped,  and  his  attentive  listener  probably  knew  why, 
for  he  smiled  as  he  remarked,  "  that  there  were  other  stanzas 
which — for  he  had  often  heard  the  minstrel  sing  these  beautiful 
counsels  of  the  saint  to  his  young  sister — ^might  have  suggested 
his  misgivings  for  the  lovely  votaress  of  Kcenigsfelden.  Did 
they  not  run  thus  : — 

" '  But  should  the  hovering  hawk  be  nigh*  ?  " 

"  I  was  not  aware  that  my  quotation  would  have  found  so 
ready  a  critic,"  interrupted  the  Abbot,  aware  that  any  further 
reference  to  St.  Augustine  would  be  inopportune ;  **  and  I 
crave  patdonfor  a  theme  so  little  befitting  this  festive  occasion. 
Let  us,  then,  leave  holy  maidens  within  their  consecrated 
shades,  and  turn  to  such  as  Heaven  hath  placed  in  the  full 
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beams  of  its  meridian  sun.    Didst  thou  ever  see  our  august 
Princess  before  ?  " 

**Not  since  ber  cbildbood.  I  know  not  whether  it  be  from 
contact  with  her  icy  step-dame,  but  she  looked  to  me  far 
better  suited  than  pur  lovely  Novice  for  your  convent  rule. 
Qramercy !  my  Lord  Abbot,"  and  the  sunny  eye  again  flashed 
from  the  passing  cloud,  "  were  it  not  for  the  rubicund 
rotundity  of  your  Swiss  shepherdess,  and  the  roguish  mirth- 
fulness  of  those  dainty  little  Calabrian  contadini,  I  might 
have  fancied  myself  in  the  midst  of  a  gathering  for  the  Holy 
Land,  swelled  from  the  overflowings  of  the  cloister  and  the 
camp." 

**  In  sooth,  bold  Hunter,  you  take  advantage  of  your  incog- 
nito to  let  fly  your  shots,  careless  whom  they  may  hit." 

"  Nay,  there  you  do  me  wrong.  The  only  target  I  aim  at 
is  the  plaything  of  the  hour.  Look  around,  and  you  will  see 
more  earnest  play  and  deeper  masquerading  beneath  the 
casque,  the  coronet,  ay,  and  the  cowl." 

There  was  a  pause  of  a  minute  or  two,  after  which  the  same 
speaker  continued : — 

"The  last  few  years  have  imprinted  the  wrinkles  of  a 
double  number  on  Leopold's  visage — the  workings  of  his 
fiery  soul  consuming  its  feeble  covering.  And  the  wise 
Albert,  too — methinks  I  can  detect  a  note  of  sadness  mingling 
with  his  politic  hilarity.     Even  our  noble  Frederick — " 

**  Again,"  interrupted  the  Abbot,  "I  must  curb  your  too 
daring  humour." 

"  Fear  me  not.  I  would  not,  even  with  a  sportive  breath, 
blow  aside  one  hair  from  that  anointed  head.  My  heart  bleeds 
to  behold  those  early  furrows  and  untimely  snows.  Nay, 
fear  me  not.  I  have  loved  my  sovereign  Lord  from  boyhood 
up.  He  was  my  pattern  of  high  chivalry ;  my  model — I  had 
almost  said,  my  idol.  I  basked,  I  rioted  in  his  early  promise ; 
why,  why  is  its  noonday  sun  obscured  ?  " 

**  Only  to  break  forth  with  renewed  splendour.  But  see, 
his  Highness  beckons  me  to  his  side.  Ere  I  depart,  bold 
Hunter,  let  me  exhort  you  to  more  circumspection ;  your  next 
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neighbour  may  not  regard  your  wild  sallies  with  the  same 
indulgence  as  he  who  now  bids  you  farewell." 

The  caution  was  needless,  as  the  cautioned  felt  little  inclina- 
tion to  make  any  imprudent  confessions  to  his  neighbour,  even 
if  he  had  been  conscious  of  having  one.  Heedless  also  of  the 
din  which  surrounded  him  (become  an  uproar  since  the  de- 
parture of  the  ladies),  he  sat,  his  cheek  resting  on  his  hand, 
quite  unconscious  of  the  notice  which  its  sparkling  jewel  drew 
towards  it,  and  thus  ran  the  inward  current  of  his  thoughts 
and  feelings, — 

"Thou  prince  of  priestly  mummers!  thinkest  thou  I  did 
not  detect  thy  endeavours  to  detach  me  from  thy  lovely  victim  ? 
Yet  that  she  shall  never  be,  unless  such  be  her  will — ^But 
softly !  What  right  have  I  to  thwart  her  destiny  ?  None  but 
that  of  all  the  true-hearted  and  powerful  to  help  the  weak  and 
oppressed ;  and,  if  I  know  the  meaning  of  woman's  smile  and 
woman's  voice,  the  convent  is  not  the  vocation  for  one  formed 
to  grace,  ay,  and  to  act  in,  the  highest  sphere  of  life.  I  marked 
that,  although  sweet  modesty  sealed  her  lips,  her  ear  drank  in 
all  that  passed,  and  her  smile,  so  intelligent  and  so  bright, 
showed  she  understood  and  felt.  That  smile,  too,  beamed  on 
me — But  I  will  think  no  more  on  that  or  thee.  Go  thy  way 
gentle  maiden  ;  I  must  not  bid  thee  stay ;  but  /will  depart  to- 
morrow. My  vows  are  given  to  one  as  good,  as  fair — ^nay,  some 
might  deem  fairer :  but  never,  except  in  a  youthful  dream, 
did  I  — " 

A  hand  gently  laid  on  the  dreamer's  shoulder  awoke  him. 
It  was  that  of  the  Minstrel  come  to  bid  him,  at  the  Duke's 
command,  join  his  Highness  in  his  private  apartments,  to 
which  he  had  repaired,  attended  by  the  other  stranger  guests 
and  some  of  the  neighbouring  barons.  In  this  divan  it  was 
arranged  for  the  whole  party,  on  the  morrow,  to  become  the 
guests  of  one  of  these  magnates,  for  the  purpose  of  joining  in 
the  autumnal  hunt  of  the  wild  boar,  which  at  that  season 
abounded  in  the  forests  around. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

MOONLIT  MUSINGS. 

And  while  I  gaze,  thy  mild  and  placid  light 
Sheds  a  soft  calm  upon  my  troubled  breast ; 
And  oft  I  think,  fair  planet  of  the  night, 
That  in  thy  orb  the  wretched  may  have  rest. 

When,  on  quitting  the  banquet,  tlie  Archduchess  found  her- 
self in  her  private  apartments,  and  surrounded  only  by  her 
little  court,  strict  etiquette  gave  way  to  those,  so  judged, 
feminine  temptations — curiosity  and  a  love  of  talking.  The 
superstitious  austerity  of  the  devotee  had  somewhat  thawed 
under  the  influence  of  the  happiness  of  the  wife ;  and,  in  this 
elation  of  spirit  at  the  return  of  her  idolized  husband,  the 
Duchess  tolerated,  almost  enjoyed,  the  playful  efforts  of  her 
lovely  little  train-bearers  to  ehcit  from  the  Baroness  von  Hompe 
a  secret  of  which 

"  Nods  and  winks  and  wreathed  smiles  " 

betrayed  the  possession.  The  desired  disclosure,  when  at 
length  dragged,  or  bantered,  into  light,  amounted  only  to  an 
observation  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  "that  the  comely  Hunter 
of  the  revels  resembled  in  face  and  form — that  he  wore  a 
doublet  of  the  same  shade,  and  carried  a  crossbow  of  the  exact 
length  to  those  worn  and  borne  by  the  famous  Swiss  Archer, 
Guillaume  Tell,  when  cleaving  the  apple  on  *the  head  of  his 
son." 

This  renowned  feat  the  Chamberlain  had  seen  with  his  own 
eyes  twenty  years  ago  ;  and,  as  he  added  from  the  same  testi- 
mony, "  that  the  younger  Tell,  then  about  ten  years  old,  was 
somewhat  of  the  make  and  complexion  of  the  Minstrel,  the 
sagacious  lady  in  waiting  remarked  "  that  there  could  be  no 
reason  on  earth  for  doubting  the  identity  of  either  father  or 
son." 
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"Not  a  whit,"  remarked  the  mischievous  Alice,  "unless 
we  suppose  the  lapse  of  twenty  years  had  wrought  a  some- 
what greater  change  on  the  appearance  of  both." 

The  Baroness,  although  a  little  disconcerted  at  seeing  her 
mountain  threatened  by  this  inch  of  lever,  returned  valiantly 
to  the  charge,  suggesting,  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  herself 
and  the  more  credulous  p6rtion  of  her  audience,  "that  perhaps 
the  terror  the  lad  had  undergone  in  enacting  the  part  of  target 
had  for  a  time  retarded  his  growth  and  occasioned  a  later 
maturity." 

"  And  the  delight  of  his  father  at  the  happy  issue  had  given 
him  no  doubt,  a  glow  of  perpetual  youth,"  observed  the  sister 
wag  with  becoming  gravity. 

The  lady  in  waiting  looked  a  little  doubtful  whether  this 
last  sally  were  meant  in  jest  or  earnest,  and  said  with  some 
pique — and  a  great  deal  of  emphasis,  — 

"  Well,  my  Lady  Aletta,  be  they  whom  they  may,  these 
strangers,  I  warrant,  will  not  depart  yet  awhile  ;  and  you  will 
see  that  all  will  turn  out  as  my  Lord  Chamberlain  has  said." 

Human  nature  has,  and  has  always  had,  a  far  stronger  bias 
towards  the  marvellous  than  the  truthful ;  and,  amongst  its 
benefactors,  seems  least  inclined  to  value  the  unraveller  of 
mysteries  and  the  dispeller  of  illusions. 

The  independence  of  our  forefathers  of  dates,  proofs,  or 
possibilities  made  them  the  ready  recipients  of  the  incongruous 
legends  of  their  Church,  in  which  the  whole  course  of  nature 
is  upset,  and  Truth — but  for  the  musings  of  the  contemplative, 
and  the  researches  of  the  doubtful — would  have  remained 
beneath  the  rubbish  with  which  superstition,  ignorance,  and 
tyranny  had  combined  to  smother  her. 

The  Baroness  was,  on  one  point  at  least,  a  false  prophetess. 
Before  sunrise  on  the  following  morning,  according  to  the 
already -mentioned  arrangement  of  their  noble  hosts,  the 
strangers  ^^ft  the  Castle  ;  her  other  prediction  was  of  necessity 
held  in  abeyance. 

The  morning  meal  was  more  than  usually  dull,  for  the  poor 
Archduchess  had  imposed  on  herself  the  penance  of  silence^  in. 
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atonement  for  the  unusual  hilarity  of  the  preceding  evening ;  • 
and  in  her  melancholy  presence  neither  the  banquet  nor  its 
mysterious  guests  were  once  named. 

In  those  brief  moments  when  the  young  party  were  free 
from  the  presence  of  their  indefatigable  govemante,  these  for- 
bidden subjects  were  fully  discussed,  and  many  surmises  made 
and  opinions  given  relative  to  the  position  and  objects  of  the 
disguised  knights — ^for  such  at  least  they  must  be  to  entitle 
them  to  a  seat  at  the  royed  table — and  the  probability  of  their 
return  to  the  Castle,  of  which  Alice  and  Aletta  expressed  a 
somewhat  saucy  confidence.  Indeed,  these  little  ladies  were 
the  chief  authority  on  all  things  connected  with  this  interest- 
ing subject;  and  finding  such  attentive  listeners  in  Bertha  and 
Gertruda,  sought  for  little  confidence  in  return. 

The  banquet,  that  red-letter  day  of  their  brief  lives  (destined 
to  throw  its  chequered  lights  and  shadows  over  the  future  of 
these  artless  young  creatures),  was  their  constant  theme,  and 
they  wearied  not  of  recalling  the  courteous  words  and  de- 
meanour of  our  pseudo-Pedlar,  who,  having  lost  his  pack,  had 
assumed  the  more  becoming  habit  of  a  hunter  of  the  Alps.  It 
seemed  that,  under  favour  of  the  Princess's  also  assumed 
guise,  this  said  Hunter  had  been  permitted  a  seat  near  them, 
and  that  there  intercourse  was  unfettered  by  the  restraints  of 
court  etiquette.  Ah,  our  great  ones  of  the  earth  pay,  and 
dearly  too,  for  their  glories  and  renown ! 

Not  to  claim  for  our  other  favourites  a  reticence  unsuited  to 
their  years,  we  will  follow  them  as  they  thread  their  forest 
paths,  and  hear  what  influence  those  brief  hours  had  exerted 
over  their  more  tranquil  spirits. 

**I  am  so  glad,  Gertruda,  to  find  myself  alone  with  you," 
said  Bertha  with  a  slight  blush.  "  I  do  so  want  to  talk  over 
our  adventures  the  other  night,  and,  moreover,  I  have  not  yet 
thanked  you  for  your  flattering  personification  of  my  unworthy 
self.     Methought  jouprincessed  it  very  royally." 

"  If  so,  it  must  have  been  under  the  influence  of  a  trance — 
indeed,  the  whole  seems  yet  to  be  but  a  dream." 

' '  Then  prithee  tell  it  me !  " 
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"  I  will  try  ;  but  I  forewarn  you  there  will  be  some  breaks 
in  it.  When  we  entered  the  hall — nay,  stay!  the  dream  began 
some  time  before.  I  think  I  first  lost  all  consciousness  of  %elf 
when  the  Lady  Alice  brought  me  a  mirror,  and  bade  me  look 
within  it  for  her  cousin  Bertha.  Too  surely,  I  saw  not  the 
poor  novice  J&ertruda  there,  neither  did  I  find  my  Prin- 
cess.*' 

Bertha  smiled,  but  said  not,  what  she  really  felt,  that  the 
copy  was  fairer  than  the  original. 

**When  we  entered  the  hall,"  resumed   Gertruda,   "the 
blazing  lights,  the  crowd,  the  clamour,  took  away  my  breath  ; 
I  know  not  how  I  reached  the  seat  appointed  for  me,  but  have 
a  confused  recollection  of  the  Chamberlain  supporting  me 
towards,   and  the  Baroness  pulling  me  down  on  it ;  but  it 
was  a  long  time  before  I  could  lift  my  eyes,  knowing  that,  as 
your  representative,  all  others  were  fixed  on  me.     The  kind 
Princesses  at  length  roused  me  by  a  pull  at  my  sleeve,  with  a 
*  How  now,  my  cousin  Bertha !   thou  hast  forgotten  thyself, 
and  shamest  thy  breeding.'     Then,  ever  and  anon,  they  kept 
me  up  to  my  assumed  character,  and  bade  me  not  shelter  my 
awkwardness  under  a  semblance  of  humility,  but  comport 
myself  as  one  on  whom  all  eyes  were  fixed.     Their  well-timed 
reproofs  had  the  desired  effect ;   for  I  took  heart,  and  re- 
membered whose  place  I  filled.   But  when  that  Minstrel  sang, 
I  believe  I  dreamt  again,  for  the   whole  scene  breathed  of 
dreamland.     I  seemed  to  have  heard  that  strain  before,  to 
have  seen  that  Minstrel  youth  ^  and  when  I  was  called  upon 
to  fasten  Duke  Leopold's  guerdon  around  his  neck,  and  he 
raised  his  eyes  to  mine,  I  thought  there  was  something  of  a 
former  meeting  in  the  glance.     But  it  was  all  a  dream — a 
foolish  one,  I  own ;  yet,  though  my  Princess  never  dreams 
herself,  she  will  pardon  it." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  do  little  else." 

**  Did  you,  too,  fancy  you  had  seen  your  neighbour  before  ?  " 

'*  Whatever  visions  I  might  have  indulged  respecting  that 

mythical  personage,  you  must  recollect  that  I  had  another 

neighbour,  too  wide  awake  to  allow  me  to  enjoy  them ;  but^ 
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nevertheless,   I  may  one  day  have  a  dream  to  relate  to 
you." 

^ '  A  pleasant  one  I  am  sure ;  for  ever  as  I  turned  towards 
you,  I  thought  I  never  saw  you  look  more  happy." 

"I  was  happy.  Amused  too  by  a  scene  so  novel.  Nor  was 
I  an  iminterested  listener  to  the  discourse  of  my  neighbours  ; 
and  then  the  Minstrel's  song !  The  time  only  fled  too  quickly 
by,  and  I  deemed  the  Duchess  in  too  great  haste  to  depart. 
Why  do  you  look  so  sad,  Gertruda  ?  Did  not  you,  too,  find 
your  share  of  happiness  ?  Surely,  if  naught  beside  gave  you 
pleasure,  the  Minstrel's  art  must  have  been  prized  by  one 
herself  so  versed  in  harmony." 

Gertruda  tried  to  answer — tried  to  smile  ;  but  the  tears 
would  force  themselves  between  her  half-closed  lids,  and 
tremble  on  their  dark  lashes.  After  a  little  longer  struggle, 
she  said, — 

**  Perhaps,  had  I  felt  less  pleasure  in  the  scene,  I  should 
now  feel  less  pain  in  believing  such  can  never  again  return 
for  me." 

Bertha  guessed  her  meaning,  and  felt  the  full  force  of  its 
truthful  sadness.  The  subject  was  never  again  named  be- 
tween them.  Trained  to  complete  self-negation  and  im- 
plicit obedience,  Gertruda  soon  cast  aside  all,  as  she  deemed, 
presumptuous  desires,  and  resumed  her  cheerftd  enjoyment 
of  sanctioned  indulgences ;  whilst  Bertha,  taught  in  a  more 
enlightened  school,  resigned  her  future  to  a  higher  direction  ; 
and  the  friends  returned  to  their  usual  employments  and 
recreations. 

Not  so  the  twin  Princesses.  Although  with  them  also  the 
exhausted  theme  was  laid  aside,  yet  it  was  plain  to  see  that 
simple  pleasures  had  lost  much  of  their  zest,  and  that  the 
interests  of  the  present  were  swallowed  up  in  those  of  the  past, 
and  the  future. 

So  day  after  day  glided  by,  and  no  change  came  over 
the  monotony  of  their  lives  j  days  which,  before  the  recent 
excitement,  flew  on  such  light  and  variegated  wings  away 
now  seemed  duU  and  entirely  devoid  of  interest  or  variety. 
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Excitement,  however,  came  at  last;  but  in  a  form  little  desirable 
to  most  of  the  party. 

The  festival  of  St.  Klare  was  at  hand,  at  which  the  presence 
of  all  the  ladies  of  the  Oastle  was  indispensable.  It  was 
announced  to  take  place  with  more  than  usual  splendour,  in 
commemoration  of  a  notable  miracle,  vouchsafed  for  the  edifi- 
cation, and  as  well  glorification  of  her  beloved  Abbess  and 
community,  by  the  foundress  and  patroness,  St.  Elare,  of 
odorous  memory. 

To  Alice  and  Aletta  this  visit  to  Koenigsfelden  was  peculiarly 
distasteful,  nay,  even  terrific.  Their  aunt,  the  Abbess,  was 
the  huek-a-hoo  of  their  nursery,  the  skeleton  in  the  dark  closet, 
ready  to  jump  out  on  them  and  clasp  them  in  her  long  arms ; 
and  if  naught  else  could  confine  the  almost  ethereal  volatility 
of  their  fairy  gambols,  her  name  would  chain  them  to  the  spot 
with  the  most  enduring  docility. 

They  were  quite  aware  of  the  efforts  she  had  made  to  induce 
their  father  to  allow  of  their  being  educated  in  her  convent ; 
and  this  looming  of  the  gigantic  spectre  was,  to  them,  like  an 
eclipse  of  the  sun  to  the  little  fiowers,  who  close  their  petals, 
and  the  little  birds  who  hide  their  heads  under  their  wings  at 
its  approach.  Furthermore,  was  she  likened  by  them  to  a 
very  dreadful  rattle-snake,  into  whose  open  jaws  these  same 
innocent  little  birds  jump  against  their  will.  They  had  no 
objection  to  an  occasional  visit  to  a  convent — to  coaxing  nuns 
and  condescending  lady  abbesses — ^none  at  all  to  bonbons  and 
almond-cakes,  or  presents  of  pincushions,  and  little  saints  in 
bead-houses  and  lambs  in  cockle-sheUs,  illuminated  hearts, 
crosses  and  wax  tapers.  Neither  did  they  rebel  against 
church  performances  and  processions;  but  this  formidable 
Aunt  would,  they  were  sure,  keep  them  to  make  nuns  of  them. 
Yes,  she  would  open  her  mouth,  and  they  must  jump  into  it. 

Bertha's  aversion,  if  not  so  vividly  expressed,  had  a  more 
reasonable  foundation.  She,  too,  looked  with  dismay  to  this 
visit  to  Koenigsfelden,  since,  in  addition  to  other  unpleasant 
associations,  she  had  a  cause  connected  with  it  known  only  to 
Blandina  and  herself.    Having  despatched  her  nurse  on  a 
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confidential  embassy,  she  retired  early  to  lier  private  apart- 
ments. She  seated  herself  at  an  open  casement,  which  looked 
into  a  court  flanked  on  one  side  by  the  tower  of  the  mysterious 
oratory,  and  fenced  on  the  other  two  by  a  low  paling,  over 
which  could  be  discerned  a  fine  prospect  of  glade,  forest,  and 
towering  mountain. 

The  evening  was  remarkably  still,  the  birds  had  retired  to 
their  nests,  and  the  cattle  had  been  driven  to  their  safe 
enclosures  ere  the  wild  beasts  of  the  forest  issued  from  their 
lairs.  No  sound  was  heard  save  the  tread  of  the  sentinel,  and 
occasionally  the  interchange  of  the  counter-sign.  The  court 
lay  in  deep  shadow,  as  the  moon  had  only  begun  to  silver  the 
distant  hills ;  but  as  the  light  of  day  faded  the  stars  came  out 
one  by  one,  and  as  our  heroine,  like  all  others,  gazed  on  the  deep 
blue  sky  till  it  became  studded  all  over  with  lights  of  spiritual 
brightness,  earth  and  its  allurements,  its  pains  and  per- 
plexities, vanished  from  her  thoughts,  and  her  soul  strained 
for  companionship  with  the  Unseen  and  the  Infinite.  It  is 
true,  she  knew  not,  as  we  now  know,  that  the  countless  stars 
above  her  were  suns  of  other  systems.  It  is  true,  science  had 
not  taught  her,  as  it  has  instructed  us,  that  the  nearer  lumin- 
aries were  as  a  bright  brotherhood  revolving  around  one 
burning  centre ;  still  less  could  our  fair  star-gazer  of  the 
fourteenth  century  have  imagined  that  the  moon,  walking  the 
sky  in  queenly  dignity,  was  but  the  satellite  of  her  own  dark 
world.  But  she  did  know,  and  could  emphatically  declare 
with  the  poet  of  a  more  enlightened  age, 

"  My  Father  made  them  all." 

Nor  was  the  hope  denied  her  that  in  some  such  world  of 
light  she  should,  in  a  higher  state  of  being,  behold  the  Al- 
mighty Framer  of  the  vast  universe. 

In  such  hours  as  this — hours  of  solitude  and  reflection — 
the  mind  of  the  young  Christian  was  enabled  to  throw  off 
doubts  which,  amid  the  superstitious  rituals  of  her  church, 
bore  down  the  aspirations  of  her  soul. 

In  these  deep  musings,  that  unfettered  soul  could  separate 
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from  the  errors  with  which  they  were  clogged,  truths  that  the 
Eomish  Church  still  verbally  recognizes,  though  practically 
denies.  The  Father's  almighty  power — ^the  Son's  redeeming 
love — the  Spirit's  sanctifying  grace. 

**  My  Principessa,  "said  the  careful  nurse  on  her  return  from 
her  mission,  "let  me  close  the  casement:  these  autumnal 
nights  are  chilly." 

**  Not  yet,  not  quite  yet.  I  only  want  to  see  the  moon  rise 
above  the  tower.  Sit  thee  down,  dear  nurse,  till  it  bursts 
from  its  hiding-place,  and  tell  me  how  thou  hast  sped  in  thy 
business.     Didst  thou  see  poor  Inna  ?  " 

**  At  last.  But  I  will  relate  my  tale  from  the  beginning. 
When  I  got  to  the  house-dame's  room,  I  found  her  in  great 
distress.  The  nurse  sent  from  the  convent  to  attend  on  Inna 
was  obliged  to  leave  on  account  of  sudden  sickness,  and  the 
dame  was  so  occupied  by  all  that  is  going  forward  that  I 
coaxed  her  to  allow  me  to  take  her  place  for  a  little  while  by 
the  bedside  of  poor  Inna.  Her  conditions  were,  that  I  should 
wear  her  hood  and  fardingale,  and  speak  as  little  as  needs 
be,  lest  the  patient  should  find  me  out.  According  to  my 
promise,  I  put  on  the  old  body's  close  hood  and  neatly- 
plaited  fardingale,  and  entered  the  sick  chamber  with 
a  light  step  and  heavy  heart,  to  find  the  poor  wench  more 
changed  than  even  I  had  feared.  I  shaded  the  lamp  as  I 
held  a  drink  of  cold  water  to  her  parched  lips;  a  useless 
precaution — " 

"Wherefore?"  eagerly  inquired  Bertha.  "Did  she  not 
notice  you  ?  " 

"Alas,  no !  her  mind  wandered.  Looking  wildly  at  me,  she 
called  me  Sister  Eva,  and  bade  her  return  the  robe  she  had 
taken  away." 

"  It  is,  then,  as  we  suspected?  " 

'  *  Even  so.  I  knew  from  the  first  there  was  foul  play,  and  had 
a  strong  suspicion  of  the  tempter.  I  soothed  the  poor  sufferer 
ad  best  I  could;  gave  her  some  refreshment,  of  which  she  stood 
sorely  in  need ;  for  it  was  evident  the  nurse  had  known  little 
of  her  business.     I  opened  the  casement  too,  for  the  air  of  the 
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room  was  spent  and  heavy ;  and  this,  and  it  may  be  the  gentle 
rocking  in  my  arms,  cooled  and  soothed  her,  till  she  fell  into  a 
sleep  that  became  more  and  more  tranquil.  I  watched  her 
fair  countenance  till  it  gradually  assumed  its  former  innocent 
expression,  and  enjoyed  every  gentle  breath  she  drew.  Whilst 
thus  engaged,  the  Leech  arrived,  and  was  pleased  at  finding 
his  patient  in  such  a  sweet  slumber.  He  beckoned  me  into 
the  next  room,  and  told  me  he  had  no  doubt  of  her  recovery 
if  the  poor  creature  had  fair  play.  Doubtless  he  saw  my  sur- 
prise, for  he  said  quickly,  *  Do  not  think  I  have  any  mis- 
givings of  the  good  house-dame ;  but  I  have  very  serious  ones 
of  the  nurse,  who  is  a  creature  of  the  monk  Anselmo's  «uid 
hisK patron  the  new  Prior.  Some  evil  machination  must  be  at 
work  which  counteracts  all  my  remedies.  However,'  he  added, 
with  a  cheerful  tone,  *  I  have  an  antidote  in  preparation  which, 
in  case  my  suspicions  are  correct,  will  baffle  them  in  th^ir  turn ; 
provided  the  Abbot,  as  he  has  promised  me,  insists  on  Inna's 
remaining  under  my  care.'  " 

"  How  glad  I  am  of  this  !  You  see  now,  Blandina — what  I 
have  often  wished  you  to  believe — ^that  the  Abbot  is  a  kind 
protector  of  the  oppressed." 

"  I  grant  he  is  to  such  as  poor  Inna,  who  do  not  cross  his 
path ;  but  trust  hiTn  not,  my  Princess.  He  is  steeped  in  the 
fillsehood  and  domineering  ambition  of  his  order ;  and  though 
he  would  not,  like  that  black  Inquisitor  and  his  minions,  ha;«e 
recourse  to  the  dagger  and  the  poisoned  bowl,  ha  wcaild 
separate  loving  hearts,  and  shut  up  the  young  and  the  beau- 
tiful in  a  living  tomb." 

Blandina  stopped,  but  Bertha  made  no  reply.  Her  eye  was 
watching  the  gradued  lighting  up  of  the  grey  tower,  as  the 
moon  rose  above  it,  and  flooded  the  court  below  with  its  un- 
clouded beams.  Blandina  grasped  her  lady's  arm,  and  sikulbjlj 
pointed  to  a  cowled  figure  which  she  had  observed  leaning 
over  the  bastion,  and  now  was  distinctly  perceived  by  both  as 
it  moved  stealthily  out  of  the  tell-tale  light.  Blandina  hastily 
closed  the  casement,  and  followed  her  mistress  into  the  adjoin- 
ing apartment. 
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''We  are  watched,"  said  Bertha,  whose  pale  countetiance 
betrayed  her  terror  of  the  intruder. 

**  By  the  monk  Ansehno ; "  and  even  the  courageous  Blandina 
trembled  as  she  spoke. 

"  Do  you  think  he  could  have  overheard  our  conversation  ?  " 

"  Hardly ;  and  yet  ears  accustomed  to  eavesdropping  become 
wondrously  acute  ;  and  they  say  in  the  convent  that  Anselmo, 
like  the  lynx,  can  see  in  the  dark.  Oh,  my  beloved  child," 
and  Blandina' s  voice  changed  from  the  tone  of  raillery  to  that 
of  solemn  feeling,  "would  that  you  were  far  away  jfrom  that 
dark  abbey,  safe  under  the  loving  charge  of  one  who  would 
jiot  allow  any  of  its  wily  crew  to  touch  one  bright  hair  of  your 
head ! " 

The  bright  blush  and  radiant  smile  showed  that  Blandina's 
allusion  was  understood ;  but  both  faded  as  poor  Bertha  con- 
fided to  her  earliest  friend  the  unknown  impediments  which 
appeared  to  threaten  the  accomplishment  of  their  hopes,  from 
h^  father's  dark  hints,  and  almost  avowed  preference  of  ^ 
another  suitor. 

**  Nay,  nay  "  exclaimed  the  astonished  listener,  "  you  would 
not  do  youi*  noble  sire  such  injustice  as  to  believe  he  would 
crush  the  hopes  fostered  by  his  own  hand?  The  beautiful 
blossoms  which  opened  beneath  his  approving  smile — " 

"And,"  said  Bertha,  unconsciously  pursuing  the  wise  Blan- 
dina's  inference,  "  did  he  not  solemnly  betroth  me  to  the 
preserver  of  my  life  ?  Did  he  not  bid  my  now  sainted  pre- 
ceptress keep  up  the  memoiy  of  that  scene,  otherwise,  in 
its  terror  and  its  joy,  so  imprinted  on  my  young  heart  as 
never  to  be  forgotten  by  it  ?  Didst  not  thou,  too,  my  tender 
nurse,  relate  his  deeda  of  kindness  to  thy  persecuted  people  ? 
Ah,  ye  were  all  traitors,  and  your  treachery  was  but  too 
successful." 

'*  Nay,  I  call  it  not  by  that  name  to  induce  her  whom  we 
best  loved  to  share  the  throne  and  the  heart  of  the  noblest 
Prince  in  Christendom." 

"Yet  liberty  is  precious— oh,  how  precious!"  said  Bertha, 
her  eyes  filling  with  tears.   "  My  father's  chain  is  lengthened, 

q2 
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but  I  fear  not  unpadlocked.     Pray  for  me,  pray  for  t«,  Blan- 
dina,  that  our  trials  may  not  be  greater  than  our  integrity." 

*^  You  do  not  doubt  that  of  your  betrothed  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  no ;  sooner  would  I  doubt  the  sim's  reappearance 
in  the  heavens.     Doubt  ? — but  thou  shalt  hear." 

And  the  Princess  proved,  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  herself 
and  her  confidante,  that  the  two  facts  of  the  lover's  and  the 
sun's  return  were  of  equal  certainty.  Beautiful  vision  of 
pure  confiding  love  !  The  dark  phantom  of  the  prowling  friar, 
the  dreaded  festival  of  St.  Klare,  even  poor  Inna's  poisoned 
chalice,  were  ohased  by  thee  from  the  slumbers  of  one  of  the 
loveliest  of  thy  votaries. 

Will  thy  bright  dreams  be  realized  ? 
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CHAPTEE  XXn. 

THE  F^TE  OF  ST.   KLAHE. 

Exiles  from  Eden's  thomless  bowers, 

Your  blissfnl  place  of  birth, 
Ye  were  sent  forth  to  shed,  sweet  jQx)wers, 

A  lingering  smile  o'er  earth — 
A  gracions  boon  to  fallen  man  were  given, 
A  breath  of  Paradise — a  gleam  of  Heaven  I " 

On  the  evening  of  the  following  day  the  Archduke  Frederick 
returned  to  the  Castle,  but  unaccompanied  by  their  recent 
guests,  whom  they  represented  as  still  detained  by  the 
pleasures  of  the  chase,  and  the  almost  compulsory  hospitality 
of  the  neighbouring  landowners. 

At  the  early  breakfast  of  the  next  morning,  the  Arch- 
duchess was  absent ;  and  to  account  for  this  deviation  in  one 
so  punctual,  Gertruda  was  commissioned  to  inform  the  party 
that  her  Highness  had  gone  the  evening  before  to  the  nun- 
nery to  keep  the  vigil  of  their  patron  saint. 

**Beshrew  my  addle-pate  !  *'  exclaimed  Leopold,  springing 
from  his  seat,  and  fumbling  in  the  pockets  of  his  doublet, 
**  but  for  this  reminder  I  had  forgotten  to  deliver  this  billet 
with  which  our  sister  charged  me — how  long  ago,  I  hardly 
dare  think.  Here  it  is  at  last,  Frederick,  but  I  fear  sadly 
mauled." 

The  Duke  undid  the  silken  cord  which  bound  the  note,  and 
having  conned  its  contents,  said,-— 

'* The  Abbess  bids  us  all  to  high  mass  this  morning;  and 
here  is  a  special  mandate  for  ye,  my  maidens.  '  Please  you 
present  my  greetings  to  my  young  cousins,  and  announce  to 
them  that,  as  it  hath  pleased  our  Lady  Patroness,  the  holy 
St.  Elare,  to  work  a  most  notable  miracle  in  glori^cation  of 
our  house  and  Order,  I  purpose,  in  especial  celebtatloxi^Xi'et^^l^ 
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to  increase  the  splendour  of  the  procession ;  and  furthermore, 
to  provide  for  the  contentment  and  refreshment  of  the 
sisters  a  little  banquet,  which  I  beseech  them  to  honour 
by  their  welcome  presence.'  Leopold,  thou  wilt  accom- 
pany UB  ?  " 

"  Thou  must  hold  me  excused  to  our  sister ;  but  my  demoi- 
selles owe  this  dutiful  courtesy  to  their  aunt."  Then  turning 
to  them,  the  father  added,  "  And  it  is  better  be  paid  before  our 
festivals  begin." 

"  An't  please  ye,  my  respected  sire,"  said  Alice,  getting  up 
and  courtesying  with  quaint  humility,  **  penance  usually 
comes  after  indulgence." 

**As  Lent  after  Carnival,"  said  the  sister  Echo,  placing 
herself  at  her  side. 

'*  And,  moreover,  our  sanctimonious  aunt  is  so  desirous  of 
shutting  UB  up  in  her  abbey  that  we  had  better  secure  our 
holiday  before  we  trust  ourselves  in  her — " 

"  Most  royal  clutches,"  added  the  younger  sister. 

'*  Ye  are  saucy-minded,"  said  the  father,  attempting  to  look 
grave ;  **and,  by  the  bones  of  St.  Ursula,  I  have  a  month's 
mind  to  make  nuns  of  ye  both.  But  away !  don  your  riding 
gear — provided  our  sage  cousin  consent  to  travel  in  such 
companionship." 

**  What  winsome  fairies  those  daughters  of  thine  are, 
Leopold!"  said  Frederick,  who  had  watched  the  little  scene 
with  infinite  amusement.  "  Just  such  as  in  our  boyhood  we 
believed  danced  round  mushroom -rings,  or  peeped  out  of 
clochen-bells  on  Allhallows  Eve — a  little  magnified  perhaps, 
and  but  little.  My  tiny  offsets  are  but  as  the  slender  willow 
beside,  thy  graceful  cedar,"  observed  Leopold,  and  there  was 
scorn  on  his  lip  and  a  cloud  on  his  brow  as  he  spoke. 

"That  is  as  taste  may  decide,"  interposed  the  wise  Albert, 
who,  apparently  absorbed  in  his  own  cogitations,  seemed  to 
take  no  notice  of  what  passed  around.  "  Whatever  turn 
events  may  take,  brethren  mine,  ye  will  have  naught  to 
answer  for  in  the  degeneration  of  the  race  of  Hapsburg." 

"  That  observation  of  thine  is  true  as  it  is  kind,"  said  the 
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elder  brother,  **  for  the  fair  outward  form  of  thy  nieces  has  its 
counterpart  within.  I  may  not  magnify  my  own  Bertha;  but 
I  have  marked  amid  all  their  graceful  quips  and  sports,  there 
peeps  forth  in  my  young  cousins  the  noble  truth  and  dignity 
of  their  race." 

"  They  are  in  verity  buds  of  fair  promise,  and  will  grace 
any  soil  into  which  they  may  be  transplanted,"  replied  Albert; 
and  turning  to  Leopold  he  added,  **  Hast  thou  never  con- 
templated returning  one  of  thy  daughters  to  that  in  which 
their  mother  flourished  ?  The  King  of  Naples  asks  a  Princess 
of  Hapsburg  for  his  son." 

Leopold  interrupted  his  mild  brother  with  his  usual  rude 
impetuosity,  exclaiming  impatiently,  **Hist!  hist!  The  steeds 
are  prancing  in  the  court.  Come  along,  Fritz  !  I  will  help  in 
the  mounting." 

Whilst  the  royal  party  are  on  their  way  to  the  Abbey, 
our  early  acquaintance,  Henga,  has  reached  it  on  an  ur- 
gent embassy  to  his  friend  and  patron,  Father  Swithin ;  and 
both  are  observed  in  eager  confabulation  by  Sister  Eva,  who 
stands  as  usual  at  her  observatory,  the  little  side-door  already 
noticed. 

"Whither  away  so  hastily?"  she  exclaimed,  darting  for- 
ward. **The  grass  will  never  grow  beneath  thy  footsteps, 
bless  the  Pope !  " 

**  I  don't  think  the  Holy  Father  troubles  himself  much 
about  the  movements  of  such  a  poor  lay  brother  of  St.  Francis 
as  I,"  said  the  old  man,  with  his  usual  inward  chuckle. 

'*  Go  to  !  thou  must  always  have  thy  jeer." 

**Yet  I  can't  stay  to  speak  with  thee  now,  good  sister, 
seeing  I  must  attend  to  the  lad,  who  is  come  on  a  buBiness  too 
grave  for  thy  comprehension,  and  therefore  we  will  leave  thee 
firee  to  follow  thine." 

Henga  clapped  his  hands,  apparently  with  joy,  at  this  dis- 
comfiture of  his  enemy;  and  but  that  astonishment  at  this 
unlooked-for  demonstration,  and  intense  curiosity  had  put  a 
curb  on  her  offended  dignity,  his  ears  might  have  suffered 
from  his  temerity.     As  it  was,  the  nun   meekly  replied, 
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''  that  her  ignorance  needed  instruction  and  scarcely  merited 
rudeness." 

**  Well,  well,  thou  mayest  tarry  for  thine  own  contentment, 
but  interrupt  not  our  business,  although  it  seems  thou  hast 
none  of  thine  own,"  said  the  placable  gardener ;  then,  turning 
to  the  lad,  he  added  eagerly,  "  Thou  sayest,  Henga,  that  the 
poor  wench  is  in  articulo  mortis  Y  Doth  not  the  Leech  under- 
stand that  the  quinte  essenzCy  which  compose  the  precious 
elixir,  must  first  pass  through  the  alembic?  " 

Henga  bowed  assent. 
.    **And  art  thou  not^  cognizant  also,  that  I  can  depend  on 
none  but  thee  to  convey  these  aforesaid  essenze  to  Father 
Celestine,  to  be  by  him  submitted  to  the  purifying  and  con- 
centrating power  of  his  distillery  ?  " 

The  answer  to  that  part  of  the  Father's  instructions  which 
was  within  poor  Henga' s  comprehension,  would  have  been  a 
hasty  stride  across  the  court  in  the  direction  of  St.  Hilda's 
cave,  had  not  the  sender  caught  hold  of  his  messenger. 

"Softly,  softly,  my  son !  Do  I  not  well  compare  thee  to 
the  nimble  Saint  Mercurius,  who,  as  we  are  bound  by  the  holy 
legends  of  our  church  to  believe,  was  bom  with  wings  on  his 
ankle-bones — ay,  and  on  either  side  of  his  head  to  boot.  He 
too,  in  furtherance  of  the  similitude,  like  thee,  was  a  skilful 
compounder  of  drugs.  But  thou  must  tarry  whilst  I  specific- 
ally name  to  thee  these  essenze ; "  and,  extending  his  right 
hand.  Father  Swithin  proceeded  more  emphatically  in  the 
enumeration  by  laying  the  forefinger  of  the  other  on  its  thumb. 
"Now,  these  quinte  essenze,  as  the  name  imports,  are  five  in 
number :  Imprimis,  skin  of  snake." 

Henga  shook  his  matted  locks  and  pointed  to  his  second 
finger. 

'*  True,  boy,  true ;  what  a  memory  thou  hast! "  and  the  old 
man  looked  with  evident  exultation  at  Sister  Eva ;  but  per- 
ceiving she  was  about  to  presume  on  this  recognition  of  her 
presence,  he  hastily  resumed  his  catalogue.  "Yes,  thou  art 
right,  boy ;  eye  of  toad  is  for  the  thumb ;  then  comes  spawn  - 
of  frog;"  and  the  finger  was  carried  on  at  each  dainty  enu- 
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meration — "  skin  of  snake,  liver  of  newt,  and  a  handful  of 
moss  &om  a  dead  man's  skull." 

"Why,  that  trenches  on  the  sexton's  privilege,"  almost 
shrieked  the  astonished  and  more  than  ever  inquisitive  sister. 
"  I  adjure  thee,  by  the  kalends  of  St.  Gregorius,  tell  me  what 
wretched  victim  thou  art  about  to  poison?" 

**  Poison !  "  reiterated  the  indignant  friar.  *'  Did  I  not 
caution  thee  not  to  meddle  with  what  thou  canst  not  under- 
stand ?  I  tell  thee  that  what  thou  ignorantly  caUest  poison  is 
a  concoction  of  equal  merit,  and,  for  aught  I  know  to  the 
contrary,  may  be  composed  of  some  of  the  same  rare  and 
precious  ingredients  as  that  marvellous  elixir  used  by  the 
sanguiniferous  St.  Janarius,  which  continueth  to  this  time, 
and  doubtless  will  to  the  end  of  the  world,  to  astonish,  by  its 
wondrous  liquefaction,  the  whole  of  Christendom." 

"I  crave  pardon,  good  father,  it  was  but  a  slip  of  the 
tongue.  I  meant,  rather,  to  ask  whom  it  was  thou  wert 
about  to  raise  from  the  dead — ^nay,  be  not  wrath  !  I  only  ask, 
if  it  pleaseth  thee  better,  whose  sore  strait  demands  such  a — 
wonderful  remedy  ?  " 

"By  the  jawbone  of  St.  Esculapius,  good  sister,  I  know 
naught  but  that  it  is  demanded  in  behoof  of  one  of  our 
gracious  Princess's  tire- women." 

"  The  Princess's  tire-women ! "  repeated  the  nun,  in  a  tone 
expressive  of  somewhat  more  than  curiosity.  "Tell  me,  I 
pray  thee,  which.  Is  she  hight  Blandina,  or  Inna?"  and  she 
caught  hold  of  the  gardener's  sleeve. 

"I  cannot  tell  thee,  nothavingbeen  at  the baptizingof  either." 

"Nay,  nay,  it  cannot  be  the  young  maiden — she  with 
sunny  rings  and  laughing  eyes  ?  " 

"What  know  I  of  any  eye  but  a  day's-eye?"  said  the 
provoking  wag.  "  It  is  enough  for  me  that  the  wench  is  ill, 
and  wants  my  elixir  as  a  last  hope." 

"  And  well  it  may  be  such,"  said  the  nun,  who  loved  a  joke 
as  well  as  her  tormentor,  "  or  no  human  throat  would  swallow 
such  a  heathenish  potion.  But  surely  you  can  tell  me  if  the 
sick  woman  be  young  or  old  ?" 
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''  Not  I.  Address  thyself  to  Henga;  and,  gentle  Mber,  an't 
please  ye,  let  go  my  sleeve,  for  I  am  in  sore  hanto.*^ 

This  she  did;  and  turning  angrily  towards  the  lad, 
she  repeated  her  unanswered  question,  ''  which  of  the 
Princess  Bertha's  tire-WiMnen  was  the  object  of  this  unusual 
drenching?" 

Alas,  poor  Sister  Eva's  patience  was  doomed  to  Airther 
.trial !  If  Henga  heard,  he  certainly  did  not  heed  the  ques- 
tioner, and  would  have  followed  Father  Swithin  had  she  not 
placed  herself  directly  in  his  way,  repeating  vehemently,  and 
raising  her  voice  louder  and  louder  at  each  unanswered  inter- 
rogatory,— 

''Answer  me,  boy,  which  is  it?  The  young  or  the  old? 
The  short  or  the  tall  ?  The  plump  or  the  lean  ?  The  dark  or 
the  fair?" 

By  the  time  the  baffled  catechiser  had  got  to  the  end  of  her 
antitheses,  her  voice  had  mounted  almost  to  a  scream,  which 
it  finally  attained,  as  she  added, — 

''I  tell  thee  what,  l^ou  jackanapes  J  if  thou  dost  not  reply, 
thy  ears  shall  pay  the  penalty  of  thy  contumacy." 

No  doubt;  Henga  had  good  reason  to  fear  the  execution  of 
the  threat ;  for  retreating  a  few  paces,  and  shaking  his  hair 
over  his  ears  and  face,  he  solemnly  replied  as  the  enraged 
questioner  again  demanded  "  which  ?  " 

**  She  that  is  sick  and  like  to  die  ; "  and  then  made  off  as 
rapidly  as  his  long  legs  would  carry  him. 

"That  fool  will  drive  me  mad,"  muttered  the  exhausted 
gossip.  **I  tell  thee,  father,"  she  continued,  addressing  Henga's 
champion,  who  had  returned  to  the  rescue,  "if  thy ^^^  has  not 
a  grain  of  brains,  he  has  an  oimce  of  malice  in  his  stupid 
noddle.  But  pray  you  tell  me — for  you  must  remember  the 
Princess's  head  attendant — the  tall  outlandish  woman  coifed 
in  black :  it  would  be  a  great  comfort  to  me  to  know  it  was 
she  who  is  in  mortal  agony." 

**  A  benevolent  consolation  I  cannot  indulge  thee  with,  kind 
sister ;  but  dost  not  thou  hear  loud  knocking  at  the  great 
gate?" 
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''The  little  vide-door  in  the  comer  is  unbarred;  let  them 
come  in  at  that." 

''Bless  the  Pope !  "  fidded  Henga,  who  had  resumed  his 
position  at  his  guardian's  elboww 

The  Sister  looked  round  in  angry muprise. 

"  What,  thou  hast  found  thy  tongue !  uappmy  thou  exer- 
eisest  thy  legs  also,  and  let  these  noisy  applicants  in.^ 

Henga  seized  the  keys  in  the  hope  of  letting  himself  out, 
when  a  retainer  in  the  royal  livery  approached  to  request  that 
the  portals  might  be  thrown  open  to  admit  the  Archduke  and 
his  suite.  The  arrival  of  the  party,  so  long  before  the  hour  of 
mass,  was  a  subject  of  such  embarrassing  excitement  to  Sister 
Eva  as  even  to  lay  her  unsatisfied  curiosity  to  rest  for  the 
moment,  and  she  hastened  to  unlock  the  gate. 

Here  the  party  alighted,  and  whilst  the  Forteress  led  the 
way  into  the  parlour,  sidling  along  with  many  a  courteous 
welcome  and  graceful  bow,  Bertha  recognized  her  old  favourites 
Swithin  and  his  inseparable  helpmate,  and  introduced  them 
to  the  notice  of  her  father. 

The  Archduke  held  out  his  hand,  which  the  old  man  kissed 
on  bended  knee ;  but  when  the  same  condescension  was  ex- 
tended to  Henga,  the  lad  recoiled  a  few  steps,  shook  back  the 
elf-locks  from  his  fair  forehead,  and  deeply  plaintive  eyes  now 
glowing  with  unnatural  brilliancy.  His  form  dilated,  and  as  he 
haughtily  crossed  his  arms  on  his  breast,  he  seemed  for  one 
short  minute  to  be  raised  to  a  parity  with  his  kind — ^the  next 
the  sudden  irradiation  had  vanished ;  his  limbs  fell  nerveless 
and  flaccid,  his  head  drooped,  and  his  tangled  hair  falling 
again  over  his  face  concealed  all  but  the  quick  glancing  of 
his  eye. 

Gertruda  and  Swithin,  equally  mortified  at  this  strange  re- 
action, tried  to  make  the  boy  aware  of  the  honour  he  so  rudely 
rejected,  but  their  efforts  were  fruitless. 

"  Cross  not  his  humour,"  said  the  Prince,  with  melancholy 
gentleness.  "  We  are  too  much  indebted  to  his  mother  to 
resent  his  waywardness;  and  how  know  we  but  this  very 
obligation  may  not  have  entailed  this  strange  malady  on  her 
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offspring?  But,"  and  he  spoke  with  renewed  cheerftilness  as 
he  addressed  himself  to  more  courteous  listeners,  ''as  the 
Abbess  is  engaged  in  the  choir,  and  we  have  a  spare  hour 
before  mass,  we  will  crave  of  Father  Swithin  to  show  us  his 
vegetable  curiosities,  of  which  Fame  has  so  loudly  trumpeted." 

**  Fame  is  an  arrant  deceiver,"  said  the  delighted  horticul- 
turist ;  "  but  if  your  Highnesses  will  condescend  to  walk  round 
the  ladies'  garden,  ye  will  see  what  their  poor  servitor  has  done 
for  them." 

Now,  in  spite  of  Swithin' s  assertion.  Fame  had  only  done 
him  justice.  The  garden,  considering  that  horticulture  was 
(as  we  conceited  gardeners  of  the  nineteenth  century  assume) 
then  in  its  infancy,  was  a  blooming  and  fruitful  marvel.  Nay, 
even  now,  when  it  has  risen  into  a  science,  we  doubt  not  our 
dear  old  gardener  would  bear  off  the  chief  prizes  at  a  Crystal 
Palace  flower  show ;  more  especially  if  he  exhibited  his  veget- 
able geese  and  shrieking  mandrakes.  But,  not  to  insist  on 
these  last-named  wonders,  there  were  some  arts  in  grafting 
and  budding,  in  the  colouring  of  flowers,  as  well  as  in  the 
concoction  of  the  quinte  essenze,  that  have  perished  together  with 
the  wonder-working  MSS.  from  which  they  were  culled. 
Happily,  some  of  the  valuable  receipts  are  yet  preserved 
in  the  herbal,  now  very  scarce,  of  old  Gerard,  who  gives  his 
testimony  to  the  possibility  of  raising  vegetable  geese,  though 
unfortunately  he  has  failed  to  convey  his  instruction  for  their 
production  in  language  sufficiently  clear  for  modern  practice. 

The  visitors  were  charmed ;  the  fairy  Princesses  threaded  the 
labyrinthine  walks  in  delighted  wonderment,  which  was  raised 
to  its  climax  by  broods  of  hens  and  chickens  cut  out  of  box- 
trees,  with  chanticleers  on  the  top  who  shook  their  wings,  and 
crowed  at  their  approach — all  of  which  we  are  bound  to 
believe,  with  them,  was  the  effect  of  the  gardener's  skill  in 
training  and  pruning. 

The  Prince,  who  enjoyed  their  surprise,  assured  them  there 
were  yet  greater  wonders  in  store  for  their  inspection.  The 
artist  was  delighted  and  delightful ;  but  those  who  best  un- 
derstood his  humour  might  have  perceived  that  the  Duke's 
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inquiry  after  tlie  shrieking  mandrakes  threw  a  slight  shade 
over  his  content.  Nevertheless,  he  did  not  betray  any 
symptoms  of  defeat,  but  made  a  graceful  retreat  without  im- 
pugning the  truthfulness  engrained  in  his  simple  nature. 

"  Setting  aside  my  fear  of  terrifying  these  noble  demoisels 
by  their  discordant  screams,  I  am  free  to  confess  that  I  have 
not  as  yet  obtained  full  power  over  these  unruly  vegetables, 
who  persist  in  choosing  their  own  time  of  utterance.  Thus, 
I  observe,  that  imless  the  moon  is  at  her  full,  or  nearly  so,  or 
the  storm  is  rattling  in  the  pine-tops,  I  have  never  heard  the 
sound  of  their  voices.  Our  excellent  Leech  who,  I  own,  be- 
sides his  healing  skill,  knows  overmuch  of  the  wonders  of 
nature,  failed  to  detect  aught  but  the  shriek-owl  or  the 
wind  when  I  called  on  him  to  listen.  ,  But  your  Highness, 
who  no  doubt  is  skilled  in  book-lore,  knows  that  there  are 
secrets  in  nature  which  the  most  learned  clerk  may  not  pry 
into." 

**  Certes,  and  that  she  withholds  from  her  warmest  admirers." 

"Ah,  your  Highness  reasoneth  truly.  Observe  the  flexile 
laurel !  I  have  read  in  the  precious  manuscripts  which  my 
Patron,  God  rest  his  soul !  bequeathed  imto  me,  that  it  was 
once  the  abode  of  the  pious  Saintess  Daphne,  who,  flying 
from  Apolyon  the  great  dragon,  was  embraced  in  its  bark. 
Therefore  do  I  opine  that  these  hideotis  mandrakes  must 
have  sprung  from  the  footsteps  of  that  great  dragon.  It  is  an 
evil  race,  and  I  almost  wish  I  had  never  meddled  therewith." 

**  And  why  not  puU  them  up  ?  "  asked  Bertha. 

**  That  dare  I  not,  my  Princess,  since  so  terrific  would  be  their 
shrieks  as  to  madden  the  poor  sisters ;  and  maybe,  with  Sister 
Eva  at  their  head,  they  would,  like  the  harpies  of  old,  tear 
me  and  Henga  in  pieces." 

**  You  are  quite  right,"  said  the  Duke.  "  The  good  sisters,  as 
well  as  my  demoisels,  are  better  entertained  with  your  cheer- 
ful chanticleer  and  his  chuckling  Partlets.  But,  now  I  think 
on  it,  how  fare  the  vegetable  geese  ?  " 

'*  Ah  there,"  said  the  horticultural  Pygmalion,  brightening, 
**  T  do  not  doubt  of  success— nay,  I  may  say  I  have  already 
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attained  it,  as  your  own  gracious  eyes  will  testify,  if  your 
Bighnesses  will  follow  me  a  few  paces." 

Leading  the  way  through  an  avenue  of  the  graceful 
acacia,  they  reached  a  low  part  of  the  garden,  where  the 
mountain  stream  had  been  widened  into  a  little  lake.  In  the 
midst  of  its  pellucid  waters  rose  a  fairy  island,  on  which  grew 
the  magic  tree  covering  its  whole  extent,  and  dipping  its  pen- 
dent branches  on  every  side  into  the  water.  Those  ignorant 
of  vegetable  zoology  might  have  supposed  this  graced 
zoophyte  to  have  been  a  luxuriant  specimen  of  the  willow 
genus — ^indeed,  we  doubt  if  Linnaeus,  had  he  been  then 
existent,  would  have  discovered  any  difference,  unless  it 
were  in  the  small  shell-like  substances  which  seemed  to 
grow  on  the  extremity  of  the  branches.  These,  the  gardener 
pointed  out  to  the  admiring,  and  nothing  doubting,  speoi- 
tators  as  vegetable  eggs,  which  in  the  hatching  time  fell 
from  the  goose-tree  into  the  water,  and  were  immediately 
hatched. 

"  And  this,"  he  added,  '*I  can  myself  testify,  having  seen 
many  a  fine  brood  of  vegetable  goslings  ;  but,  unfortunately, 
so  quickly  did  they  swim  away  that  ere  I  could  get  out  the 
boat  they  were  out  of  sight." 

"  "What  a  pity ! "  exclaimed  more  than  one  voice.  **And  did 
you  never  succeed  in  catching  one  ?  " 

**Ihave  never  been  nimble  enough,  but  Henga  has,  and 
gave  it  to  Herr  Baumgarten  "  (the  sceptical  Leech  already 
mentioned),  ''and  he  had  it  cooked,  and  declared  it  relished  to 
his  palate  much  the  same  as  the  flesh  of  the  wild  geese,  of 
which  large  flocks  visit  our  waters  in  hard  weather.  It 
was  Lent,  and  therefore  I  dared  not  taste  it,  or  of  a  surety  I 
ahould  have  discovered  some  choicer  flavour  than  that  in  such 
rare  flesh." 

"Henga  is  lithe  of  limb,  though  slow  of  wit,"  said  the 
Prince  thoughtfully  rather  than  interrogatively. 

"  He  w  lithe  of  limb  and  Islow  of  speech,  but  not  of  wi^, 
your  Highness ;  and  I  could  recount  many  wise  sayings,  ay, 
and  noble  actions  of  his  in  proof  of  this  assertion — " 
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But  the  sound  of  tlie  abbey-bell  cut  short  the  enumeration 
and  changed  the  subject. 

"  We  have  yet  half  an  hour  before  the  saint  will  commence 
her  progress/'  continued  Father  S within,  **  and  if  I  might 
make  so  bold,  I  would  offer  these  lovely  ladies  a  little  cooling 
refection  after  their  walk  ?  " 

Thus  saying,  the  adroit  guide  led  the  party  to  the  foot  of 
"  Our  Lady's  Mount,"  where,  in  the  grotto  already  described, 
they  discovered  a  fresh  source  of  enchantment ;  the  green  re- 
treat being  hung  with  gossamer-like  baskets  suspended  from 
the  roof  by  chains  of  flowers,  and  filled  with  autumnal  fruit 
of  the  most  tempting  hue  and  fragrance. 

**I  trust  your  Highness,"  said  the  old  man  respectfully, 
pointing  to  the  rustic  seats,  **  will  hold  my  poor  Henga  excused 
for  his  late  breach  of  duty,  and  with  these  gracious  ladies, 
will  condescend  to  partake  of  the  fruits  he  has  culled — ^indeed, 
I  may  say,  together  with  my  humble  self,  cultivated — ^for  your 
refreshment." 

The  guests  required  no  second  bidding,  and  many  were  the 
jests  and. ringings  laughs  that  echoed  through  the  vaulted  roof 
as  they  partook  of  this  fairy  banquet.  Neither  did  it  lack  its 
aecompaniment  of  magical  music,  though  the  skilful  magician 
had  wisely  managed  that  the  concert  should  not  begin  until 
ample  justice  had  been  done  to  the  repast,  and  free  scope 
given  for  the  Hghter  spirits  to  evaporate ;  well  divining  that 
all  would  give  way  to  the  wonder  of  the  unseen  musician 
who,  in  strains  already  described,  warbled  the  well-known 
Vesper  Hymn,  but  remained  as  before  wrapped  in  impene- 
tcable  mystery. 
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CHAPTEE  XXin. 

THE  LOST  FOUND. 

Christians!  do  ye  the  canse  inquire? 

Search  God's  own  book,  and  see, 
Graven  in  characters  of  fiire, 

Accursed  Idolatry, 

As  the  twin  sisters,  one  on  either  side  of  their  cousin — to  whom 
they  clung  closer  the  nearer  they  approached  the  dreaded 
Abbey — mounted  the  steps  from  the  garden,  the  following 
dialogue  passed  between  them ;  but  so  alike  were  they  in  voice 
and  sentiment  that  it  might  have  seemed  rather  a  soliloquy  to 
those  who  did  not  see  the  speaker's  countenance ;  and  even 
then  the  resemblance  was  so  perfect,  that  in  these  days  we 
might  compare  them  to  the  two  answering  photographs  on 
the  slide  of  the  stereoscope,  for  it  needed  long  experience  to 
separate  them  even  in  idea.  And  yet  their  characters  differed 
greatly ;  but  the  weaJcer  had  absorbed  so  strong  a  light  firom 
the  more  powerful  that  a  casual  intercourse  would  not  be 
sufficient  to  discern  the  borrowed,  or  reflected,  j&om  the 
original.  On  this  occasion,  as  on  most  others,  Alice  began 
the  running  dialogue,  in  right  of  her  seniority  of  half  an  hour, 
which  she  always  playfully  asserted.  Passing  her  hand  across 
her  eyes,  she  said, 

*'  Verily,  dear  coz,  I  seem  to  be  hardly  awake,  but  dreaming 
about — " 

**  Prince  Plorival  and  the  singing  water — " 

'*  And  the  talking  trees — '' 

"And  the  dear  blue  bird,  and — " 

**  Oh,  Alice,  the  wicked  giantess !  " 

**  Fie,  fie!  my  naughty  cousins,"  interrupted  Bertha,  "there 
are  no  wicked  giantesses  in  our  fairy  palace  ;  but  I  will  help 
you  to  a  beauteous  Princess." 
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'^aertruda?" 

*'Ay,  indeed;  where  is  she?" 

The  novice  had  lingered  behind  her  companions ;  perhaps 
to  take  another  look  at  her  Eden ; « perhaps  to  take  another 
walk  around  its  parterres,  or  dip  her  hand  in  its  dancing 
waters.  And  what  are  the  thoughts  that  pass  through  her 
mind  as  she  stands  apparently  watching  their  play  ?  Do  they 
recur  to  the  past,  when  her  beloved,  now  her  only  friend, 
looked  on  them  with  her  ?  Do  they  stretch  on  to  the  future, 
when  she  shall  stand  alone  beside  them  ?  But  a  few  minutes 
had  gone  by  when  she  was  the  happiest  of  the  merry  band  ; 
was  it  that  she  was  pleased  to  revisit  the  only  scene  of  enjoy- 
ment that  had  chequered  her  life,  and  proud  of  the  praises 
bestowed  on  it  ?  Let  those  answer  these  questions  who  are 
deepest  versed  in  that  **  gayest,  saddest  thing,"  the  human 
heart.  One  thing  was  certain,  that  Gertruda's  swelled  with  de- 
light at  the  sympathy  of  the  young  Princesses — she  was,  from 
circumstances,  yet  more  simple  and  childish  than  they — and 
had  she  remained  in  the  shade  of  the  cloister  the  beautiful  germ 
would  never  have  developed ;  but  it  was  ordered  otherwise. 

This  convent  garden,  to  which  we  now  return,  was  poor 
Gertruda's  Eden,  and  she  had  from  the  time  of  the  Princess 
Bertha*s  residence  in  the  convent,  been  allowed  to  frequent  it 
with  her ;  for,  as  it  was  the  Abbess's  paramount  desire  that 
her  niece  should  succeed  her  in  the  rule  of  the  superb  endow- 
ment of  Koenigsfelden,  she  omitted  nothing  within  her  power 
to  make  it  attractive  to  her..  Perceiving  Bertha's  love  of  gar- 
dening, she  gave  her  full  scope  for  the  exercise  of  her  taste, 
and  permitted  her  friend,  and  her  revered  preceptress  to  wander 
with  her,,  as  we  have  seen,  amid  her  favourite  haunts;  to 
watch  the  labours  of  Father  Swithin  and  his  assistant,  and  to 
enter  into  all  their  horticultural  speculations. 

The  approach  of  Henga  with  a  basket  of  fiowers  startled 
Gertruda  from  her  cogitations.  Whatever  they  might  have 
been,  they  did  not  interfere  with  the  pleasure  she  felt  at  his  ap- 
proach, or  the  interest  she  took  in  the  cootents  of  his  basket,  and 
the  arrangement  of  the  beautiful  little  bouquets  it  contained. 


242  THE  TOWER  OF  THE   HAWK. 

**0h!  you  want  me  to  guess,  do  you?"  said  she,  sweetly 
smiling,  as  the  poor  boy  held  them  up  before  her.  **  This 
lovely  lily  and  its  circle  of  amaranths  must  be  for  the  Princess 
Bertha?" 

Henga  shook  his  head ;  and  a  tear  trembled  in  poor  G-er- 
truda's  eye  as  the  boy  placed  the  flowers  in  her  hand. 

**  Thanks,  many !  but  they  are  too  beautiful  for  me.  I 
cannot  err  now:  these  twin  roses  and  their  accompanying 
heartsease  must  be  meant  for  the  sister  Princesses.  And,  tell 
me,  what  hast  thou  for  my  Princess  ?" 

Henga  placed  the  basket  hastily  in  Gertruda's  hand  as  the 
only  reply,  and  darted  off  on  perceiving  his  especial  antipathy. 
Sister  Eva,  advancing  from  her  watch-tower. 

** Heyday!  what's  all  this  parley  about?"  she  exclaimed, 
as  she  snatched  the  basket  from  its  lawful  possessor.  "  Why, 
here  are  the  sweetest  and  the  finest  flowers,  whilst  that  false 
fool  pretended  he  had  none  but  daisies  and  sunflowers  for  my 
chapel  of  St.  Klare.  I  shall,  nathless,  make  bold  to  claim 
these  in  behoof  of  the  Church — bless  the  Pope ! " 

**  Nay,  blame  not  Henga,  dear  sister :  he  fetched  these 
flowers — and  beautiful,  in  truth,  they  are — at  the  express  de- 
sire of  the  ladies  Alice  and  Aletta." 

"  Leave,  then,  the  corbel  with  me,  and  I  will  consign  it  to 
the  care  of  one  of  the  Castle  servitors.  But  why  didst  thou 
loiter  behind  in  the  garden,  whilst  our  Lady  Abbess  has  been 
expecting  thee  to  pay  thy  devoir  to  her  in  the  parlour,  and  has 
now  sent  me  to  summon  thee  ?"  Gertruda  knew  why,  but  chose 
not  to  tell.  Making,  therefore,  her  humble  obeisance,  she 
hurried  away  to  obey  the  mandate,  and  to  take  her  part  in  the 
drama. 

The  beautiful  Abbey  church  was  metamorphosed  into  a 
brilliant  theatre,  in  conformity  with  the  scenes  to  be  enacted 
within  it.  The  pillars  of  finely -wrought  granite  were  enclosed 
in  a  closely-fitting  covering  of  rich  damask ;  the  inlaid  floor 
covered  with  tapestry ;  the  high  altars,  as  well  as  those  of  the 
side  chapels,  formed  of  marble  or  porphyry  were  shrouded  in 
cloth  of  gold  and  bedizened  with  artificial  flowers,  shell-work, 
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beads,  and  otliGr   inconsistent  ornaments :   an  anomaly  we 
cannot  reconcile  in  the  taste  of  those  who  carved  those  pillars 
or  caused  them  to  be  carved,  who  paid  immense  sums  for  those 
slabs  of  costly  stone,  and  employed  the  most  skilful  artists  to 
hew  them  into  the  most  classic  forms. 

But  these  disfigurements,  so  well  exposed  by  a  learned 
dignitary  of  our  own  Church,*  have  not  ended  with  other 
barbarisms  of  the  middle  ages.  As  late  as  the  year  1862,  the 
most  beautiful  church  in  the  world,  St.  Peter's  at  Rome,  was 
tricked  out  like  a  second-rate  theatre — the  noble  arches  of  the 
nave  filled  up  with  silk  and  velvet  stretched  on  pasteboard 
frames,  gilded  festoons  and  such  trumpery ;  and  we  too  join 
in  the  wonder  expressed  by  the  same  author ,  "  How  the 
Pope  and  Prelates  of  Rome,  who  may  see  daily  in  the  Vatican 
the  most  beautiful  works  of  ancient  and  modem  art,  both  in 
sculpture  and  painting,  could  tolerate  these  wretched  processes 
of  ecclesiastic  upholstery  and  millinery.  .  .  Is  it  that  they 
cannot  appreciate  what  is  noble  in  its  native  beauty  ?"  and 
that  the  loaded  magnificence  and  glare  of  the  ritual  so  dazzles 
their  eyes  and  vitiates  their  taste  that  they  are  incapable  of 
discerning  the  truly  beautiful — moral  or  material  ? 

There  was  one  at  least  in  the  church  of  Koenigsfelden 
whose .  eyes  were  neither  dazzled  by  the  pompous  ceremonial, 
nor  closed  to  the  disfigurement  of  the  classic  structure,  and 
who  turned  aside  as  the  Patroness  of  the  order  and  Saint  of 
the  day,  represented  by  an  ill- carved  figure  as  large  as  life 
and  sumptuously  bedizened,  was  carried  past  her  in  its  thrice- 
repeated  tour  round  the  church,  with  the  usual  accompaniments 
and  followers.  One  figure  alone  amid  the  motley  procession 
of  priests  and  acolytes,  friars  and  nuns,  caught  and  fixed  the 
attention  of  the  contemplative  Princess  and  filled  her  mind  with 
melancholy  forbodings :  it  was  that  of  her  friend  the  Novice, 
who  walked  in  the  procession  with  downcast  eyes,  her  coun- 
tenance concealed  by  a  long  veil  which  fell  in  folds  over  her 
figure,  and  differed  only  in  colour  from  that  worn  by  the 


*  See  Dr.  Wordswortli's  "Visit  to  Italy." 
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cloistered  sisters.  Her  step  was  firm,  her  form  upnght,  and, 
whatever  might  have  been  the  repugnance  of  her  Mend  to 
the  ceremonies  going  on  around,  Gertruda  evidently  bore  her 
part  in  them  without  the  same  painful  doubts. 

On  quitting  the  church,  the  Archduke  left  the  Abbey,  and 
the  young  party  were  summoned  into  the  awful  presence  of 
the  Aunt-abbess.  Still  clinging  to  their  cousin,  who,  whilst 
she  did  her  best  to  allay  their  fears,  felt  her  own  heart  beat 
and  her  limbs  tremble,  the  sisters  entered  the  room,  pale  as 
marble  statuettes,  their  terror  having  absolutely  dainped  their 
silken  ringlets,  which  hung  almost  waveless  over  their  cheeks. 
The  queenly  Abbess  held  out  a  cold  rigid  hand  to  each,  and 
as  they  made  their  speechless  obeisance,  attempted  some  words 
of  solemn  encouragement,  which  served  but  to  increase  their 
agitation. 

**  Diffidence,"  she  observed,  with  her  usual  sepulchral  accent, 
"  was  youth's  best  adornment — a  flower  that  flourished  most 
in  the  shade,  and  she  rejoiced  to  find  that  her  youthful 
kinswomen  still  preserved  their  modest  deportment." 

The  voice  ceased,  but  it  raised  no  echo,  and  thus  went  on  : — 

*'I  would  fain  persuade  your  father  to  spare  one  of  you  for 
our  holy  mother  Church,  and  her  favoured  daughter,  St.  Klare. 
If  he  consent,  which  shall  it  be  ?" 

Another  pause,  and  the  poor  little  hearts  beat  almost  audibly. 

**  Ye  are  so  much  alike  I  should  hesitate  to  sever  ye  ;  will  ye 
not  both  come?" 

There  was  a  slight  raising  of  the  voice  as,  looking  at  the 
three  girls  who  stood  before  her,  the  Abbess  went  on, — 

"What!  silent  still?  Is  there  not  one  of  my  nieces, 
sprung  as  ye  all  are  from  a  race  famed  for  its  devotion  to 
their  holy  Mother,  willing  to  give  herself  to  God  and  to 
St.  Klare?" 

That  good  angel,  Sister  Ethel,  now  came  to  the  rescue ;  for 
though  the  Abbess  meant  to  be  condescending,  the  sound  of  her 
voice  and  the  cold  glance  of  her  eye,  as  it  swept  expressionless 
over  the  trembling  girls,  had  almost  petrified  them  with  terror. 

*'  These  young  Princesses,  reverend  mother,  come  recently 


THE  LOST  FOXJin).  245 

from  the  neighbonrliood  of  the  Abbess  Hildegarde,"  observed 
the  nun ;  and  her  benevolent  intention  waa  successful,  for  the 
current  of  the  Abbess's  thoughts  was  immediately  diverted 
into  another  channel. 

"True,  good  sister."  Then  addressing  the  sisters,  "You, 
my  yoimg  kinswoman,  live  close  by  the  Abbey  of  EHingenthal, 
which  owns  the  sway  of  the  saintly  Hildegarde?" 

The  heads  bowed  asflentingly. 

*'  Was  my  highly-esteemed  friend  cognizant  of  your  visit  to 
Hapsburg?" 

The  heads  were  shaken  negatively. 

**Nay,  I  marvel,  my  nieces,  ye  did  not  inform  the  holy 
Abbess  Hildegarde  of  your  approaching  proximity  to  Koenigs- 
felden,  seeing  that  she  would  have  been  right  satisfied  to 
forward  by  your  hands  a  finger-joint  of  the  blessed  saint  and 
martyr,  Engelhopner,  whose  odoriferous  remains  have  just 
been  dug  up  in  her  cloister." 

A  slight  shudder  passed  over  the  poor  little  living  martyrs 
at  the  mention  of  this  fragrant  commission,  and  their  cheeks, 
if  possible,  became  yet  paler. 

"  But  surely,  my  cousins,  you  profit  by  your  vicinity  to 
enjoy  the  Abbess's  conversation?" 

A  pause. 

"  You  attend  the  services  of  the  Church,  so  devotionally 
celebrated  at  the  Abbey," 

Another  pause  longer  than  before. 

"Speak,  I  pray;  why  should  you  fear?  Again  I  ask,  do 
you  visit  the  Abbey  ?" 

Alice  made  a  vigorous  effort,  and  articulated  the  monosyllable 
"  Some,^^  to  which  Aletta,  at  the  risk  of  strangulation,  added 
that  of  "  times. ^^ 

But  the  exertion  was  too  much.  Bursting  into  tears,  and 
throwing  themselves  into  each  other's  arms,  they  sobbed  as  if 
their  fluttering  hearts  would  break.  The  Abbess  was  evi- 
dently disturbed ;  she  looked  wildly  round  and  then  fixed  her 
filmy  eye  on  Bertha,  who  knowing  the  indication  but  too  well, 
whilst  endeavouring  to  comfort  and  assist  her  cousins,  felt 
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herself  as  helpless  and  terrified  as  thej.     But  the  rostle  of 
the  angel's  wing  was  heard. 

'!  These  dear  young  ladies  have  had  no  food  since  their  early 
breakfast,  reverend  mother,  and  are  faint  and  weak.  With  your 
permission,  they  will  join  our  sisters  in  the  refectory,  where 
the  banquet  waits  their  coming.  My  beloved  daughter,  thou 
knowest  the  way  ;"  and  she  added  in  a  lowered  voice,  "  The 
attack  will  pass  off;  fear  not !" 

The  spacious  refectory  was  adorned  with  a  profusion  and 
taste  that  betrayed  the  agency  of  our  **  house  decorators"  of 
the  olden  time.  The  most  stately  ornament  was  a  bowery 
shrine,  in  which,  clad  in  a  vest  of  green  Genoa  velvet,  with  tunic 
of  silver  taffeta,  and  knots  of  ribbons  and  other  garniture 
appertaining  to'  the  same,  and  in  the  glare  of  new  paint  and 
varnish,  sat  the  miraculous  idol.  As  the  nuns  were  standing 
around  the  banquet  table  waiting  the  approach  of  their  guests, 
the  Princess  had  not  just  then  time  to  examine  the  details ;  * 
but  a  single  glance  convinced  her  at  least  of  the  justice  of  her 
suspicions.  She  shook  off,  as  best  as  she  could,  the  painful 
feelings  it  gave  rise  to,  and  her  ever-ready  sympathy  was  soon 
enlisted  in  the  promotion  of  general  enjoyment.  Sister  Eva 
advanced  towards  her  distinguished  guests,  and  conducted 
them  to  seats  near  her  own  at  the  head  of  the  table.  As  the 
heroine  of  the  day  she  wore,  according  to  conventual  usage,  a 
garland  of  flowers  over  her  nun's  hood — or  rather,  instead  of 
the  customary  wreath  a  triple  crown  composed  of  three  kinds 
of  large  showy  flowers,  which,  sticking  out  all  roimd  her  plump 
face,  now  more  than  usually  rubicund,  was  irresistibly  comical. 
Very  seasonable  was  it  also  in  raising  the  spirits  of  the  droop- 
ing sisters,  whose  eyes  glistened  with  irrepressible  merriment, 
and  even  the  straightened  tresses  began  to  curl  in  spiral  rings ; 
whilst  Bertha  and  Gertruda,  who  readily  recognized  in  the 
unmic  papal  crown  the  gist  of  St.  Eva's  mortal  enemy,  Henga, 
were  quite  as  much  amused.  The  nun,  however,  had  her 
revenge— though  in  the  matter  of  the  crown  she  was  perfectly 
unaware  of  owing  him  anything  but  obligation — for  she  had 
appropriated  all  Henga's  nosegays,  and  their  apt  posies,  and 
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laid  them  on  the  trenchers  of  her  guests,  receiving  with  apparent 
humility  the  universal  testimony  paid  to  their  beauty  and 
appropriateness.  The  banquet  was  as  fair  to  the  eye  as  it 
was  grateful  to  the  taste  and  smell  of  its  participants.  Nuns 
have  always  been  celebrated  for  their  cakes  and  confectionery, 
and  those  of  St.  Klare  were  not  behind  the  most  advanced 
order  of  cooking  sisterhoods.  To  say  nothing  of  the  preserved 
fruits,  clear  as  crystal  and  spangled  with  frost-work — of  creams 
light  and  white  as  mountain  snow — of  birds'  nests  with  sugared 
eggs, — of  golden  cages  and  imprisoned  linnets — the  surpassing 
wonder  was  a  bouquet  of  Father  Swithin*s  flowers  preserved 
with  the  most  consummate  art  of  sugar,  or  rather  honey 
embalming,  the  congealed  drops  on  their  leaves  looking,  as 
the  delighted  gardener  himself  declared,  "as  if  the  dew  that 
sparkled  on  the  petals  had  been  suddenly  frozen,  and  the 
flowers  gathered  ere  the  frost  could  nip  their  freshness  or 
impair  their  hue. "  Hide  your  heads,  ye  Glasses  of  the  past, 
ye  Udes  and  Soyers  of  the  present  age,  or  bow  them  before  the 
veiled  confectioners  of  Koenigsfelden !  And,  ye  Paxtons  and 
other  famed  horticulturists,  do  homage  to  the  wonder-working 
friar  and  his  mysterious  assistant ! 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  mirth  at  the  convent  board;  we 
do  not  say  wit  or  wisdom,  unless  it  be  that  true  wisdom — the 
wisdom  of  a  thankful  heart.  Sister  Eva  was  even  more  than 
usually  brilliant,  judging  from  the  peals  of  laughter  which  her 
sallies  elicited.  The  sister  Princesses  came  next  in  the  esti- 
mation and  attention  of  the  sisterhood.  Their  beauty,  their 
affability,  their  playfulness,  their  simplicity  and  youthfulness, 
made  them  objects  of  universal  attraction  and  admiration. 
But  the  vesper-bell  breaks  up  the  banquet — the  brief,  brief, 
holiday  is  over !  The  prattle  is  hushed,  the  laugh  has  died 
away ;  and  with  a  graceful  obeiaance  the  now  demure  sisters 
glide  off  in  regular  file.  Sister  Eva  was  following  them,  but 
the  gentle  Ethel,  thinking  to  do  her  honour,  called  her  back, 
to  give  her,  as  she  believed,  the  gratification  of  showing  off 
her  miraculous  vest  and  accompaniments  to  the  Princesses ; 
and  relating  its  supernatural  advent  to  the  convent.     The 
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summons  could  not  be  disobeyed,  but  it  was  evident  that  the 
heroine  of  the  drama  did  not  play  her  part  with  her  usual 
graceful  ease,  and  that  on  meeting  the  eye  of  Bertha  she  lost 
her  self-possession  and  turned  somewhat  pale.  With  a  shrink- 
ing from  the  shame  of  an  open  exposure,  which  is  oftentimes 
more  felt  by  the  innocent  than  the  guilty,  the  Princess  turned 
away  to  examine  the  other  decorations  of  the  refectory ;  and, 
released  from  the  awkwardness  of  telling  the  story  of  the  stolen 
garment  in  the  presence  of  its  lawful  owner.  Sister  Eva  reco- 
vered her  self-possession,  and  it  might  be  added  self-delusion, 
and  related  the  history  of  the  miraculous  descent  of  the  won- 
drous garment,  its  self-adjustment  to  the  graceful  form  of  St. 
Klare's  representative,  together  with  all  the  usual  accompani- 
ments of  breathing  perfumes  and  dazzling  lights,  as  if — and 
^his  was  perhaps  the  case — she  had  told  the  monstrous  lie  until 
he  who  is  the  father  of  such  had  persuaded  her  to  believe  it. 

Having  made  the  tour  of  the  decorations.  Bertha  stopped 
before  a  device  which  banished  all  agitation  and  engaged  her 
mind  in  higher  contemplations.  It  was  simple  but  suggestive. 
A  cross  formed  of  the  living  branch  of  an  olive-tree  was  sur- 
mounted by  a  brooding  dove  exquisitely  carved  in  wood.  The 
bird  held  in  its  mouth  a  chain  of  flowers,  the  other  end  of  which 
was  fastened  to  the  claws  of  a  hawk  of  the  same  material,  and 
evidently  by  the  same  masterly  hand,  which  stood  with  half- 
extended  wings  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  haughty  and  impatient, 
yet  detained  by  that  slender  chain. 

*  *  Beautiful  emblem ! ' '  thought  Beiiha.  *  *  May  the  Dove  and 
the  Cross  ever  retain  their  power  over  the  cruel  and  rapacious, 
but,  alas,  tru-e  symbol  of  our  race ! "  And  then  her  thoughts 
wandered  to  the  Christian  artist  whose  genius  had  devised  and 
executed  the  emblem ;  and  she  fervently  prayed  that  he  and 
his  harmless  assistant  might  be  preserved  amid  the  beautiful 
creations  of  the  outer  world,  from  the  superstition  and  deceit 
that  threw  their  baneful  shadow  on  all  within  the  convent- 
walls  of  Koenigsfelden  Abbey. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE   QUrSTTE   ESSENZE. 

Alack,  alack,  the  preciotis  essence  shed  I 

Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  maiden's  sool  1 

When  the  Archduke  Frederick  left  the  young  party,  after 
the  celebration  of  mass,  at  the  church- door,  it  was  with  the 
avowed  intention  of  seeking  an  interview  with  the  Abbot. 
His  humour,  however,  was  changeable  that  morning ;  for,  after 
a  few  moments'  apparent  hesitation,  he  called  to  his  chief  groom 
to  bring  him  his  horse,  and  bidding  him  inform  the  Princesses 
that  he  had  rode  slowly  homewards,  he  went  forth  alone. 
Avoiding  the  public  road,  he  entered  the  deep  forest  that  then 
skirted  it;  and  as  the  melancholy  wanderer  rode  onward, 
reflecting  on  the  bygone  years  which  the  well-known  scenes 
recalled,  he  let  the  reins  drop  on  the  neck  of  his  horse,  and 
allowed  him  to  choose  both  the  path  and  pace.  The  dead 
stop  of  the  animal,  however,  roused  the  muser,  and  on  looking 
round  he  found  himself  exactly  in  the  front  of  the  high 
rock  that  closed  the  entrance  to  St.  Hilda's  cave,  and  his  eye 
rested  on  the  invitation  that  had  proved  so  acceptable  to  him- 
self and  Bertha  a  short  time  before  : — 

"to  the  benighted  and  weary,  welcome  and  rest." 

**  The  benighted  and  weary,"  he  softly  repeated.  "  Who  is 
so  deeply  bewildered  as  I  ?  Who  hath  more  need  of  rest  ? 
Shall  I  not  find  in  this  holy  Hermit  a  more  soothing  counsellor 
than  the  worldly  Abbot  ?  " 

Then  springing  from  the  saddle,  he  fastened  his  steed  to  a 
tree,  bowed  his  lofty  head,  and  entered  the  low  approach  to 
the  cavern.  In  quitting  the  sunlit  landscape  without,  it  was 
some  time  before  the  rays  of  the  lamp  that  burnt  on  the  altar 
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of  the  subterranean  chapel  were  sufEiciently  distinct  to  guide 
the  adventurer's  feet  into  the  sanctuary,  and  when  reached,  he 
found  it  tenantless.  Qxiided,  however,  by  the  sound  of  voices 
that  proceeded  from  the  recluse's  inner  cell,  he  gained  that 
apartment  which  has  been  already  described. 

'*  I  will  attend  to  thee,  friend,  when  I  have  accomplished  a 
weighty  business  now  in  hand,"  said  the  Hermit,  who  had 
heard  the  approach  of  the  stranger,  although  the  dimly- 
lighted  cell,  rendered  doubly  obscure  by  columns  of  smoke 
and  vapour,  prevented  him  from  recognizing  him. 

"  Eepose  thee,  whoever  thou  art,  on  the  bench  at  the  door ; 
or,  if  thou  wouldst  escape  these  suffocating  odours,  thou  may'st 
await  my  leisure  in  the  chapel.'' 

Although  the  steam  with  which  the  cell  was  filled  was  in- 
deed of  a  most  unsavoury  quality,  it  suited  the  Archduke's 
humour  to  remain.  Seating  himself,  therefore,  on  the  offered 
bench,  under  cover  of  the  vapoury  veil,  he  contemplated  with 
no  languid  interest  the  scene  before  him.  It  was  such  as 
might  have  lent  a  Eembrandt,  had  such  then  been  found, 
deeper  shades  for  his  dusky  canvas. 

Over  an  immense  fire  of  bleizing' pine-logs  hxmg  a  cauldron 
of  proportionate  dimensions,  filled  with  a  boiling,  bubbling 
liquid,  whose  steam,  rushing  from  the  mouth,  curled  into 
every  comer  of  the  cave,  filling  it  with  the  effluvia  already 
noticed.  A  rude  retort  lay  before  the  fire,  into  whose  spiral 
tubes  the  Hermit  was  endeavouring  to  force  the  unmanageable 
vapour.  He  was  assisted  in  his  undertaking  by  a  younger 
workman,  who,  whilst  the  mechanist  was  engaged  in  rectifying 
the  crazy  machine,  laid  log  after  log  on  the  already  blazing 
fire. 

"  Have  a  care,  Henga,"  said  the  old  man ;  **  a  little  patience, 
and  the  steam  will  find  its  proper  channel.  I  would  our  good 
Swithin  were  here  to  inhale  its  fragrance.  See,  it  begins  to 
drop ;"  and  conveying  a  drop  of  the  dainty  distillery  to  his 
lips  on  the  tip  'of  his  finger,  he  added  with  evident  relish, 
''pungent  and  odoriferous — the  true  gusto  of  the  Quinte 
Essenze ! " 
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"Henga?"  thought  the  Duke,  as  the  flame  from  the  fire 
before  which  he  leant  illumined  the  flushed  cheek  and  brilliant 
eye  of  the  boy;  *'can  that  possibly  be  the  poor  demented 
grandson  of  Dame  Hedwig  ?  " 

And  his  surprise  increased  as  he  watched  the  grace  and 
energy  with  which  the  lad  threw  fresh  logs  on  the  hearth. 

**  Softly,  softly,  Henga,"  hastily  exclaimed  the  Hermit.  "  I 
tell  thee  we  have  already  wood  enow  for  a  beacon-fire.  The 
precious  mixture  distils  in  streams.  Press  it  too  hotly,  and  the 
retort  wiU — " 

The  prognostic  was  not  fully  uttered  ere  it  was  fulfilled. 
A  loud  explosion  sent  the  fragments  and  contents  of  the  caul- 
dron far  and  wide ;  and  the  affrighted  workmen,  together  with 
their  observer,  into  the  refuge  of  the  sanctuary. 

*'  Thou  art  not  hurt,  father  ?  "  asked  Henga. 

"  Not  a  whit,  all  thanks  and  praise !  and  thou,  my  son  ?  All 
safe — but  the  poor  maiden !  The  poison  already  in  her  veins, 
and  the  Quinte  Essenze  blown  into  the  air  !  " 

'*  Thou  must  haste  thee  to  collect  fresh  ingredients,  whilst 
I  will  endeavour  to  repair  the  alembic' ' 

''Too  late,  too  late,  father ! "  exclaimed  the  boy,  in  a  voice  of 
touching  pathos,  and  raising  his  joined  hands  in  a  gesture  of 
despair.  '*  The  skull  is  stripped,  the  toads  are  gone  into  their 
holes,  the  day  is  too  far  spent.     Alack,  alack,  poor  Inna." 

As  Henga  finished  this  his  unusually  long  outpouring,  he 
discovered  the  Duke,  and  the  next  moment  the  Hermit  was 
left  alone  with  his  illustrious  guest,  to  excuse  as  best  he 
might  his  late  neglect.  The  Duke  not  only  condescended  to 
accept  the  apology  made  him,  but  offered  one  in  his  turn  for 
his  intrusion,  and  asked  many  Questions  about  the  properties 
of  the  odoriferous  concoction. 

**It  is  the  most  powerful  antidote  in  the  known  Phwrmaco- 
posta,  and,  if  taken  in  time,  I  have  known  the  most  noxious 
poisons  ejected  before  half  the  draught  was  swallowed." 

No  one  could  have  been  in  a  better  situation  for  believing 
this  than  one  so  recently  exposed  to  the  foetid  efiiuvia ;  but 
neither  unbelief  nor  ridicule  would  enter  into  the  mind.  ^t\. 
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such  a  subject  in  those  dark  days,  when  poison  was  generally 
feared,  and  antidotes  held  in  high  esteem.  The  Hermit's 
fears  were  not  of  the  efficacy  of  his  antidote,  but  from  its 
application  having  been  too  long  delayed. 

*'  From  the  symptoms  communicated  to  me,"  he  said, 
lowering  his  voice,  "I  fear  the  poison  has  too  long  lurked  in 
the  veins  of  the  poor  maiden  even  for  the  Quinte  Essenze  to 
expel." 

"Poison?  Maiden?"  repeated  the  Duke  interrogatively. 
"  And  did  I  not  hear  the  name  of  Inna  ?  Can  it  possibly  be 
the  Princess  Bertha's  tire-woman  of  that  name  for  whom  you 
were  preparing  this  nostrum  ?  " 

**  Thus  much  I  have  understood." 

"  I  knew  she  was  sick — ^but  not  unto  death — from  my 
daughter.  This  must  be  inquired  further  into.  Dost  thou 
know  aught  about  it,  holy  father? " 

"But  little;  and  before  I  relate  it,  I  would  entreat  your 
Highness  to  remove  from  this  stifling  vapour  into  the  outer 
air." 

The  pair  walked  silently  on  through  the  deep  forest  until, 
reaching  a  rustic  bench,  the  Duke  seated  himself  thereon, 
and  beckoned  to  his  companion  to  take  the  place  at  his  side, 
saying,— 

"  I  have  accepted  your  invitation  to  the  weary  and  be- 
nighted, father,  and  come  to  you  for  guidance  and  refreshment." 

"  My  Prince  has  only  to  demand,  and  aU  I  can  give  is  his ; 
but,"  pointing  to  Koenigsfelden,  "absolution  must  be  sought 
in  yonder  confessional." 

"  Nay,  thou  mistakest :  it  is  not  such  I  came  to  crave.  The 
last  time  I  knelt  at  man's  footstool  was  to  a  lenient  judge — 
the  good  Father  Jeronymo,  once  our  family  confessor.  Thou 
doubtless  rememberest .  the  cheerful  old  man,  now  Prior  of 
St.  Gothard?" 

"  With  affectionate  regard,  we  have  to  this  time,  through 
a  long  lapse  of  years,  kept  up  a  friendly  intercourse  by  this 
token ; "  and  the  Hermit  produced  a  rather  bulky  packet, 
hidden  in  his  sleeve,  which,  as  he  presented  it  to  the  Duke,  he 
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observed,  "  The  Prior  has  just  despatched  me  this  quaint 
epistle  from  his  icy  throne.  I  would  crave  your  Highness  to 
consider  its  contents ;  and,  if  it  be  not  too  bold,  to  read  them 
aloud  ;  for  age  has  dimmed  my  eyes,  and  I  have  found  them 
diflScult  to  decipher.  Thus  much  I  have  learnt,  and  would 
make  due  allowance  for,  that  galless  as  our  jocund  friar  be,  he 
cannot  but  feel  that  he  of  whom  he  writes  took  possession  of 
these  rich  pastures  below,  be  it  by  guile  or  favour,  and  banished 
him  to  the  barren  heritage  of  perpetual  snows.'' 

Whilst  the  Hermit  was  speaking  thus,  the  Duke  had  dis- 
engaged the  MS.  from  its  ligature  and  cover,  and  with  evident 
agitation  read  aloud  from  its  contents  as  follows : — 

'^  To  the  Hermit  Celestine  of  St,  Htlda^s 

"  The  unworthy  Jeronymo,  Prior  of  St.  Gothard,  sends 
greeting,  wishing  his  well-beloved  brother  all  health  and 
prosperity. 

**  Whereas  my  thoughts  and  heart  are  often  occupied  with 
your  interests,  my  reverend  brother,  I  have  been  for  many 
days  looking  out  for  a  trusty  messenger  to  convey  a  few 
cautions  to  your  ear  and  ready  comprehension.  At  length, 
by  a  token  I  may  not  now  tarry  to  explain,  I  have  obtained 
the  trustworthy  services  of  a  (so  calling  himself)  lowly  pilgrim, 
who  will,  I  nothing  doubt,  put  this  into  your  hands ;  since  the 
aforesaid  palmer  with  his  companions  (a  most  dainty  musicianer 
and  a  most  careless  packman)  are  travelling  your  way,  to 
visit,  so  the  deponents  say,  the  Emperor's  tomb — requiescat 
in  pace! — in  Koenigsfelden  Abbey-  Having  explained  thus 
much,  I  will  go  on  to  imfold  the  purposes  of  my  writing,  of 
which  I  have  two.  Imprimis,  I  want  to  put  thee  on  thy 
guard  against  this  new  prior  whom  our  holy  father — it  is  not 
for  such  as  we  to  inquire  why — has  put  in  the  room  of  the 
lately  defunct  Benedict.  Men  say  the  whole  community  would 
have  rebelled  against  the  interferance,  which  suited  neither 
the  proud  stomach  of  my  Lord  Abbot ;  but,  as  the  cardinal's 
hat  was  in  the  other  scale,  he  consented  to  receive  the  Pope's 
nominee.     I  haxdly  think,  if  he  had  known  who  it  was  to  be, 
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he,  Francesco  Montolivo,  with,  all  his  unscrupulous  ambition, 
would  have  admitted  such  a  serpent  into  his  Eden.  And 
here  I  come,  after  much  circumlocution,  to  the  pith  of  my 
communication,  and  reveal  to  you  that  the  new  Prior  of 
Koenigsfelden  is  no  other  than  your  old  foe  the  dark  Inquisitor 
Bartolomeo,  of  whom  I  bid  you  beware. 

"  In  reference  to  the  head-covering  above  alluded  to,  men 
say  that  it  has  already  been  despatched  from  Bome  to  be  worn, 
with  his  Holiness' s  permission,  at  the  espousals  of  the  son  of 
the  King  of  Naples  with  the  most  virtuous  and  beautiful 
princess  in  Christendom;  howbeit  this  is  naught  but  the 
frothy  talk  of  our  passing  wayfarers." 

"And  as  such  we  will  leave  it  for  the  present,"  said  the 
Duke,  returning  the  letter  to  its  case;  "for  I  have  a  yet 
weightier  matter  to  ask  thy  counsel  anent — ^I  allude  to  my 
beloved  daughter,  to  whom  I  am  aware  the  Prior  refers." 

The  venerable  countenance  of  the  Hermit  was  lit  up  with  an 
expression  of  angelic  benevolence,  as  Frederick  continued : — 

"Before  I  ask  your  counsel,  reverend  father,  I  will  place 
before  you  a  few  circumstances  which  may  not  be  known  to 
you,  and  may  enlighten  you  to  give  it  aright.  It  was  the 
wish  of  my  father,  the  Emperor  Albert,  that  his  eldest  grand- 
child, my  Bertha,  should  espouse  the  son  of  his  early  friend 
and  companion  in  arms,  Henry  of  Luxemburg,  and,  but  a 
short  time  before  his  ruthless  murder,  he  invited  the  Prince  to 
his  court  to  celebrate  their  betrothal.  As  the  Emperor  was  on 
the  eve  of  a  war,  and  could  spare  no  time  for  preparations, 
the  ceremony  was  private.  One  only  f^te  was  given  on  the 
occasion,  and  that,  in  accordance  with  Prince  John's  taste,  a 
wild-boar  hunt.  Owing  to  some  neglected  precaution  or  the 
extraordinary  strength  and  agility  of  the  animal,  the  infuriated 
boar  broke  through  a  strong  fence  that  surrounded  the  booth 
erected  for  the  Empress  and  her  court;  in  which  the  youthful 
betrothed,  then  only  in  her  ninth  year,  occupied  a  prominent 
seat — and  rushed  amongst  the  terrified  spectators.  In  endea- 
vouring to  make  her  escape  with  the  crowd,  but  impeded  by 
the  cumbrous  magnificence  of  her  dress,  my  poor  little  Bertha 
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fell — ^but,  even  at  tliis  distance  of  time,  I  cannot  recall  her 

danger  without  shuddering !     Had  it  not  been  for  the  daring 

bravery  of  Prince  John,  who  rode  foremost  in  the  chase,  she 

must  have  been  trampled  beneath  the  feet  of  the  furious 
beast. 

"  Throwing  himself  from  his  horse,  leaping  the  barrier  at  a 
bound,  he  stood  over  the  little  maiden,  and  with  his  single 
strength  kept  off  its  attacking  tusks  until  I,  and  others 
arrived  to  his  aid.  As  he  placed  the  rescued  child  in  my 
arms,  I  vowed  she  should  never  leave  them  but  for  those  of 
her  brave  preserver,  and  affianced  husband  .Alas,  what  blind 
proposers  we  mortals  are  !  Ere  a  few  weeks  had  passed,  the 
powerful  Emperor  was  laid  in  a  bloody  grave,  and  his  early 
friend  became  the  rival  of  his  son.  But  let  me  do  justice  to 
Prince  John.  It  is  an  attribute  of  Divinity  itself  to  love  those 
who  are  the  most  deeply  indebted  to  Him  ;  and  thus  it  was, 
perhaps,  that  the  image  of  the  little  maiden  whom  he  rescued 
from  the  tusks  of  the  boar,  seems  never  to  have  left  his 
memory.  In  my  long  and  unsuccessful  contest  with  his 
father,  the  Emperor  Henry ;  my  equally  disastrous  strife  with 
his  successor,  Louis  of  Bavaria ;  nay,  when  crown  and  liberty, 
all  but  life  and  honour  were  lost ;  when  others  deserted  the 
deposed  captive, — he  never  breathed  a  hint  of  disloyalty  to  his 
engagement.  E'en  now,  as  the  news  of  my  proposed  return 
has  met  his  ears,  I  have  received  the  claim  of  the  king- 
expectant  of  Bohemia  to  the  betrothed  bride  of  Prince  John 
of  Luxemburg." 

'*  And  the  Princess,  sire  ?  " 

**I  will  now  proceed  to  speak  further  of  her.  At  the  time 
of  her  betrothal  she  had  nearly  completed  her  ninth  year. 
Prince  John  had  numbered  more  than  twice  as  many.  Her 
youth  alone  would  have  prevented  their  inmiediate  marriage, 
had  there  been  no  other  barriers.  I  therefore  complied  with 
my  sister's  vehement  desire,  in  permitting  Bertha  to  be 
brought  up  in  her  convent;  for  I  knew  she  was  as  happy 
there  as  she  could  be  anywhere,  in  my  unavoidable  absences. 
She  was  under  the  superintendence  of  an  accomplished  and 
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amiable  preceptress,  and  enjoyed  the  companionsliip  of  one  as 
gentle  and  fair  as  herseK.'' 

'*  A  lovely  and  a  loving  pair ! "  interrupted  the  old  man,  with 
glistening  eyes.  "  What  pity  it  were  to  separate  them — But 
I  crave  your  Highnesses  pardon  !  " 

The  Duke  bowed  kindly,  and  went  on. 

*'  I  will  spare  thy  kind  heart  the  detail  of  the  dark  years  of 
war  and  struggle,  of  conquest  and  defeat,  in  which  the  im- 
perial crown  was  placed  on  my  head  only  to  be  torn  from  it. 
You  know  them  already,  and  have  seen  the  star  of  Hapsburg 
sink  lower  and  lower,  and  wax  dimmer  until  almost  entirely 
obscured.  Ah,  father,  God  is  just,  but  His  judgments  are 
fearful !  My  father's  murder,  my  kinsmen's  frantic  revenge, 
followed  by  a  remorse  as  terrific — the  brain  of  Leopold  reeling 
and  on  fire ;  the  self-inflicted  tortures  of  Agnes,  wasting  her 
health  and  impairing  her  senses ;  and  I,  a  banished  man  and 
a  captive." 

"Nay,  my  Prince,"  interrupted  the  deeply-affected  listener, 
^^  you  at  least  were  guiltless.  Even  to  the  guilty  their 
Heavenly  Father  has  in  judgment  remembered  mercy,  g^ven 
time  for  repentance,  and  some  desire  for  reparation." 

'* Reparation?  "  repeated  Frederick,  in  a  tone  of  hopeless 
despair;  and  after  a  short  pause  he  continued,  *'  "Wearied  by 
captivity,  and  weaned  from  ambition;  with  a  broken  consti- 
tution and  a  heart  yearning  for  home  and  kindred,  you  will 
believe  how  eagerly  I  accepted  the  Emperor's  proposition  for 
a  return  to  them,  for  however  brief  a  period.  I  knew  it  could 
not  be  long ;  but  I  should  embrace  them  once  more,  again, 
breathe  the  air  of  my  native  mountain,  and,  above  all,  fold  my 
Bertha  once  more  to  my  heart." 

"And  why  should  your  stay  be  restricted?  Think  you,  0 
my  Prince,  that  your  loving  brethren  wiU  ever  suffer  you  to 
depart  ?  " 

"They«7*7/,"  answered  the  Duke  almost  bitterly,  "or  call 
on  me  for  a  sacrifice  far  greater  than  they  are  prepared  to 
make.  You  will  believe  that  my  jailer  did  not  open  my  prison 
without  some  stipulation.    This  was,  that  my  brothers  should 
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give  up  all  claim  to  the  iron  crown,  which  had  so  painfully 
galled  my  brow ;  and  failing  this,  I  have  vowed  to  return  to 
my  prison.'' 

The  Hermit  made  no  reply,  but  his  inquiring  eye  rested 
on  the  Duke. 

"  My  brothers  received  the  Emperor's  terms  with  scorn,  and 
his  claim  on  my  return  with  defiance ;  and  the  only  boon  I 
can  obtain  is  a  short  time  to  determine  on  what  course  I  shall 
pursue.  But  my  difficulties  do  not  end  here;  these  same 
relatives,  kind  and  helpful  in  all  other  matters  as  they  be, 
oppose  with  equal  vehemence  the  espousals  of  their  niece  with 
Prince  John,  whose  conduct  towards  our  brother  Henry,  once 
his  prisoner,  they  have  vowed  to  revenge ;  so  that  his  coming 
hither  would,  I  fear,  peril  his  liberty,  if  not  his  life.  Thus  you 
see,  reverend  father,  I  am  distressed  on  all  sides,  and  feel 
almost  obligated  to  consider  the  only  way  of  escape  left  me 
and  accept  the  Emperor's  generous  offer" — ^he  hesitated  a 
moment — **  and  according  him  the  hand  of  my  Bertha  for  his 
noble  son  Prince  Maurice,  is  a  ransom  which  would  secure  my 
liberty,  and  I  feel  also  my  daughter's  happiness." 

The  Duke  paused,  waiting  for  a  reply ;  bat  as  the  Hermit 
gave  none,  he  continued,  whilst  a  faint  blush  tinged  his 
marble  features,  and  a  slight  tone  of  impatience  elevated  his 
musical  voice^ — 

"  What  counsellest  thou,  my  aged  friend  ?  Surely  the  eyes 
which  have  looked  through  so  long  a  vista  of  the  past  may 
discover  somewhat  of  the  future  that  is  not  laid  open  to 
common  men." 

The  old  man  looked  with  gentle  earnestness  on  the  inquirer. 

"My  son,"  he  said,  "experience  is  the  only  teacher  with 
whom  I  can  boast  a  more  intimate  acquaintance  than  others, 
and  the  past  the  only  clue  to  my  knowledge  of  the  future. 
This  tells  me  that  honesty  and  integrity  are  the  alone  guides 
that  can  bring  a  man  peace  at  the  last.  Forgive  an  old  man's 
freedom  of  speech.  I  understand  your  Highness  to  say  that 
the  Princess  Bertha  was  betrothed  to  Prince  John  of  Luxem- 
bourg with  your  cordial  consent ;  that,  when  happily  rescued 
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by  his  valoTir,  you  further  ratified  that  consent  by  a  solemn 
promise,  of  which  he  has  since  claimed  the  performance?" 

The  Duke  bowed  assent. 

*'  Has  there  arisen  any  repugnance  ?  " 

"  On  Bertha's  part  ?  Truly  not.  Without  tarnishing  her 
maidenly  reserve,  I  am  boimd  in  candour  to  own  that  the 
impression  made  on  her  youthful  mind,  aided  perchance  by 
my  desire  at  that  time  to  favour  the  Prince,  but  yet  more 
of  the  solemn  view  she  takes  of  an  engagement — ^broken, 
as  we  well  know,  as  interest  sways  or  policy  changes,  la 
every  court  of  Europe — ^have  given  him  strong  claims  in  her 
eyes." 

*' And  her  heart?" 

"  Nay,  think  of  her  extreme  youth." 

The  Hermit  went  on,  "You  farther  said,  my  Prince— did 
you  not? — ^that  the  Emperor  released  you  on  your  pledged 
faith  to  return,  unless  you  were  able  to  comply  with  one  or 
othecr  of  his  stipulations.  Your  brothers'  consent  being  refused 
to  the  one,  and  your  faith  to  Prince  John  forbidding  the  other, 
what  answer  can  you  expect  from  a  servant  of  the  God  of 
Truth — an  aged  man  on  the  confines  of  the  tomb  ?  My  son, 
resolve  the  doubt  yourself,  if  any  can  remain.  Be  virtuously 
bold ;  fulfil  your  engagement  to  the  betrothed  pair,  and  return 
xmsullied  to  your  prison :  you  will  be  happier  therein  than, 
with  tainted  honour  and  forfeited  integrity,  on  the  loftiest 
throne  of  earth." 

"And  this,  God  helping  me,  I  will  do,"  exclaimed  the 
Duke,  with  an  effort  which  quickly  flagged.  He  hesitated, 
and  then  said,  "  There  is  one  circumstance,  one  remark  I 
would  make,  which,  as  you  are  interested  in  my  daughter's 
happiness,  may  have  weight  with  you  as  it  has  with  me.  You 
know  not  Prince  Maurice,  know  not  how  much  more  he  is  cal- 
.Qulated  to  promote  that  happiness  than — " 

The  Hermit's  calm  brow  was  overcast,  and  with  the  digni- 
fied sternness  which  would  become  a  reproving  angel,  he 
exclaimed, — 

"Beware,  my  Prince,  of  the  sophistry  which   allows  the 
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commission  of  present  evil  for  the  pretence  of  future  good,  or 
that  which  affirms  that  the  end  sanctions  the  means." 

"  I  feel  the  justice  of  your  rebuke,  father ;  but  it  would,  per- 
haps, have  been  more  tempered  with  mercy  had  you  known 
the  heart-consuming  misery  of  captivity." 

**  And  do  I  not? — I  who  passed  five  mortal  years  in  the 
dungeons  of  the  Inquisition,  under  the  iron  rod  of  the  new 
Prior  of  Koenigsfelden  ?  " 

The  Duke  shuddered. 

"  Five  years,  and  thou  livest  to  tell  me  so  ?  " 

"  Yea,  verily,  and  to  thank  my  gracious  God  that  He  bore 
me  safely  through.  Starved,  tortured,  taimted  at  one  time — 
bribed,  flattered,  cajoled  at  another.  He  sufi^ered  not  my  foot 
to  slip." 

"  And  how  didst  thou  obtain  thy  release  ?  " 

"  The  himian  agent  was  the  holiest  Pope  that  ever  filled 
St.  Peter's  chair — the  fifth,  the  martyr,  Celestine." 

*^  And  thou  bearest  his  name,  and  art  an  inheritor  of  his 
virtues.  What  a  lesson  hast  thou  read  me,  my  reverend 
friend !  What  is  my  prison  to  thine  ?  what  my  indulgent  jailer 
to  thy  infernal  tormentor  ?  Oh,  holy  man,  how  precious  do  I 
feel  thy  honest  counsel !  But  what  can  the  dethroned  return 
but  a  promise,  as  far  as  in  him  lies,  to  heed  and  follow  it  ?" 

''And  what  else  could  the  poor  hermit  ask?  unless  it  be  a 
promise  from  his  Prince,  if  such  counsel  or  service  as  he  can 
give  were  needed,  he  will  be  caUed  on  to  render  them." 

"Andwouldst  thou  indeed  leave  thy  blessed  St.  Hilda?" 
asked  Frederick,  as  a  beam  of  pleasure  shot  from  his  eye. 
**But  no,"  he  added  mournfully,  "IwiU  not  disturb  the 
ebbing  sands  of  thy  hour-glass,  unless  the  warning  of  the 
wary  Jeronymo  should  induce  thee  to  seek  even  the  poor  pro- 
tection I  could  give.  But  no  more  at  present.  Thy  blessing, 
father.    Fare  thee  well." 


s  2 
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CHAPTEE  XXV. 

THE  MASKERS  UNMASKED. 
These  be  rabies,  fairy  favours. 

Have  you  seen  her  hochgehorgene  Yon  Hompe?"  asked  tJie 
Princess  Aletta,  as  her  cousin  entered  the  apartment  in  which 
the  young  ladies  were  following  their  usual  morning  employ- 
ments. ''  The  tower-bell  has  sounded  the  ninth  hour  at  least 
ten  minutes." 

"And  Madame  Punctuality  usually  enters  with  the  last 
beat,"  added  the  sister.  "Hist,  Aletta,  hist!  I  hear  her 
puffing  up  the  stairs." 

The  lady-in-waiting,  jplm  the  governante,  entered  the  room 
in  a  more  than  ordinary  state  of  excitement.  Panting,  puff- 
uig>  glowing,  she  threw  herself  on  the  nearest  seat— a 
three-legged  stool  of  ponderous  antiquity,  which  creaked, 
nevertheless,  beneath  the  load;  and  when  she  had  secured 
her  equilibrium  and  recovered  her  breath,  exclaimed, — 

"  "Well,  my  royal  and  noble  demoisels,  I  crave  your  par- 
don for  being,  for  oneey  behind  my  time ;  but  I  know  you  will 
grant  it  when  you  hear  the  news  I  bring." 

"News!  news!  oh  tell  it,  tell  it!"  cried  the  sisters  in  a 
breath ;  and  upsetting  the  embroidery  frame  at  which  they 
were  both  at  work,  "  both  forming  of  one  flower,"  each  with 
their  hands  placed  together  in  the  attitude  of  supplication, 
said  beseechingly, — 

^' Sweet  Hompe,  deax  Hompe,  most  kind  and  communi- 
cative Hompe !  tell  us,  is  it  anent  the  maskers  ?  " 

"  Ay,  your  little  Highnesses  can  '  sweet'  me  and  '  deax'  me 
now  you  want  to  get  something  out  of  me — ^but  what  was  I 
yest'ie'en,  when  I  was  obligated  to  call  the  Grand  Duchess 
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"  Well,  thou  pearl  of  punctuality,  and  did  we  not  instantly 
retire  ?  " 

*'Ay,  did  we  not?" 

'*Yea,  verily,  and  with  good  speed, when  ye  heard  your 
royal  aunt's  footstep  in  the  corridor." 

*'0h,  we  never  will  be  naughty  again,"  promised  Aletta; 
to  which  Alice  added  the  prudent  reserve, 

"  K  you  will  tell  us  all  you  know  about  the  strangers." 

'*And  how  know  ye  that  I  have  aught  to  tell  about 
them?  But  ye  are  a  pair  of  saucy  coaxers,  and  no  one 
can  say  ye  nay.  And  now,  suppose  I  do  know  something 
about  these  would-be  musicianers,  hunters,  and  the  like?" 
continued  the  placable  gossip,  glad  of  an  excuse  for  deliver- 
ing herself  of  the  oppressive  secret.  **  And  suppose  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  has  told  me  their  name  and  condition; 
and  suppose  that,  under  the  rose,  I  should  entrust  ye 
with  the  secret — with  which  of  the  masqueraders  shall  I 
begin?" 

"With  the  youngest,"  "the  tallest,"  "the  comeHest,"  "the 
noblest,"  exclaimed  the  four  voices  at  once;  for  Bertha  and 
Gertruda  had  thrown  down  their  needle  and  book  to  learn 
the  Baroness's  secret. 

"  The  youngest,  the  tallest,  the  comeliest,  the  noblest  ?  " 
she  repeated,  determined  to  make  the  most  of  her  intelligence. 
"Why,  that  must  depend  mainly  on  fancy.  My  Lady  Alice 
might  declare  for  one,  as  the  best  favoured,  and  my  Lady 
Alletta  for  another." 

"  Oh  no ;  for  we  always  think  alike." 

"  And  here  no  one  could  differ." 

"  Then  let  it  be  the  tallest,"  interposed  the  wise  Bertha. 

"  And  that  would  be  also  the  noblest,"  said  Alice. 

"  And  the  comeliest,"  joined  in  her  sister. 

" Nay,  nay,"  pleaded  Gertruda,  "I  will,  if  it  so  please  ye, 
my  ladies,  yield  the  palm  in  height  and  good  favour,  but  not 
in  nobleness.  It  seemed  to  me  that  belonged  to  the  youngest, 
and  that  he  bore  a  strong  resemblance — " 

"To  my  father!"  exclaimed  Bertha.     "How  I  love  thee 
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for  the  thought,  Gertruda ;  for  as  they  stood  together,  I  could 
almost  have  claimed  him  for  a  brother." 

"  And  therein,  young  demoisels,"  said  the  Baroness,  with  a 
patronizing  smile,  **ye  showed  your  discernment ;  for  though 
he  drew  soimds  :&om  the  harp  and  sang  as  few  minstrels  can, 
even  when  brought  up  to  that  go-about  trade— and  I  never 
before  heard  of  one  of  high  degree  doing — ^yet  for  all  his  won- 
drous skill  (howbeit  somewhat  demeaning  to  the  same),  he 
is  of  the  Hapsburg  lineage,  being  no  other  than  the  son  of 
William,  Count  of  Lauffenburg-Hapsburg,  Lord  of  Laufpien- 
burg  and  Rheinfelding,  whose  father  left  his  native  country  in 
the  time  of  the  great  Budolph  (who,  certes,  did  not  treat  him 
in  a  cousinly  manner),  passed  into  the  rude  distant  country 
of  England;  and  having  married  the  heiress  of  one  of  the 
barbarian  chiefs,  was  commanded  to  drop  one  haK  of  his  noble 
name  or  forfeit  her  estate,  the  King  of  that  country  creating 
him  Lord  or  Baron  Fielding  from  that  time  forward;  at  which 
my  Lord  Chamberlain  opineth-^" 

"  Oh,  in  pity,"  cried  the  impatient  Aletta,  "  let  the 
Chamberlain  alone  to  his  podagra!  his  guesses  being  gener- 
ally as  lame  as — " 

"Nay,  sweet  my  lady,"  eagerly  interrupted  Alice,  who  saw 
the  rising  anger  her  sister's  remark  had  kindled,  and  felt  it 
would  but  retard  the  desired  communication,  "  look  not  so 
angrily  on  poor  Aletta  ;  every  one  knows  that  if  the  right 
honourable  Chamberlain  be  a  little  lame,  he  is  not  blind.  Ah, 
now  I  see  you  smile,  and  I  know  you  will  tell  us  the  name  of 
the  tallest  stranger." 

"  Eeally,  Princesses,  ye  seem  to  have  taken  a  very  dose 
observation  of  these  masqueraders,  and  betray  a  somewhat 
indecorous  interest  in  their  height  and  favour,"  remarked 
the  govemante,  glad  of  a  plausible  excuse  for  venting  the 
displeasure  elicited  by  the  remarks  on  the  Chamberlain's 
infirmities. 

The  sly  little  gipsies,  however,  were  not  to  be  repulsed,  and 
half  in  jest,  and  half  in  earnest,  seized  each  a  plump  hand  of 
the  Baxoness,  and  promising  greater  circumspection  for  the 
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future,  thus  banished  all  resentment  from  her  honest  mind. 
Without  further  questioning,  she  proceeded  to  gratify  both 
herself  and  listeners  by  further  explanations. 

'*  The  tall  and,  if  you  will,  the  comely  stranger  is  a  belted 
Earl  from  Erin,  the  Isle  of  Saints,  the  birthplace,  so  I  am 
informed,  of  the  renowned  St.  Patrick,  of  whom  doubtless 
he  is  a  descendant,  and  whose  miraculous  gifts  were  kept  up 
in  the  family.  This,  one  of  the  present  Earl's  forefathers, 
hight  Sir  John  de  Courcy,  Earl  of  Ulster,  proved  by  cutting 
through  a  block  of  marble  with  his  hunting-knife ;  on  which 
miraculous  achievement  the  King  bade  him  ask  what  favour 
he  would,  even  to  the  half  of  his  kingdom.  Thereupon,  the 
wise  and  noble  knight,  despising  all  meaner  considerations, 
demanded  permission  to  wear  his  hat  in  the  royal  presence, 
which  distinction  is  inherited  by  the  present  Earl — though,  as 
the  Lord  Chamberlain-  facetiously  observed,  it  is  a  privilege  he 
should  be  in  no  haste  to  claim  were  he  possessed  of  the  same 
chevelure  of  raven  locks  as  that  young  nobleman." 

And  here  Aletta  coincided  with,  and  here  Alice  made  no 
objection  to  the  Chamberlain's  remarks,  being  still  further 
confirmed  in  her  opinion  that  he  was  not  blind.  A  soft  voice 
now  reminded  the  Lady  von  Hompe  that  she  had  not  revealed 
the  name  and  station  of  another  of  the  party,  who  wore  the 
disguise  of  an  Alpine  hunter." 

**  Oh,  we  know  all  about  him  already,"  said  Alice.  *' Besides, 
it  was  no  disguise  after  all,  for  he  is  a  real  Swiss  bowman." 

"  And  his  name  is  WiUiam  Tell.  The  Chamberlain  told  us 
all  about  his  shooting  an  apple  from  the  head  of  his  son." 

"  Here,"  said  the  Baroness,  with  a  little  hesitation,  "  for 
<mce  his  lordship  was  somewhat  mistaken,  only,  however,  in  a 
trifling  miscalculation  of  years ;  he  having  recollected  after- 
wards that  the  stranger  could  scarcely  have  numbered  more 
years  than  Toll's  son." 

"  Maybe  he  is  that  son  ?  " 

*'  That  I  cannot  say,  as  his  Lordship  told  me  in  confidence 
that  he  knew  nothing  about  his  birth  or  breeding.  The  Duke 
having  learnt  from  himself  that  he  was  under  a  vow  of 
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secrecy,  had  desired  that  he  might  not  be  required  to  disclose 
them.'' 

Many  were  the  exclamations  of  surprise  and  eager  desire  to 
know  a  secret  hidden  from  the  great  depositary  of  court 
mysteries.  It  was,  however,  the  expressed  opinion  of  some 
present  that  the  rustic  garb  could  not  conceal  the  nobility  of 
the  wearer. 

'*  Thou  art  silent,  sweet  my  coz,"  said  Alice,  "yet  thou  hast 
best  right  to  speak,  as  it  seemed  to  me  thou  boldest  pleasant 
converse  with  him  at  the  banquet." 

This  sudden  appeal  startled,  but  did  not  disconcert  Bertha, 
who  quietly  answered,  ''I  am  but  little  conversant  with  the 
brave  hunters  of  the  Alps,  but  the  bold  bearing  yet  courteous 
frankness  of  the  stranger  seemed  to  portray  them  naturally." 

Having  thus  far  acquitted  herself  of  her  embassy,  the 
Baroness  prepared  for  the  grand  coitp-d^Stat,  first  calling  the 
attention  of  her  audience  to  the  fact  of  her  having  a  message 
of  great  importance  to  deliver  from  the  Archduchess,  and  then 
enimciating  it  with  proper  emphasis  and  punctilio. 

"  It  being  the  desire  of  the  Archdukes  to  pay  due  honour  to 
their  illustrious  guests  (including  an  Ambassador  just  arrived 
from  the  King  of  Naples),  a  splendid  banquet  will  be  given  in 
their  honour  on  the  morrow,  to  which  the  most  renowned  and 
noble  of  the  neighbouring  barons,  knights,  and  squires  will 
be  bidden.     Her  Highness  the  Archduchess,  both  to  pleasure 
her  consort  and  to  pay  her  share  of  respect  to  his  visitors, 
purports  to  hold  a  grand  court  assembly  after  the  banquet, 
inviting  to  a  participation  thereof  the  ladies  of  the  aforesaid 
barons',  knights',  and  squires'  families.     Biddings  have  been 
duly  despatched  far  and  near,  and  no  doubt  the  gathering  will 
be  both  large  and  distinguished.     Her  Highness  furthermore 
commends  herself  to  her  well-beloved  daughter  and  young  kins- 
women, together  with  the  Fraulein  Gertruda,  and  invites  them 
to  appear  in  her  train  on  this  august  occasion ;  and  in  such 
guise  as  beseemeth  their  age  and  station. 

"And  now,"  added  the  ambassadress,  looking  complacently 
on  the  bright  faces  around,  "I  have  executed  the  orders  of 
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my  gracious  mistress,  and  I  hope  acquitted  myself  to  the 
satisfaction  of  my  fair  charge ; "  and  there  was  a  slight  im- 
bending  as  she  received  their  lively  acknowledgments,  and 
added,  "I  must  now  attend  her  Highness,  but  will  hold  my- 
self in  readiness  when  you  return  from  your  ride,  to  offer 
my  counsel  anent  your  dress,  and — " 

'*One  moment,  dear  Lady  von  Hompe,"  hastily  interposed 
Alice,  arresting  the  final  salutation.  ^^  Do  tell  us  before  you 
go ;  shall  we  be  in  masquerade,  as  we  were  at  the  banquet  ?  " 

'*  Certainly  not !     How  could  you  suppose  such  a  thing  ?  " 

*'I  suppose  Alice  is  thinking  how  otherwise  we  are  to  make 
a  befitting  appearance." 

''That  is  a  consideration,  sister  mine;  bdt  I  rather  meant 
the  question  as  concerns  the  strangers.  Will  they  not  appear 
as  before  ?  " 

*'  Fie,  fie,  my  Lady  Alice !  What !  come  to  a  court  baU  in 
such  low  guise  as  that  ?  " 

'^  Pray  tell  me  how  they  can  help  it." 

''I  could  explain  all  about  it,  and  will,  if  you  will  both 
promise — " 

'*  All  and  everything." 

*'  I  will  be  as  sage  as  Bertha." 

'*  And  I  as  obedient  as  Gertruda." 

The  good-humoured  Baroness  shook  her  head,  but  never- 
theless proceeded  to  unburthen  herseK,  and  enlighten  her 
hearers  as  follows : — 

"  You,  must  know,  my  demoisels,  royal  and  noble,  that 
some  little  while  ago  the  hostelry  of  the  Hawk,  at  Brigg,  was 
besieged  by  a  host  of  young  varlets  clad  mostly  in  green 
doublets  and  red  hoses,  their  caps  adorned  with  chains  and 
feathers,  and  attended  by  a  troop  of  mules  and  muleteers. 
Some  of  the  beasts  were  laden  with  baggage,  and  all  belonged 
to  our  merry  maskers ;  so  that  there  is  no  fear  of  a  want 
of  proper  braveries  for  the  ball.  I  doubt  not,  the  varlets 
laughed  in  their  slashed  sleeves — as  they  trotted  along  on 
their  mules,  or  caroused  at  their  masters'  cost  at  the  best 
hostebies — at  the  folly  of  those  masters  to  prefer  trudging 
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over  rough  paths  and  begging  a  night's  lodging  wherever 
they  could  find  one." 

"  Folly !"  exclaimed  Alice  disdainfully.  "  I  deem  this  con- 
tempt of  mere  creature  comfort  a  proof  of  their  gentle  nurture, 
and  true  knighthood." 

**  And  so  do  I,"  echoed  Aletta ;  "  and  if  I  were  a  knight 
I  would  always  travel  in  disguise.  What  sport  it  must  be, 
Alice,  to  dress  like  a  pedlar  and  sell  your  own  wares ! " 

**  Then  you  must  keep  a  good  look  out  on  your  pack, 
remember." 

The  sisters  here  interchanged  a  laughing  look  that  betrayed 
the  peep  they  had  taken  into  one. 

*'Now,  it  seemeth  to  me,"  said  Gertruda,  "that  the  dis- 
guise most  becoming  to  a  lofty  spirit  is  that  of  a  minstrel ; 
since  it  more  than  repays  the  hospitality  it  craves ;  then, 
think  of  the  high  delight  it  gives  and  the  noble  lessons  it 
reads." 

"  Softly,  fair  lady ! "  said  Bertha.  *'  The  harp,  the  mantle, 
and  the  badge  will  not  make  a  minstrel*  any  more  than  the 
feathers  of  the  peacock  will  make  a  nightingale .  The  qualifica- 
tions of  our  bard  came  from  another  source.  My  father,  who 
has  listened  to  the  most  noted  at  the  board  of  kings,  says 
their  music  knocked  not  so  persuasively  at  his  heart  as  the 
strains  of  our  cousin — ^I  glory  in  calling  him  such !  The  min- 
strel's vocation  is  a  gift,  not  a  disguise  :  if  it  could  be  donned, 
I  believe  I  should  faU  in  with  Aletta's  humour,  and  always 
go  about  in  masquerade." 

"  Well,  settle  it  as  you  like,  my  demoisels,"  said  the  Lady 
von  Hompe,  to  whom  this  erratic  discourse  was  not  very  in- 
teresting or  comprehensive,  "  My  opinion  is  that  knights  and 
earls  should  be  habited  as  such,  and  not  like  mummers ; 
for,  as  the  Lord  Chamberlain  most  divertingly  observeth, 
'  Let  them  beware  of  jumping  out  of  their  skins,  lest,  in  the 
change  about,  they^may  not  get  the  right  one  to  jump  back 
into.' " 

''Now  this  sparring  about  disguises  warns  me,"  said  Alice, 
''  that  I  fear  Aletta  and  I  shall  be  obliged  to  return  to  ours ; 
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for,  verily,  we  have  no  vestments  new  or  rich  enough  for  this 
grand  occasion,  when  the  least  of  the  barons'  or  even  squires' 
ladies  will  put  us  to  shame." 

**  Unless  Sister  Eva  will  lend  us  St.  Klare's  new  robe  of 
Genoa  velvet,"  began  Aletta,  but  was  interrupted  by  a  '*  Fie, 
fie  !"  from  the  govemante,  who  sailed  out  of  the  apartment, 
with  an  apology  of  important  business  for  not  attending  at 
the  morning's  ride ;  and  a  patronizing  assurance  that  the  sub- 
ject of  the  ball  dresses  should  be  discussed  between  them  on 
their  return. 

The  door  was  scarcely  closed  on  the  portly  lady  ere  it  was 
opened  by  a  servant,  to  announce  that  the  horses  waited  in 
the  Castle  court,  which  summoi^s  sent  the  young  party  to  their 
rooms  to  prepare  for  the  mount.  It  is,  however,  but  justice 
to  the  propriety  of  our  mediseval  maidens  to  add  that  there 
was  no  need  of  the  governante's  lessons  to  suggest  that,  since 
their  puzzling  myth  had  become  a  tangible  reality,  the  subject 
was  not  a  befitting  theme  for  young,  still  less  for  royal  dis- 
cussors.  Of  this  reticence  our  younger  and  more  frolicsome 
Princesses  were  equally  observant.  Perhaps,  at  the  bottom  of 
their  dear  little  hearts,  there  was  a  vague  sense  of  disappoint- 
ment at  the  prosaic  interpretation  of  their  dreams — fox  prosaic 
it  was  to  them,  who  had  been  accustomed  from  their  cradle  to 
the  homage  of  stranger  earls,  and  far-off  cousins.  But  for  a 
certain  misty  charm  cast  over  the  Isle  of  Saints,  the  descent 
from  St.  Patrick,  and  the  great  stone-cutter;  as  well  as  the 
distinguished  privilege  of  wearing  a  covering  when  most 
persons  would  be  glad  to  dispense  with  one,  the  whole  of  the 
Baroness's  revelations  would  have  made  but  little  impression 
on  this  part  of  her  audience. 

Dame  Blandina  had  been  engaged  by  the  overtasked  lady- 
in-waiting  to  accompany  and  take  care  of  her  lively  charge, 
and  they  found  her  already  moimted  on  Mignon.  She  had 
her  page-in- waiting :  not  Henga,  we  may  be  sure,  whom  such 
an  association  would  have  sent  into  the  depths  of  forest  tangle; 
but  a  jatinty,  shrewd  scrap  of  a  boy  about  half  his  age  and 
height,  and  as  different  in  all  other  respects  as  two  species  of 
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the  genus  homo  could  be.  We  have  already  made  Hans's 
acquaintance;  but  how  can  we  expect  little  Hans,  with  his 
pitcher  of  broth  and  his  little  pot  of  confitures  for  his  grandame's 
phthisic,  could  be  traced  in  the  smart,  consequential  page, 
clad  in  doublet  of  black  and  yellow,  his  nez-retroiMse  air  ren- 
dered yet  more  saucy  by  a  cap  with  gold  band  and  tassels 
stuck  jauntily  on  one  side,  and  raised  by  his  thick  and  short 
curly  hair  at  least  an  inch  from  his  giddy  pate  ? 

The  metamorphosis  was  effected  thus.  The  phthisic,  in 
spite  of  Sister  Eva's  soup  and  sweetmeats,  was  too  strong  for 
the  old  grandame,  and  she  died,  leaving  poor  little  Hans 
without  one  relative,  and  but  one  friend  in  the  world ;  but  she 
was  a  staunch  and  powerful  one,  and  stood  by  him  in  his  ad- 
versity. The  story  of  his  helpless  state,  as  related  by  Sister 
Eva,  prevailed  more  than  the  enumeration  of  his  wondrous 
qualities  to  gain  Blandina's  consent  to  undertake  his  educa- 
tion for  the  office  of  page  to  her  lady ;  a  task  rendered  easy  by 
the  boy's  versatile  talents ;  and  agreeable,  in  spite  of  her  better 
judgment,  by  his  wit  and  ingenuity. 

After  a  pleasant  ride  over  a  wide  plain  studded  with  abrupt 
hills  and  ruined-crowned  rocky  eminences,  they  arrived  at  the 
foot  of  one  higher  and  more  rugged  than  any  of  its  fellows ; 
and  here,  resigning  their  palfreys  into  the  hands  of  their  at- 
tendants, the  young  party,  with  Hans  as  their  guide,  pro- 
ceeded to  scale  the  mount,  leaving  Blandina  at  its  foot  with 
the  provender,  which  she  engaged  to  spread  on  the  grass  ere 
their  return. 

The  enormous  pile  of  ruins  on  the  summit,  now  little  more 
than  heaps  of  huge  stones,  had  once  been  a  considerable 
fortress,  built  by  the  Romans  to  defend  their  beautiful  city  of 
Vandonissa  spread  over  the  plain  below.  In  the  lapse  of  ages, 
the  genius  of  another  race  had  chosen  other  builders  for  the 
gigantic  edifice,  and  other  hands  than  those  of  the  polished 
rulers  of  the  world  to  convey  the  immense  blocks  of  stone  up 
that  steep  ascent.  These  romantic  legends  drew  frequent 
visitors  to  the  Swiss  Drachenfels,  to  some  of  whom — ^the 
hut  of  his  grandame  being  hard  by— our  shrewd  little  Hans 
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had  acted  as  guide.  On  this  occasion  he  outdid  himself,  add- 
ing to  the  sufficiently  strange  history  of  the  giant's  exploits, 
adyentures  almost  as  wonderful,  though  of  a  merrier  nature, 
which  had  befallen  himseK:  such,  for  instance,  as  his  being 
enticed  into  the  midst  of  a  dangerous  bog  by  a  hideous 
phantom  with  one  fiery  eye;  and  at  another  time  kept  running 
round  and  round  his  granddame's  little  meadow,  until  he  re- 
collected her  admonition  to  turn  his  doublet  inside  out.  Then 
he  related  stories  of  mimificent  gifts  made  by  the  little  people 
to  those  who  had  the  fortune  to  surprise  them  at  their  gam- 
bols— ^probably,  Hans  imagined  to  bribe  them  not  to  disclose 
their  retreat ;  and  he  hinted  that  if  the  party  could  stay  till 
the  moon  rose,  there  was  little  doubt  of  their  getting  a  share 
of  these  fairy  gifts. 

They  had,  however,  already  staid  long  enough  to  alarm 
Blandina.  Time  had  slipped  by  unperceived  whilst  scrambling 
amongst  the  ruins,  and  listening  to  the  eloquent  historian  of 
their  wonderful  inhabitants ;  so  that,  in  their  haste  to  overtake 
the  inexorable  fugitive,  poor  Bertha  sprained,  or  in  some  wise 
hurt  her  foot.  She  concealed  the  false  step  from  her  nurse, 
that  she  might  not  sadden  or  curtail  the  merriment  of  they 
party.  Hans's  wondrouB  legends  were  freely  discussed  as  they 
partook  of  their  simple  repast,  he  and  Blandina  remaining  to 
wait.  At  length  the  former,  pointing  to  the  declining  sun, 
warned  her  charge  that  it  was  time  to  return  to  the  Castle,  re- 
minding them  of  the  Baroness's  invitation  to  a  council  on  ball- 
dresses  ;  and  she  added  a  little  bo-peep  fun  not  quite  hidden 
beneath  her  grave  demeanor. 

"  It  is  a  pity  that  Hans  has  not  made  ye  known,  my  ladies, 
to  his  fairy  Mends,  and  engaged  them  to  weave  ye  each  a 
robe  of  gossamer  threads,  bedecked  with  dewdrop  diamonds. 
Thinkest  thou,  boy,  if  we  leave  thee  here  tiU  the  moon  rises 
thou  could' st  manage  this  little  matter  for  us  ?  " 

The  proposal  at  first  a  little  confused  poor  Hans,  ^  but  his 
ready  wit  came  to  the  rescue. 

*'  That  would  I  most  readily,  Dame  Blandina,  if  you  will 
bide  with  me:  for  fairies  will  not  be  entreated  by  proxy. 
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To  gain  their  favour  you  must  ask  it  for  yourself,  and  not 
another." 

The  proposal  that  they  should  all  stay  and  present  their 
petitions  in  person  was  made  rather  as  a  matter  of  merriment 
than  serious  request ;  though  it  was  easily  seen  that,  beneath 
this  laughing  incredulity,  there  lurked  a  belief  in  the  marvel- 
lous sufficient  to  give  it  poignancy  and  interest. 

The  party  reached  the  Castle  gates  just  as  the  short  autumnal 
evening  had  closed  in.  They  found  the  Baroness  at  the  bottom 
of  the  great  staircase,  which  she  mounted  with  them,  almost 
in  silence  and  shade.  At  the  folding-doors  leading  into  the 
Princess  Bertha's  outer  apartment  were  congregated  several 
tire-maidens,  who  fell  back  respectftdly  as  the  lady-in-waiting, 
advancing  a  few  steps,  threw  open  the  folding-doors  and 
discovered  a  scene  so  magically  bright  that,  to  the  dazzled 
eyes  of  those  who  looked  on,  it  seemed  nothing  less  than  the 
creation  of  those  fairies  whose  regions  they  had  just  visited. 
For,  lo  !  displayed  in  cabinets  of  ebony  and  ivory,  hung  four 
robes  of  gossamer  web,  such  as  Blandina  had  desired  £rom 
them,  dazzling  with  dewdrops  of  every  colour  and  water. 

The  kind  fay  who  had  thus  forestalled  their  wants  and 
wishes,  sat  by  to  enjoy  their  surprise,  and  subsequently  to 
receive  their  embraces  and  thanks ;  and  we  query  if  their 
unaffected  astonishment  and  delight  did  not  afford  him  more 
heartfelt  pleasure  than  the  proud  admiration  with  which  he, 
the  next  evening,  beheld  his  lovely  nieces  attired  in  the  befit- 
ting dresses  his  taste  and  generosity  had  provided  for  them. 

But  who  would  have  guessed  that  the  "  wise  Albert "  should 
have  constituted  himseK  master  of  the  robes  ?  unless,  indeed, 
as  we  all  know,  wisdom  is  shown  as  much  in  the  little  as  the 
great ;  and  on  this  occasion  the  kind  uncle  had  wise  reasons 
for  obeying  the  dictates  of  his  generous  heart.  He  was  not 
ignorant  of  the  loss  his  especially-beloved  Bertha  had  sustained, 
though  he  probably  knew  nothing  of  the  subsequent  history 
of  her  missing  vest,  and  he  determined  on  making  it  up  to 
her.  Then  came  the  meagre  resources  of  his  other  nieces  to 
be  aided,  and  then  Gertruda's  wants  to  be  cared  for. 
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Alas,  poor  Gertruda!  did  she  penetrate  into  the  hidden 
meaning  of  the  gift ;  did  she  see  that  in  thus  providing  her  a 
dress  for  the  morrow's  festival,  the  kind  donor  had  contem- 
plated that  one  other  occasion  on  which  she  should  need  it  ? 
Doubtless  she  did,  or  else  why  should  tears  dim  her  soft  eyes, 
whilst  those  of  all  around  sparkled  with  glee. 

These  fairy  gifts  have  placed  the  chronicler  in  a  great 
dilemma.  Why  did  not  Albert,  as  from  his  sohriquet  might 
have  been  expected,  hand  down  his  mantua-maker's,  or,  mure 
properly  speaking,  tailor's  bill  ?  Some  account  of  these  me- 
diaeval robes  is  due  to  the  taste  and  generosity  of  the  giver, 
and  the  curiosity  of  some  of  the  readers ;  and  we  give  it,  de- 
precating all  criticism,  and  asking  indulgence  for  our  ignorance 
of  the  idiom  of  the  work-room.  It  is  a  great  relief  to  find, 
that  in  material  and  form,  the  dresses  of  the^four  young 
ladies  were  exactly  alike,  varying  only  in  their  colour  and 
the  device  of  the  ornaments.  The  tint  of  those  to  be  worn 
by  the  sister  Princesses  was  evidently  chosen  in  reference  t6 
their  Italian  style  of  complexion,  dark  hair  and  eyes — ^in- 
herited from  their  mother,'  a  Princess  of  Savoy — whilst  the 
hue  of  those  selected  for  Bertha  and  her  friend  harmonized 
with  their  fairer  and  more  northern  shade  of  beauty.  Each 
robe  was  of  a  light  transparent  tissue,  crossed  (we  are  now 
confining  our  description  to  the  dresses  of  the  younger 
Princesses)  with  gold  thread;  the  upper  dress  opened  from 
the  waist,  gradually  rounding  off  to  the  train,  which,  for  the 
convenience  of  dancing,  was  looped  up  with  wreaths  of 
heartsease  most  delicately  fabricated.  This  suggestive  flower 
was  chosen,  not  without  design,  as  the  device  of  the  light- 
hearted  sisters,  and  was  embroidered  in  gold  and  purple  on 
the  front  of  their  rich  under-dress.  But  it  was  yet  more 
tastefully  displayed  in  a  wreath  of  precious  stones,  made  of 
amethysts  and  topazes  in  the  graceful  form  of  the  flower,  with 
emerald  leaves ;  leaving  it  to  the  taste  of  each  fair  wearer, 
or  her  tire-maiden,  to  place  it  where  it  would  sparkle  most 
among  the  tresses  it  was  formed  to  adorn. 

Bracelets  and  necklace  of  pearl,  clasped  with  the  same 
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device,  and  a  brooch  to  correspond,  fastening  one  of  the 
most  natural  yet  artistical  tiny  bouquets  of  this  most  fayourite 
of  blossoms,  complete  our  description  of  the  uncle's  fairy  gift. 

We  said,  what  further  consideration  obliges  us  to  recall. 
The  heartsease  is  not  the  most  favourite  of  flowers ;  that 
chosen  for  the  emblem  of  Bertha  and  her  sister  friend  is  at 
least  a  sharer  in  its  popularity — the  lovely  blue  ''Forget- 
me-not;"  and  if  we  substitute  this  flower  for  its  rival,  ex- 
changing silver  for  gold,  and  turquoise  and  diamonds  for 
the  other  precious  stones,  all  further  enumeration  will  be 
superfluous. 

Nothing  could  have  been  better  chosen  than  the  emblems 
and  colours  of  each  pair  of  the  destined  wearers ;  and  it  is 
but  justice  to  Blandina  and  the  Baroness  to  add,  that  they 
were  taken  into  the  Archduke's  council,  and  were  the  prin- 
cipal agents  in  this  momentous  affair.  Nor  should  the  poor 
nuns  of  St.  Klare  be  deprived  of  their  meed  of  praise ;  since 
the  almost  living  flowers  were  formed  by  their  plastic  fingers : 
a  beautiful  art  this,  in  which  nuns  of  all  ages  have  been 
adepts.  A  melancholy  one,  too,  for  those  who  might  doubt- 
less remember  scenes  in  which  their  own  bright  tresses  were 
entwined  with  such  like  festal  garlands.  More  sad  still,  when 
memory  would  recall  the  fragrant  gardens,  green  knoUs,  and 
shady  woods  from  which  they  must  never  again  pluck  their 
dew-besprinkled  blossoms. 

But  aU  was  not  painless,  even  on  that  red-letter  evening,  in 
the  Castle.  Poor  Bertha  bore  up  courageously,  but  was  very 
glad  to  retire  to  her  own  room  to  free  her  aching,  throbbing 
foot  from  restraint,  and  resign  it  into  the  hands  of  Blandina, 
who  was  a  good  doctor  as  well  as  nurse,  as,  indeed,  most  women 
were  in  those  days.  StiU,  she  failed  to  discover  any  serious 
injury.  Theie  was  certainly  no  broken  bone  or  violent  sprain. 
The  little  foot  was  swollen,  and  somewhat  inflamed ;  but  both 
doctor  and  patient  had  great  faith  in  a  decoction  of  fragrant 
herbs  to  which  they  had  inmiediate  recourse.  The  remedy 
was  all  but  magical  in  assuaging  the  pain,  and,  consequently, 
allaying  the  anxiety  naturally  felt  by  Bertha  lest  it  might 
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have  incapacitated  her  from  taking  a  part  in  the  events  of  the 
half-dreaded,  half-anticipated  morrow.  Happily,  the  sooth- 
ing effect  of  the  nurse's  remedy,  and  her  stringent  enforce- 
ment of  silence  on  the  exciting  incidents  of  the  past  day,  had 
the  happy  effect  of  driving  them  from  all  but  the  dreams  of 
her  charge. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

A   COUET   BALL   OF  THE   FOXTETEENTH   OENTUBY. 
The  eourse  of  tme  love  never  did  ran  smooth. 

About  the  hour  when  the  fa«hionable  ladies  of  our  nineteenih 
century  are  taking  their  ride,  walk,  or  drive  in  the  parks, 
or  completing  their  shopping  in  Eegent  Street— or  that  mow 
delightful  one  of  luxurious  ease  in  the  country,  when,  sipping 
their  preliminary  cup  of  tea  after  the  rural  excursion  or  scroll, 
they  are  scanning  the  pages  of  the  last  popular  novels  or  the 
newspaper  of  the  moment,  before  entering  on  the  business  of 
the  evening  toilette.  Just  at  that  hour,  or  even  earlier,  our 
great  dames  .of  the  olden  time  were  arriving  at  the  Castle-court 
of  Hapsburg,  from  all  the  castles,  towers,  and  feudal  forts  in 
its  neighbourhood. 

This  fair  gathering,  as  we  have  already  seen,  was  at  the 
bidding  of  the  Archduchess,  and  nothing  was  wanting  on  the 
part  of  the  guests,  and  by  the  splendour  of  their  attire,  to  do 
honour  to  the  happy  occasion  that  had  caUed  them  together — 
namely,  the  return  of  their  justly-beloved  Prince.  How  little 
did  they  anticipate  the  thunder-clouds  which  were  so  soon  to 
veil  the  transient  sunshine ! 

But  we  are  recalled  to  describe  our  assembly  of  the  by- 
gones :  a  court  ball,  somewhat  diverse  in  elegance  and  luxury 
from  those  of  our  Victoria,  but  nevertheless  graced  by  much 
that  was  illustrious  and  beautiful,  and  animated,  we  conclude, 
by  much  the  same  hopes,  fears,  desires,  and  disappointments. 
No  doubt,  the  Countess  von  der  Rapenstein  Klingenthal  was 
as  desirous  to  find  suitable  matches  for  the  Ladies  Hildegarde, 
Vereina  and  Bridget  von  der  Rapenstein,  as  the  Right  Hon- 
ourable mothers  of  the  Ladies  Blanches  and  Beatrices  of  the 
British  aristocracy.    No  doubt  the  young  heiress  of  Ring^t- 
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linden  was  as  haughty  and  capricious  as  the  heiress  of  a 
Yorkshire  Baronet.  As  little,  that  the  reigning  Beauty  of 
the  neighbourhood,  amid  her  hosts  of  bowers  and  sighers, 
threw  her  lures  and  her  glances  as  adroitly  at  the  wealthy, 
and  somewhat  antiquated,  Pasgrave  von  Todenwasser  Eot- 
tenburg  as  —  But  our  business  is  with  loves  of  yet  higher 
destiny. 

We  have  already  hinted  at  the  limited  establishment  of  the 
Court  of  Hapsburg,  and  though  the  Lady-in-waiting  physically 
occupied  the  space  of  two,  and  the  Chamberlain,  by  his  won- 
derful faculty  of  adaptation,  was  of  more  official  service  than 
half  a  dozen  equerries,  yet  it  was  a  charming  thought  of  the 
young  Princesses  to  merge  their  own  identity,  and  contribute 
to  the  splendour  of  the  Archduchess's  retinue  by  ranging 
themselves  as  attendants  round  her  chair  of  state.  If  the 
assertions  of  history  are  to  be  depended  on,  that  we  shall  in 
no  age  or  country  find  more  personal  beauty  than  in  the 
family  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg  at  this  period,  we  can  but 
believe  that  these  fair  members  of  it,  with  the  addition  of  the 
beautiful  Novice,  must  have  formed  a  charming  group. 

As  family  after  family  arrived,  the  Lord  Chamberlain  pre- 
sented them  in  due  degree ;  and  each  with  such  a  multiplicity 
of  titles,  offices,  and  designations  as,  like  the  Spanish  Hidalgo, 
would  have  perilled  their  admission  into  any  hotel  of  moderate 
dimensions:  but, 

*'  Ye  common  people  of  the  skies, 
What  are  ye  when  the  son  doth  rise  ?  " 

The  Chamberlain  was  cut  short  in  the  midst  of  one  of  his 
heraldic  ramifications  by  the  entrance  of  the  Dukes  Frederick, 
Leopold,  and  Albert,  followed  by  the  newly-returned  strangers, 
whom  Frederick  compassionately  rescued  from  this  Q-erman 
Burke,  by  introducing  them  himself,  in  a  more  laconic  yet 
quite  as  lucid  a  style,  to  the  presiding  lady  and  her  attendant 
nymphs. 

** Duchess,"  he  said,  gracefully  bowing,  **I  would  claim  per- 
mission to  present  to  your  BLighness  the  Duke  of  Castelmare, 

T  2 
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Ambassador  from  his  Majesty  the  King  of  Naples.  I  craye, 
further,  your  favourable  reception  of  our  well-beloved  cousin, 
the  KJaight  of  Lauffenburg-Hapsburg ;  claiming  also  your 
consideration  for  the  noble  Earl  de  Courcy,  son  of  our 
brother  Leopold's  earliest  and  well-esteemed  brother  in  arms. 
Furthermore,  I  present  one  as  noble  and  as  valiant  as  his 
honourable  compeers ;  but  who  is  at  present  under  a  vow  of 
concealment,  into  which  we  do  not  pry." 

Then  raising  his  eyes  towards  the  bright  group  standing 
by,  he  added,  **  My  noble  guests,  let  me  also  present  to  you 
my  daughter,  the  Princess  Bertha ;  my  nieces,  the  Princesses 
Alice  and  Aletta,  and  the  Novice  Gertruda  of  Koenigsfelden." 

Never  was  there  an  introduction  of  such  various  interests  so 
aptly  concentrated ! 

The  ladies  comported  themselves  with  royal  dignity,  min- 
gled in  the  younger  ones  with  maidenly  reserve ;  the  blights, 
with  a  respectful  devotion  worthy  that  of  the  '* Round  Table," 
bowing  down  to  the  ground,  and  scarcely  raising  their  eyes 
to  the  fair  beings  before  them. 

The  music  shortly  striking  up,  Leopold  presented  a  hand 
of  each  of  his  daughters  to  the  two  younger  knights  (the 
Incognito  having  declined  dancing),  and  would  have  t^en 
that  of  his  niece  to  open  the  baU  with  him ;  but,  alas,  not- 
withstanding Blandina's  skiU,  the  foot  was  not  yet  sufficiently 
recovered  to  bear  such  an  exertion,  and  the  Duke  led  out 
Gertruda. 

And  here,  to  meet  an  objection  that  may  be  started  to  his 
choice  of  one  so  comparatively  humble  amongst  such  a 
distinguished  circle,  we  would  explain  that  in  the  Bomish 
Church  of  those  days  the  intended  "brides  of  Heaven," 
so  called,  were  allowed  the  brief  distinction  of  precedence 
accorded  to  the  mundane  bride  by  the  etiquette  of  our  own 
times^ 

Nor  was  it  deemed  unbecoming  her  sacred  destination  if  the 
novice  partook  of  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  although  at  the 
eve  of  Beparation  from  it  and  them.  Thus,  too,  in  those  dark 
ages  the  famished  prisoner,  sentenced  to  die  on  the  morrow, 
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was  placed  at  the  richest  banquet,  of  which  he,  like  the 
doomed  captive  of  the  cloister,  often  partook  with  relish. 

When  the  first  dance  was  ended,  the  royal  party  gathered 
round  the  chair  of  Albert,  which  was  placed  where  he  could 
command  a  view  of  the  festive  scene  that  he  enjoyed  with 
benevolent  sympathy,  pointing  out  to  the  Neapolitan  Ambas- 
sador, who  stood  at  his  side,  the  principal  personages  in  the 
assembly. 

When  Leopold  approached  with  his  youthful  partner,  the 
"  wise ''  Albert  rallied  him  for  usurping  such,  whilst  younger 
men  were  standing  idle,  and  reminded  him  that,  as  a  host, 
he  should  make  himself  agreeable  to  the  bonny  wives  and 
daughters  of  his  guests,  adding,  with  a  smile, — 

"A  word  to  the  wise,  brother  mine." 

''Rather /rom  the  wise,*'  replied  Leopold.  **Oome  here, 
Lauffenburg,  I  will  make  over  to  you  the  right  of  chal- 
lenging the  whole  world  in  favour  of  your  partner's  grace  and 
beauty." 

On  hearing  this  sportive  defiance,  the  Neapolitan  courtier, 
as  he  led  off  Aletta,  threw  down  his  glove  in  the  same  mood, 
which  De  Courcy  playfully  picked  up,  vowing  to  proclaim  to 
all  Christendom,  and  to  support  the  same  with  lance  and 
sword,  the  iguperior  charms,  courtesy,  and  renown  of  the  Lady 
Alice. 

Whilst  this  little  scene  was  passing,  Albert  had  detained 
De  Lauffenburg  at  his  side  for  a  few  minutes,  during  which 
the  dancing  had  begun.  Not  sorry,  perhaps,  to  exchange  it 
for  a  quiet  tSte-d-tete,  he  led  Gertruda  to  a  seat  to  await  a 
pause,  and  remained  standing  at  her  side,  leaning  against 
one  of  the  supporting  pillars  of  the  spacious  hall. 

*'  I  have  long  wished,"  he  said,  with  somewhat  of  diffidence, 
**  for  an  opportunity,  fair  Princess — and,  may  I  not  add,  kins- 
woman?— of  returning  my  poor  acknowledgments  to  you  for 
this  most  precious  gift;"  and  he  pressed  to  his  lips,  with  as 
devout  an  air  as  if  it  had  been  a  holy  relic,  the  chain  that 
hung  round  his  neck. 

It  was  that  given  by  Leopold,  and  placed  there,  as  has  been 
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related,  by  Gertruda  in  her  guise  as  Princess  on  the  evening 
of  the  banquet. 

Gertruda  blushed ;  nay,  how  should  she  not,  feeling  called 
on  her  for  an  explanation  embarrassing  to  her  shrinking 
nature  ?    Nevertheless,  she  assumed  courage  to  reply  thus : — 

"  I  may  not  take  to  myself  thanks  that  are  due  to  another: 
the  gift,  or  rather  guerdon,  was  bestowed  by  Duke  Leopold." 

**  But  it  was  his  fair  niece  who  gave  it  tenfold  value  by 
deigning  to  hang  it  round  the  neck  of  one  so  little  worthy  of 
her  condescension." 

'  Poor  Gertruda  must  certainly  have  been  strangely  bewil- 
dered ;  for  instead  of  saying  in  plain  and  simple  words — "  I  am 
not  the  Princess  Bertha,  but  a  poor  novice  of  Koenigsfeldeiii 
only  we  exchanged  dresses  on  that  evening,"  she  made  the 
puzzle  yet  more  puzzling  by  saying, — 

"  Your  pardon,  sir  knight,  if  I  say  you  are  mistaken  in  the 
person  to  which  you  owe  so  slight  a  favour." 

"  Mistaken !  As  well,  lady,  may  you  tell  me  I  cannot 
discern  between  yon  la,mp  and  the  noonday  sun.  Nay,  you 
smile  at  your  vain  attempt  to  deceive  me.  It  was  you,  and 
f/ou  alone,  my  fair  kinswoman,  who  placed  this  chain  where  it 
shall  hang  for  aye." 

Gertruda  did  smile  ;  nay,  she  almost  laughed  with  nervous 
embarrassment,  as  she  made  an  awkward  attempt  to  get  out  of 
the  maze  into  which  it  had  plunged  her. 

**  I  fear  you  will  deem  me  uncourteous  if  I  only  verify  one 
half  your  assertion,"  she  said.  "  I  did  present  the  chain  you 
wear,  but  it  was — " 

"  I  know — ^the  gift  of  your  uncle." 

**  Nay,  not  so." 

"  Was  it,  then,  your  own  gracious  thought,  my  kindest  as 
well  as  fairest  cousin  ?  Nay,  do  not  deny  it !  Let  me  beseech 
you,  distract  me  no  longer ! " 

And  the  poor  poet's  look  was  so  supplicatory  and  forlorn 
that  Gertruda  now  tried  in  earnest  to  allay  his  perplexity  by 
asking  with  a  decided  emphasis, — 

''Does  it  not  occur  to  you,   sir  knight,  that  there  were 
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other  maskers  than  yourself  and  your  companions  aroxmd  that 
festal  board— others  who  might  not  be  what  they  seemed  ?  " 

The  cloud  did  not  at  once  roll  off  the  bard's  countenance ; 
but  when  at  length  it  gradually  dispersed  and  his  mind  caught 
the  truth,  tjiat  expressive  face  became  radiant  with  joyful 
intelligence. 

"  I  see  it !"  he  cried ;  "  I  now  divine  the  whole  truth.  You 
are  not  the  Princess  Bertha,  not  the  betrothed  of  another. 
Oh,  fairest  lady,  tell  me,  then,  who  are  you  ?  Where  may  I 
seek  you  ?  In  what  neighbouring  castle  or  more  distant 
home  ?  Castle  or  cottage,  it  matters  not,  so  I  may  hope  to 
find  it — ^be  it  at  earth's  extremest  verge.  Where,  where  is  the 
favoured  home  adorned  by  so  much  excellence  ?  " 

Poor  Gertrude's  smiles  had  vanished.  Although  the  tenor 
of  the  speech  was  much  such  as  was  addressed  to  all  ladies  in 
those  romantic  days,  yet  there  was  a  deeper  meaning  in  the 
tone  of  that  musical  voice,  and  the  expression  of  those  poet 
eyes  that  caused  her  great  distress ;  and  the  thought  of  the 
only  home  she  should  ever  call  hers  on  earth  roused  her  to 
the  necessity  of  undeceiving  one,  whom  woman's  instinct 
taught  her  was  but  too  seriously  interested  in  her  destiny. 
Thus  roused,  the  heroism  of  her  character  overcame  its  bash- 
fulness. 

"  The  only  home  I  shall  ever  possess  a  right  to  call  such, 
sir  knight,"  she  said  calmly,  "admits  no  visitors.  But,  to 
explain  a  mistake  into  which  you  have  fallen,  and  that  very 
naturally,  I  will  inform  you  that,  on  the  evening  of  the  banquet, 
the  Princess,  and  other  ladies,  having  determined  on  appear- 
ing in  masquerade  guise,  it  was  agreed  that  I  should  don  that 
of  the  Lady  Bertha,  and  sit  in  her  place  at  the  board ;  but — " 
and  here  her  voice  slightly  trembled — "  ours  was  but  a  simple 
exchange,  for  she  wore  mine." 

"  And  tell  me,  fair  lady,  by  what  token  I  shall  recall  the 
Lady  Bertha  to  my  mind  ?  " 

"  By  a  beauty  and  grace  that  outshone  all  compeer,"  said 
Gertruda,  still  hesitating  on  the  threshold  of  the  painful  dis- 
closure. 
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"Nay,  then,  I  did  not  notice  her." 

"  Pardon  me ;  it  was  from  her,  the  beautiful  nun  who  sat 
nearest  my  Lord  Abbot,  you  received,  and  dutifully  acknow- 
ledged, the  theme  of  your  song." 

Oh,  woe,  woe,  to  the  glowing  hopes,  the  bright  anticipations 
of  that  poet  heart ! 

His  countenance,  in  which  every  emotion  of  his  heart  was 
mirrored,  changed  like  the  summer  evening  sky  when  a  doud 
passes  over  the  setting  sun. 

"And  that  melancholy  dress?"  he  asked. 

"Is  mine ;  destined  in  a  few  days  to  be  exchanged  for  one 
you  may  deem  yet  more  sad." 

"  This,  then,  is  the  meaning  of  Albert's  caution.  I  thought 
only  of  the  betrothment  of  the  Princess  Bertha." 

But  the  burst  of  sorrowful  and  indignant  feeling  which  was 
rising  to  the  minstrel's  lips  was  checked  by  the  sudden  stop  of 
the  music,  and  the  nearing  approach  of  Alice  and  Aletta,  with 
their  partners  and  governante. 

Soon,  too,  there  was  a  general  movement  in  the  assembly, 
occasioned  by  the  entrance  of  a  troop  of  liveried  retainers 
bearing  massive  silver  salvers  piled  with  refreshments,  viands 
and  cordials  suited  to  mediaeval  tastes  and  appetites. 

The  ladies  were  handed  to  their  seats  by  their  cavaliers,  and 
served  by  them  with  ceremonious  homage  (often  on  one  knee), 
with  delicacies  as  tempting,  and  certainly  less  adulterated, 
than  any  furnished  by  the  most  celebrated  sugar  and  pastry 
artistes  of  our  day. 

But  we  must  now  return  to  our  heroine  par  excellence^ 
whom  we  left  at  her  step-mother's  side,  fulfilling  one  of 
the  duties  of  the  dual  officed  lady-in-waiting.  Whilst  re- 
plying to  the  elaborate  courtesies  of  her  elder  guests,  the 
Archduchess  took  no  notice  of  her  daughter,  except  to  provide 
her  a  seat. 

Thus  left  unmolested,  Bertha  indulged  the  quick-coming 
fancies  that  crowded  on  her  mind,  when  a  voice,  whose  tone 
was  neither  unknown  nor  unexpected,  feU  on  her  ear  amid  the 
din  of  the  music  and  the  tread  of  the  dancers. 
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^*  Does  the  fair  Novice  of  Koenigsfelden  abstain  firom  the 
dance  from  inclination  or  duty  ?  "  asked  the  intruder. 

**  From  neither.  It  is  necessity  which  keeps  me  aloof,"  she 
replied,  but  without  further  explanation. 

The  stranger  bowed  with  graceful  ease  as  he  said, — 

**  I  fear  I  must  own  myseK  selfish  enough  to  rejoice  in  what 
all  else  are  deploring — not,  indeed,  if  your  wishes  are  with  the 
dancers." 

**  No,  verily,  I  little  affect  the  pastime." 

*^  And  that  is  strange  in  one  so  formed  to  excel  in  it,  and  of 
years  most  ready  to  enjoy  it." 

**  On  the  contrary,  it  is  perfectly  natural  to  one,  as  I  have 
been,  schooled  in  the  shade  and  stillness  of  a  cloister  to  shrink 
from  noise  and  glare.  But,  may  I  not  ask,  in  my  turn,  why 
you  eschew  the  dance  ?" 

"  Certainly  not,  fair  lady;  for  the  reasons  yow  plead.  Setting 
aside  the  object  I  have  at  present  for  declining  it,  my  usual 
indifference  to  such  amusements  arises  probably  from  habits 
of  more  serious  occupation.  Reared  amid  the  din  of  war,  the 
jar  of  hostile  factions,  and  the  higher  aim  of  ambition,  I  feel 
no  sympathy  with  the  mummeries  of  grown-up  children.  I 
learn,  too,  from  animal  nature,  that  such  gambols  are  only 
graceful  in  the  very  young.  Nothing  is  more  winsome  than 
the  frolics  of  the  lamb  and  the  curvets  of  the  kitten ;  but  it 
falls  not  in  with  my  humour  to  see  an  old  grimalkin  jump 
at  a  cork  tied  to  a  string."  And  the  speaker's  eye  dilated 
with  irresistible  mirth  as  it  turned  on  the  Baroness  von 
Hompe,  who  presented  no  unapt  personification  of  the  comic 
simile. 

Bertha  smiled,  but  added  apologetically^ 

"  There  are  some  natures  that  retain  their  youthful  sim- 
plicity long  after  their  youthful  years.  Let  us  leave  the  artless- 
minded  Baroness  to  what,  to  her,  are  innocent  pleasures." 

"  And  are  not  such  innocent  pleasures  to  all  who  can  delight 
themselves  therewith  ?  " 

<'  Perhaps  not  to  those  who  are  called  to  more  serious 
duties." 
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"You  allude  to  those  of  a  religious  profession;  yet  I 
question  whether  the  pirouettes  of  the  sportive  old  lady  be- 
fore us  are  not  more  innocent,  and  certainly  more  inartificial, 
than  your  conventual  genuflexions,  and — ^Nay,  hear  me,  dearest 
lady  !  It  may  be  the  only  opportunity  vouchsafed  me  of  ad- 
dressing a  word  of  warning — of  entreaty.  Were  it  not  to  risk 
the  drawing  on  you  the  gaze  of  those  around,  I  would  implore 
you  on  my  bended  knee — ^nay,  I  would  lie  at  your  feet  until 
you  promised  me  you  would  not  blight  your  earthly  weal, 
mayhap  your  eternal  hopes,  by  immolating  yourself  in  the 
Abbey  of  the  Queen  of  Hungary." 

Bertha  answered  not.  She  was  earnestly  praying  for  wis- 
dom to  discern  her  right  path,  and  strength  to  choose  it.  The 
truthfulness  of  her  nature  revolted  against  further  conceal- 
ment, and  her  heart  and  wishes  too  truly  sympathized  with 
it ;  but  her  lover  continued, — 

**You  do  not  speak,"  he  said,  in  a  low  earnest  tone.  "I 
vow  to  Heaven,  had  I  any  pretension  to  such  a  service,  I  would 
drag  you  from  the  altar,  and  assert  it  before  God  and  msm. 
But  no,  noblest  maiden,  that  blest  privilege  is  not,  cannot  be 
mine.  Yet  thus  much  I  may  and  do  claim,  as  a  true  knight 
sworn  to  defend  all  who  suffer  wrong.  If — and  every  look, 
every  word  has  proved  to  me  that  you  are  forced  to  pronounce 
unwilling  vows  —  you  want  help  in  your  hour  of  need  — 
promise  me  you  will  deign  to  look  to  me  as  your  defender— oh, 
promise  me,  gracious  lady,  you  will  not  accord  to  any  other 
that  blessed  privilege ! " 

This  turn  in  the  conversation  was  a  relief  to  Bertha ;  and 
though  she  did  not  raise  her  eyes  to  the  eloquent  pleader,  she 
felt  that  this  request  she  might  harmlessly  grant,  and  she  did 
so  with  a  tolerably  composed  acknowledgment  of  the  proffered 
assistance.  To  this  she  would  have  added,  or  at  least  tried  to 
add,  some  explanation  that  might  have  calmed  her  lover's 
apprehensions,  without  absolutely  betraying  her  secret ;  but 
whilst  she  hesitated,  the  opportunity,  if  not  the  power,  of  ex- 
planation was  no  longer  hers.  This  acceptance  of  services,  so 
vehemently  and  so  sincerely  tendered,  was  acknowledged  with 
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an  air  and  tone  of  chivalroiLS  devotion,  which  soon  changed 
to  those  of  melancholy. 

**  Then,  here  we  part,  beauteous  lady ;  yet,  ere  I  am  banished 
from  your  presence,  I  would  supplicate  the  boon  of  a  few 
minutes'  audience.  I  would,  as  I  conceive  both  honour  and 
truth  call  on  me  to  do,  explain  to  you  why  I  come  hither  in 
disguise,  and  conceal  my  name  and  state." 

Bertha  bowed  assent,  for  she  felt  how  vain  would  be  any 
attempt  to  speak  it. 

**The  thought  that  I  should  in  your  eyes  appear  light  of 
love,  or  failing  in  honour  and  truth,  is  to  me  insupportable,  and 
urges  me  to  a  disclosure — ^to  trouble  you  with  what  perchance 
you  may  deem  me  presumptuoujs  for  supposing  you  would  feel 
any  interest  in  hearing." 

Perhaps  the  speaker  discerned  in  Bertha's  looks — ^for  she 
still  continued  silent — a  contradiction  to  this  diffident  sup- 
position, for  he  continued, — 

"I  have  already  confessed  to  you  that  the  din  of  war  and 
the  lures  of  ambition  rendered  me  indifferent  to  the  allurements 
of  pleasure,  as  men  usually  understand  the  term.  My  con- 
fession was  true,  but  it  was  not  entire. .  I  possessed  a  yet 
more  effective  talisman — a  guardian  angel,  in  the  constant 
recollection  of  a  lovely  child  to  whom  I  was  betrothed  in  early 
youth.  She  was  my  protection  amid  the  fierce  heat  of  the 
battle,  and  the  revels  of  the  feast;  and  when  my  wildest 
dream  of  ambition  was  realized,  I  thought  only  of  her  to 
share  my  laurels  with  me.  It  was  an  ill-judged  frolic,  of 
which  I  now  see  the  folly,  and  feel  the  punishment ;  but  my 
whim  was  to  join  some  brothers  in  arms,  who  were  bound  for 
this  Castle  of  Hapsburg,  and  see  with  my  own  eyes  how  this 
bud  of  promise  had  expanded  into  bloom,  ere  I  craved  to 
bear  it  from  the  parent  tree." 

Bertha's  heart  beat  with  painful  quickness;  but  though  the 
pause  made  by  the  narrator  asked  for  some  reply,  she  could 
only  raise  her  eyes  with  an  expression  which  was  not  mis- 
understood. 

"I  see  the  question  you  would  ask  is,  whether  my  expec- 
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tations  were  answered  ?  Thus  far  they  were  exceeded :  the 
expanded  flower  was  even  more  beautiful  than  the  half-dosed 
bud,  and  all  men  speak  of  its  fragrance,  too ;  but  there 
bloomed  another  at  its  side,  in  my  eyes  more  beauteous,  more 
fragrant — and,  strange  to  say,  more  like  my  child-bride.  Am 
I,  then,  excused  ?  Action  is  ours ;  but  love,  preference, 
destiny,  are  beyond  the  control  of  the  wisest." 

He  stopped,  unable  to  proceed;  and  Bertha,  whose  cheek 
now  pale,  now  glowing,  betrayed  almost  equal  agitation,  still 
felt  impelled  to  break  the  intolerable  silence  by  a  question  she 
could  herself  (and  doubtless  the  reader)  have  answered.  She 
felt  its  folly  as  soon  as  it  had  passed  her  quivering  lips. 

"  You  ask  the  name  of  my  betrothed  bride  ?  The  Princess 
Bertha  of  Hapsburg." 

Three  words — ^^  I  am  she  /" — three  little  monosyllables  rose 
to  her  lips.  Should  she  pronounce  them?  Should  she  by 
their  utterance  secure  her  lover's,  and,  alas,  as  she  too  truly 
felt,  all  she  had  anticipated  of  human  happiness ;  and  thus 
rivet,  perhaps  for  ever,  her  father's  chains  ?  Yet  the  struggle 
was  intense. 

Reader,  can  you  not  remember  words,  uttered  or  suppressed, 
as  closely  connected  with  your  destiny,  as  those  three  little 
words  were  with  that  of  our  heroine  ?  We  shall  see  in  the 
course  of  our  tale  how  the  utterance  of  them  would  have 
changed  her  future  life ;  we  shall  see,  too,  whether  she  regretted 
this  sublime  reticence.  At  the  moment  they  seemed  too  hazard- 
ous to  be  spoken ;  the  parted  lips  through  which  they  struggled 
gave  out  no  sound  ;  but  her  ear  caught  that  of  a  low  mourn- 
ful "farewell."  She  turned  round;  he  who  had  breathed  it 
was  gone,  and  his  place  was  filled  by  the  Abbot  Montolivo. 

"Have  a  care,  daughter!"  said  he  sternly,  "lest  these 
love  passages  with  errant  knights  compromise  the  dignity  of 
your  house." 

The  blood  of  that  house  rushed,  not,  as  was  wont  with 
transient  emotion,  or  as 

"  The  orient  blush  of  quick  surprise," 

but  in  a  crimson  flood  into  the  cheek  of  the  Princess,  suffusing 
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even  lier  foreliead  and  neck ;  and  with  an  unusual  and,  con- 
sidering the  apparent  grounds  for  the  reproof,  unreasonable 
indignation,  she  replied, — 

**  You  are  harsh  and  unjust,  my  Lord  Abbot." 

'*  And  art  not  thou  disrespectful,  my  daughter  ?  Who  but  the 
spiritual  director  of  your  untainted  honour  has  the  right  to 
watch  over  even  the  appearance  of  aught  that  might  compro- 
mise its  lustre  ?  " 

**If  I  have  appeared  in  any  ways  to  merit  your  rebuke,  or 
iingratefiil  for  your  watchfulness,  my  Lord,  accept  my  sorrow- 
ful apology.  In  a  right  time  and  place,  I  will  explain  all  that 
has  seemed  unbecoming  in  my  conduct." 

'^  So  be  it :  and  that  time  shall  be  sought  as  soon  as  may 
be."  This  was  uttered  in  the  dignity  of  oflB.co,  but  the  Prelate's 
manner  relaxed  as  he  continued, — "Why,  my  daughter,  do 
I  not  see  you  with  those  of  your  young  age  mingling  in  the 
amusements  suited  to  it  ?  Singularity  in  youth  is  as  snow  in 
summer,  blighting  and  im welcome." 

Bertha  raised  her  hurt  foot  from  its  supporting  cushion. 
Placed  near  its  slight  companion,  the  Abbot  was  really 
alarmed  at  its  swollen  appearance,  and  exclaimed  with  un- 
affected concern, — 

''  You  must  seek  rest  and  remedy  at  once,  dear  dauighter. 
How  did  this  happen  ?  " 

'*A  false  step.  In  coming  down  the  Drachenfelsburg 
yestreen,  I  heedlessly  put  my  foot  into  a  pitfall  of  dried  leaves. 
Blandina,  as  we  thought,  cured  it  last  night,  and  it  is  only 
since  I  have  been  in  the  ball-room  that  it  has  swollen  into  this 
uncomely  size." 

"And  this  should  teach  you  that  you  are  not  strong  enough 
to  go  alone.  Consent,  therefore,  I  pray  you,  for  once  to  be 
guided,  ay,  and  supported  by  me.  We  will  ask  her  Highness's 
leave  to  retire." 

Assisting  his  sometimes  refractory,  yet  nevertheless  admired 
and  beloved  pupil,  to  the  door  of  her  apartment,  the  Abbot 
gave  Blandina  directions  for  the  treatmelit  of  the  injured  foot : 
first  to  set  it  free  from  slipper  and  hose,  and  then  foment  it  with 
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what  slie  had  already  applied  with  success — a  strong  decoction 
of  the  favourite  remedies  of  the  mediaeval  Pharmacopoeia 
— ^marjoram,  mint,  rosemary,  sage,  lavender,  elder — names 
breathing  healing  and  fragrance.  Ah,  well  would  it  have 
been  if  their  gentle  influences  had  never  been  set  aside  for 
drugs  whose  very  names  are  poisions,  whose  indiscriminate 
use  has  banished  the  rose  from  the  cheeks,  and  destroyed  the 
pearls  in  the  mouths  of  our  young  beauties ! 

The  cultivating,  gathering,  drying  and  distilling  aromatic 
herbs  have,  even  to  the  borders  of  the  present  century,  been 
a  pleasant  occupation  of  simple  housewives  and  Lady  Bounti- 
fuls.  There  may  yet  be  a  few  who  can  remember  the  fra- 
grant task — more  who  can  recall  the  steaming,  dropping  still, 
either  in  their  own  housekeeper's  room,  or  in  the  cottage  of 
some  old  Dorcas  famed  for  her  rose  and  elder-flower  waters. 
But  even  our  perfumes,  nowadays,  are  the  same  unnatural 
combinations  as  every  other  concoction;  and  we  dare  not 
penetrate  into  the  chemist's  laboratory  any  more  than  into  the 
wine  merchant's,  the  brewer's,  the  butcher's  and  the  baker's 
workshops. 

"  Tis  seeToing  all." 

If  some  of  the  more  prominent  vices  of  bygone  centuries 
have  been  banished,  there  is — for  such  we  believe  to  be  the 
leading  one  of  the  present — a  deep,  deep  deception  that  runs 
at  the  root  of  everything,  into  every  stratum  of  society,  imder 
every  institution,  beneath  every  public  association,  gnawing 
and  sapping  the  old  British  oak.  The  great  deflciency  of  the 
present  state  of  highly-civilized  life  is  what  must  be  expected 
to  spring  from  such  a  want  of  simplicity  .Our  children  are  not 
simple.     Our  poor  are  not  simple. 

Nevertheless,  that  lovely  virtue,  banished  from  all  other 
grades,  has  sought,  and  received  a  refuge  with  the  highest, 
the  very  highest.  Why  cannot  her  loving  subjects  copy,  as 
well  as  admire,  the  example  of  their  simplicity-loving  Queen  ? 
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CHAPTEE  XXVn. 

THE   HEALINa    AET. 

Who  hath  learned  lowliness 
From  his  Lord's  cradle,  patience  from  His  cross  ; 
Whom  poor  men's  eyes  and  hearts  consent  to  bless ; 
To  whom  for  Christ  the  world  is  loss. 

Even  in  the  dawn  of  tlie  most  engrossing,  perhaps  the  most 
selfish  of  feelings,  the  heart  of  onr  heroine  was  alive  to  other 
interests  than  her  own.  It  was  this  rare  and  beautiful  cha- 
racteristic that,  as  Blandina  tenderly  administered  the  Abbotts 
prescription,  roused  her  from  the  delicious  dream  of  a  first 
love,  and  the  reality  of  being  beloved  for  herself  alone,  to 
her  nurse's  recommendation  of  an  application  to  the  Leech. 

** Willingly,"  she  replied;  "it  will  bean  opportunity  of 
learning  tidings  of  poor  Inna  which  we  may  not  let  slip.  For 
myself,  Dr.  Blandina  always  suffices  for  my  ailments." 

Blandina  smiled  through  her  tears,  for  she  had  skill  enough 
to  know  that  her  mistress's  present  ailment  was  of  no  light 
nature ;  for,  however  bravely  she  tried  to  conceal  it,  her  coun- 
tenance betrayed  the  anguish  she  endured. 

The  anxious  father  soon  arrived,  and  sent  immediately  for 
assistance ;  but  the  Leech  had  been  called  to  a  distant  patient, 
and  was  not  expected  to  return  before  the  morning.  The 
fomentations  were  continued,  but  gave  only  transient  ease ;  and 
Bertha  passed  a  restless,  almost  sleepless,  night.  It  was  there- 
fore to  the  Duke's  and  Blandina's  infinite  relief,  as  well  as  to  the 
great  satisfaction  of  the  patient,  that  Herr  Baumgarten  arrived 
early  the  next  morning :  "a  man  of  healing "  in  the  true 
sense  of  the  word,  an  embodiment  of  all  that  is  noble  and 
philanthropic  in  a  profession  whose  essence  is  charity,  whose 
true  disciples — and  there  are  many  such  treading,  as  far  as 
human  weakness  will  permit,  in  the  footsteps  of  the  Great 
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Exemplar — administer  to  the  mental  as  well  as  bodily  ailments 
of  suffering  humanity.  Such  a  one  was  Herr  Baumgarten,  a 
fine  venerable  looking  man  of  sixty,  with  a  countenance  in- 
dicative both  of  sense  and  benevolence.  After  examining  the 
patient's  foot,  and  learning  from  Blandina  the  course  of  treat- 
ment she  had  pursued,  he  said, — 

"  Your  herbs  are  excellent  healers,  but  they  are  ineffectual 
probers :  there  is  some  enemy  at  work  too  deep  for  their  in- 
fluence. If  her  Highness  will  submit  to  present  pain  to  secure 
future  ease,  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  be  able  to  -  extract  the 
thorn  which  I  believe  occasions  the  inflammation  and  mischief." 

Bertha  expressed  her  ready  acquiescence  ;  and  both  her 
father  and  nurse  answered  for  her  patience  and  fortitude. 

**I  must  first  reduce  the  swelling,"  continued  the  Leech, 
**  and  for  this  purpose  will,  with  good  Father  Swithin's  help, 
who  is  a  rare  herbalist,  prepare  a  lotion,  which  will,  I  trust, 
give  ease  and  sleep;  but  the  Princess  must  not  leave  her 
couch  till  this  is  effected." 

The  jointly-concocted  sedative  had  the  desired  effect.  The 
patient  slept  for  some  hours  during  the  following  night,  and 
the  Doctor  had  the  pleasure,  the  next  morning,  of  finding  that 
the  pain  had  abated  and  the  swelling  somewhat  decreased. 

It  was  nevertheless  two  days  before  the  doctor  deemed  it 
safe  to  attempt  to  extract  the  thorn  which  had  entered  the 
heel,  and  had  been  forced  deeper  and  deeper  into  it  by  the 
pressure  of  a  slipper  that  Cinderella  herseK  could  not  have 
worn  with  impunity  under  such  circumstances. 

The  operation  was  a  delicate,  even  a  dangerous  one ;  and 
though  the  Leech  spoke  cheerily  to  the  anxious  father,  yet 
his  directions  to  the  nurse,  even  after  the  thorn  had  been 
extracted,  betrayed  his  fears  of  yet  lurking  mischief. 

"  The  Princess,"  he  said,  "  must  be  kept  strictly  quiet.  No 
one  must  enter  her  chamber  but  yourself;  and  until  the  fever 
subsides,  which  now  runs  very  high,  nothing  but  water  from 
St.  Hilda's  well  mujst  be  suffered  to  touch  her  lips." 

The  countenance  of  Blandina  betrayed  the  question  she 
feared  to  ask. 
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"I  have  no  fear  of  the  result,  if  my  orders  are  faithfully 
observed.  All,  humanly  speaking,  will  depend  on  outward 
quiet  and  inward  calm.  I  depend  on  your  watchfulness  for 
the  first.   I  have  confidence  in  a  higher  power  for  the  second." 

"  Fear  not,"  said  Blandina,  resolutely  repressing  her  tears. 
"  If  the  most  watchful  care  can  prevent  intrusion,  if  trust 
in  God,  and  a  conscience  void  of  offence  can  give  ease,  my 
precious  Princess  will  not  lie  long  on  that  couch." 

But  she  remained  yet  two  days  ere  her  skilful  physician 
could  probe  deep  enough  to  discover  the  cause  of  the  con- 
tinued pain  and  inflammation,  and  remove  the  remaining 
portion  of  the  thorn  which  had  caused  it.  Still,  the  injunction 
of  rest  and  solitude  was  not  rescinded,  although  Blandina  was 
permitted  to  mix  a  little  new  milk  with  the  water  of  the 
wondrous  spring. 

On  the  morning  of  the  fourth  day,  the  patient  was  so  much 
recovered  as  to  be  allowed  a  short  interview  with  her  father, 
and  a  passing  glimpse  of  Gertruda. 

As  the  latter  left  the  room,  she  met  the  Leech,  and  the 
cordiality  of  the  greeting  was  observed  by  the  patient,  who 
thus  noticed  it. 

**  You  know  my  Mend,  doctor  ?  " 

**  From  long  ago ;  I  attended  her  aunt  in  her  last  hours." 

''  Do  you  not  think  there  is  a  striking  resemblance  between 
them  ?  " 

**  Yes ;  but  Gertruda  is  still  more  like  her  mother." 

**  Did  you  know  her  mother  ?  " 

"  I  did ;  and  though  it  was  not  till  sorrow  had.  marred  her 
countenance,  I  yet  think  of  it  as  one  of  the  loveliest  I  ever 
looked  upon." 

"Is  it  possible,"  said  Bertha,  after  a  short  thoughtful 
pause,  "  that  I  see  in  my  kind  doctor  the  compassionate  Leech 
who  assisted  the  heroio  Countess  in  her  escape — who  saved 
her  life,  and — " 

"We  will  talk  of  this  another  timje>  when  yon  are  better 
able  to  bear  the  details  of  that  mournful  history,  which  that 
tell-tale  hectic  proyes  your  Highness  is  not  at  present." 
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**I  am  not,  indeed;  alas,  wlio  is  ?  There  is  another  sub- 
ject, however,  that  will  not  brook  delay  ;  and  I  deserve  indul- 
gence for  having  forborne  too  long  to  ask  for  my'poor  Inna." 

The  doctor  was  prepared  for  the  question,  and  answered  it 
guardedly,  that  **he  hoped,  under  proper  treatment,  she 
would  recover  ere  long."  But  there  were  further  details  to 
be  deferred  for  the  moment  of  convalescence,  and  he  added, 

"  Eely,  my  Princess,  on  my  utmost  efforts  to  save  her,  and 
lay  this,  and  every  other  burden,  on  One  who  has  invited  the 
weary  and  heavy-laden  to  go  to  Him." 

Encouraged  by  the  attention  of  the  listener,  and  convinced 
of  the  efficacy  of  the  prescription,  the  Christian  physician 
drew  from  his  well-stored  memory  many  a  holy  text,  applying 
them  with  simple  earnestness.  He  had  himself  tested  the 
value  of  the  cordial  he  administered,  and  its  effect  on  his 
patient  was  such  as  he  had  hoped. 

Calmed,  elevated,  strengthened  by  the  words  of  divine  con- 
solation BO  clearly  explained.  Bertha  seemed  to  feel  a  new  light 
had  fallen  on  her  path,  hitherto  so  shrouded  and  uncertain ; 
and  though  that  light  revealed  many  a  difficult  pass,  though 
it  swept  over  the  howling  wilderness  and  rugged  mountain, 
she  prayed  for  strength  to  follow  its  illumination.  During 
her  recent  hours  of  watchfulness  and  pain,  her  thoughts  had 
painfully  rested  on  the  mysterious  threatenings  which  hung 
over  her  future  life,  the  change  which  had  too  evidently  taken 
place  in  her  father's  plans,  and  the  secrecy  he  maintained 
respecting  her  espousals.  That  he,  whom  she  honoured  as  a 
mirror  of  truth  and  honour,  should  forfeit  both — should  sepa- 
rate her  from  one  he  had  commanded  her  to  love — was  too 
painful  to  be  contemplated,  and  she  resolutely  banished,  or 
•struggled  to  banish,  the  suspicion  as  derogatory  and  dis- 
obedient. 

But  then  came  subjects  scarcely  less  painful.  The  dis- 
appearance of  Inna,  the  infatuation  of  Gertruda ;  all  such,  on 
3,  mind  and  firame  weakened  by  pain  and  watchings,  might 
have  exerted  a  far  more  dangerous  effect  had  not  her  physi- 
cian found  the  means  of  ministering  to  both. 
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When  his  patient  was  able  to  bear  a  return  of  the  subject 
of  Gertruda's  mother,  the  doctor  himseK  introduced  it  for  a 
pressing  reason,  which  will  be  explained  hereafter. 

"My  head  was  not  very  clear  the  other  morning,"  she 
replied.  "Did  I  dream,  or  did  you  in  verity  acknowledge 
you  were  the  preserver  of  that  virtuous  but  unfortunate  lady  ?  " 

"  Alas,  little  was  the  service  I  did  her  in  prolonging  a  life 
of  such  woe  and  weariness." 

"What!  when  it  enabled  her  to  minister  to  her  husband 
in  his  death  struggle  ?  " 

"  True,  my  lady ;  I  spake  as  a  man — cold,  hard  man.  I 
though  not  of  woman's  unselfish  tenderness ;  and  yet  I  wit- 
nessed, and  can  never  forget  it;  but  we  will  not  speak  more 
anent  it  now.  I  would  rather  discourse  of  the  orphan 
daughter  of  these  hapless  parents,  heir  to  their  virtues,  and,  I 
fear,  to  their  misfortunes — unless  some  kind  hand  interpose  to 
snatch 'her  from  her  evil  destiny." 

Here  Blandina,  who  occupied  her  constant  seat  at  her  lady's 
pillow,  rose. 

"Do  not  go,  my  nurse ;  we  have  no  secrets  from  you." 

"  I  will  but  dose  the  outer  door.  I  thought  I  heard  foot- 
steps in  the  corridor." 

It  was  those  of  the  saucy  page,  who  was  sent  back  with  a 
sharp  reproof  to  his  waiting-room ;  the  door  was  closed,  and 
the  watchful  nurse  again  at  her  post  ere  the  broken  thread  of 
the  discourse  was  resumed. 

"  Are  you  aware,  Herr  Baumgarten,  that  Gertruda's  destiny 
is  entirely  of  her  own  choosing  ?  " 

"  I  am ;  and  yet  more,  I  believe  even  the  Abbess  would 
put  no  constraint  on  her  will,  if  expressed." 

"  What,  then,  is  the  imperative  obligation  which  binds  her, 
as  she  avers,  to  the  cloister  ?  " 

"If,"  said  the  Leech,  in  a  lowered  voice,  " I  rightly  divine 
the  chain,  my  belief  is  that  its  links  are  fragile,  and  will  break 
ere  long.  If  we  could  delay  the  sacrifice  but  for  one  year,  it 
is  my  ftiU  conviction  that  this  sweet  bird  would  be  as  happy 
to  flee  away  as  many  of  her  encaged  companions  :  but  this," 
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he  continued  cheerfully — for  lie  feared  the  subject  was  too 
exciting  to  his  yet  frail  patient — "I  have  a  little  scheme  for 
effecting.  I  have  some  influence  with  the  Abbess :  if  it  please 
you,  I  will  tell  you  how  acquired." 

Nothing  could  be  more  acceptable,  and  the  Leech  went  on:— 

**  After  incurring  the  displeasure  of,  we  will  hope,  the  then 
insane  Queen  of  Hungary,  by  refusing  to  execute  her  crael 
orders,  and  aiding  in  the  escape  of — "     He  paused. 

"  I  know  but  too  well  to  whom  you  allude,"  said  Bertha 
mournfully  ;  **  but  go  on,  I  pray." 

**  I  deemed  it  necessary  again  to  leave  the  neighbourhood. 
I  wished  also  to  watch  over  the  wanderings  of  the  heroic  wife, 
and,  though  unseen  by  her,  to  provide  her  food  and  shelter 
on  her  pious  pilgrimage.  It  was  God's  gracious  will  that  I 
should  accomplish  this,  and  finally  rescue  her  from  the  fangs 
of  blood-thirsty  persecutors.  My  own  safety  was  of  little 
worth.  I  was  a  lone  man,  little  known  or  cared  for.  But  I 
could  yet  lessen  the  sufferings  of  my  fellow-creatures.  I  felt 
my  healing  art  was  the  one  talent  left  me  to  employ ;  and  I 
ranged  amongst  the  mountains,  content  with  such  food  and 
shelter  as  were  gratefully  given  me  for  the  exercise  of  it.  To 
Him,  who  has  clothed  the  wildest  wastes  with  plants  of 
wondrous  virtue,  be  the  praise!  for  enabling  me  to  extract 
remedies  from  those  that  grew  around  me,  for  the  relief  of 
my  humble  benefactors.  In  my  wanderings  I  heard  of  the 
strange  malady  that  had  attacked  the  Queen  of  Hungary.  I 
was  acquainted  with  a  certain  little  plant  whose  blossoms  I 
had  found  of  great  efficacy  in  complaints  of  the  nerves,  and 
more  especially  epilepsy — disorders  little  studied,  and  their 
cure  attempted  only  by  superstitious  rites  and  incantations. 

"  From  the  description  given  me  of  the  Queen's  extraordi- 
nary case,  I  conceived  the  notion  that  the  plant  in  question 
might  prove  a  palliative,  if  not  a  cure.  It  was  then,  I  knew, 
in  blossom  ;  but  its  habitat  was  the  fertile  meadow-land  of 
the  valley,  and  how  could  I  leave  my  hiding-place  in  the 
mountain  to  cull  it  ?  For  a  little  time  I  hesitated,  but  after 
and  better  thoughts  overcame  all  uncharitable  feelings  and 

.  \ 
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unfaitliful  fears.  I  sought  the  holy  Celestine — ^refuge  of  all 
in  need — and  through  him  conveyed  the  remedy  to  Ag^es ; 
and,  though  no  human  skill  can  remove  the  dire  disease,  she 
finds  great  virtue  in  it  as  a  restorative." 

**  It  was,  then,  gratitude  for  this  remedy  that  induced  my 
aunt  to  place  you  near  her  person  ?  " 

"  Not  so  ;  I  owed  my  favour  to  another  cause,  ere  yet  she 
knew  the  source  from  whence  she  derived  it.  Guided  in  all 
her  actions  by  a  blind  impetuous  zeal  and  an  indomitable 
will,  when  revenge  for  the  murder  of  her  sire  had  been  slaked 
and  satiated  in  blood,  remorse  tore  her  heart  with  equal 
violence.  Her  first  craving  was  to  propitiate  by  fasts,  lacera- 
tions, and  vigils  the  anger  of  an  offended  God,  till  the  faithful 
admonitions  of  the  Hermit  of  St.  Hilda  roused  her  to  the  duty 
of  reparation ;  and,  with  the  hope  of  exorcising  the  ghosts  of 
the  murdered  which  haunted  both  her  waking  and  sleeping 
hours,  she  sought  out  the  wretched  survivors  of  her  cruelty  to 
make  the  only  restitution  now  left  her.  Amongst  the  banished, 
she  caused  me  to  be  brought  before  her,  and,  after  begging 
my  forgiveness  for  her  attempt  to  engage  me  in  the  guilt  of 
murder,  she  expressed  her  obligations  to  me  for  having  spared 
her  an  additional  crime,  and  entreated  me,  with  an  earnest- 
ness I  scarcely  thought  her  cold  nature  capable  of,  to  become 
the  resident  leech  of  her  Abbey." 

''I  fear  you  must  ere  now  have  repented  of.  your  consent 
thereof." 

"  Man's  vocation  is  that  of  trial  everywhere ;  but  to  minister 
to  the  ills  of  the  mind  is  far  more  distressing  than  those  of 
the  body.  My  poor  patients  on  the  mountain,  amid  all  their 
outward  sufferings,  were  cheerful  and  resigned  ;  but  of  these 
poor  recluses,  besides  the  tortures  of  their  Abbess,  I  could 
tell  you  tales  of  hopeless  grief  that  would  not  be  prudent  in 
your  physician." 

Bertha  sighed  deeply.  ^*  Has  my  aunt  shown  no  abate- 
ment in  her  favour  towards  you  and  the  hermit  Celestine  ?  " 
she  asked. 

**  None ;  though  I  have  reason  to  believe  there  are  those 
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in  both  houses  who  would  gladly  remove  us,  and  that  without 
much  scruple  about  the  means." 

"You  surely  cannot  mean — " 

"No,  noble  lady,  I  do  not  mean  her  whom  you  hesitate  to 
name.  I  allude  to  the  bloody  wolf  that  he  who  calls  himself 
the  shepherd  of  Christ's  flock  has  let  loose  in  the  enclosure  of 
Koenigsf elden. " 

"  The  new  Prior  ?  " 

"  The  same  ;  who  has  already  sown  the  seeds  of  discord  in 
both  communities,  and  who  would  remove  both  her  physicians 
from  the  Abbess." 

Bertha  shuddered.     "  Nay,  he  will  not ;  he  dare  not." 

"  The  lion  cannot  get  beyond  the  length  of  his  chain,  koA 
we  know  that  is  held  in  merciful  hands.     His  will  be  done !  " 

At  his  next  visit  the  Leech  found  his  patient  so  much  re- 
covered, that  he  thought  it  right  to  advise  her  leaving  her 
apartment,  and  joining  the  family  party.  So  accurate  a  reader 
of  the  human  mind  had  discovered  that  there  lay  a  weight 
on  that  of  his  interesting  charge,  which  retirement  would  add 
to  rather  than  diminish ;  therefore,  trusting  to  her  prudence, 
he  even  sanctioned  her  partaking  of  any  amusement  that  was 
going  forward. 

But  this  last  interview  was  not  to  be  thrown  away,  either 
by  the  doctor  or  his  patient ;  and  each,  though  unknown 
to  the  other,  had  determined  to  improve  it  by  introducing  a 
subject  interesting  alike  to  both — the  near-approaching  pro- 
fession of  Gertruda. 

"I  have  thought  much,  my  kind  doctor,"  said  Bertha,  "on 
what  you  said  of  Gertruda's  tie  to  the  convent.  Both  my 
nurse  and  I  have  long  ago  discovered  her  pity  and  tenderness 
for  Henga,  which  we  believed  sprang  from  their  early  intimacy 
in  childhood.  Do  you  really  think  the  poor  lad's  life  will  be 
a  short  one  ?  " 

"  You  have  arrived  at  a  conclusion  which  I  will  not  gainsay. 
I  believe  Henga  to  be  the  chain  which  rivets  his — ^the 
Fraulein  to  the  convent.  I  believe,  too,  the  links  are  weak, 
and  I  would  do  all  I  could — alas,  how  little ! — ^to  defer  the 
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irrevocable  vow.  In  the  performance  of  this  duty,  wliicli  she 
has  bound  on  herself,  sacrifice  would  not  be  felt,  but  without 
it  Koenigsfelden  would  be — *' 

'*Iknow  it,"  interrupted  Bertha;  and  again  reverting  to 
Henga,  she  added  thoughtfully,  ''  Their  early  association 
hardly  accounts  for  this  extraordinary  devotion.  .  Henga's 
affection  in  his  way  is  equally  apparent.  Thou  knowest," 
she  continued,  turning  to  Blandina,  '^  how  often  we  remarked 
the  smile  that  absolutely  beautified  the  poor  lad's  face  at  her 
approach,  whilst  no  overture  of  mine  could  win  even  a  look.  It 
would  seem  that  he  bore  an  ill-will  to  our  race ;  for  even  my 
father,  who  is  loved  of  all,  could  not  get  him  to  touch  the  hand 
he  graciously  held  out  to  him;  whilst  my  aunt  courts  his 
favour  in  vain." 

**  We  are  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made,  lady.  Man  is  a 
piece  of  the  JGlnest  mechanism,  which  a  touch  will  disorder — an 
indefinable  presstire  on  a  delicate  nerve  will  sometimes  mar 
the  harmony  of  the  whole  machine,  and  set  it  ajar.  Henga 
is  a  notable  instance  of  this  ;  the  fabric  was  of  rare  material, 
as  the  fragments  show.  The  boy's  taste  and  ingenuity  are 
surprising ;  and  equally  wonderful  is  his  power  over  animate 
nature.  He  tames  the  wildest  goats  of  the  mountain.  He 
has  but  to  whistle,  and  the  birds  float  around  and  perch  upon 
liim  ;  and  Father  Swithin — all  but  enchanter  as  he  himself  is 
in  horticultural  ^^^^r^^m^m— declares  that  Henga  is  the  most 
clever  conjurer  of  the  two." 

**Do  you  not  opine,  doctor,  that  Henga,  in  his  power  over 
birds  and  beasts  resembles  St.  Francis,  and  has  perhaps  insen- 
sibly been  led  to  the  imitation  of  the  founder  of  the  Minorites 
j&om  being  placed  in  a  monastery  of  his  order  ?" 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it.  And  yet  more,  I  believe  that  the  good 
father's  histories  of  the  saints'  sermons  to  the  swallows,  and 
other  colloquies,  have  had  a  strong  and  beneficial  effect  on  the 
lad's  mind ;  for,  nervously  averse  from  intercourse  with  £is  fel- 
lows, the  affection  he  bears  to  his  flowers,  and  the  Mendships  he 
contracts  with  birds,  bees,  and  butterflies,  have  given  that  ideal 
beauty  to  nature  which  gilds  his  whole  being,  and  nourishes 
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the  devotional  turn  of  bis  innocent  mind.  Yes,  my  Frincees's 
observation  has  let  in  the  right  light :  doubtless  St.  Franoifi's 
history  has  influenced  him,  illuminated  as  it  daily  is  by  the 
good  Swithin's  comments." 

''And  do  you  not  think  also,"  added  Bertha,  pursuing  the 
idea,  ''the  same  influence  has  extended  to  his  outward 
guise?" 

"No  question,"  answered  the  Leech,  smiling:  "it  was  the 
picture  of  the  hirsute  saint,  jointly  with  his  morbid  shrinking 
from  observation,  which  made  Henga  adopt  that  hairy  screen 
with  which  he  persists  in  covering  his  face." 

"And  that's  a  great  pity,  for  it  is  a  very  comely  one  when 
he  thinks  he  is  unobserved.     Altogether  he  is  a  riddle." 

"  Yet  there  is  still  harmony  in  that  unstrung  lute.  The 
boy  is  full  of  the  gentlest  affections ;  alas,  that  a  cruel  hand 
should  have  crushed  his  infant  promise !" 

"A  rough  handf  sir  Leech?  I  thought  it  was  surmised 
that  the  child  suffered  from  his  mother's  courageous  com- 
passion to  the  dying  Emperor." 

"It  is  thus  generally  said,  and  believed.  One  day,  per- 
chance, I  may  be  permitted  to  explain  the  mystery  that  hangs 
over  this  boy,  who  exhibits  the  most  wonderful  phase  of  man's 
moral  and  intellectual  being  that  has  ever  come  under  my 
observation.  Thus  much  I  fear  I  must  prognosticate.  From  a 
minute  watching  of  the  expansion  of  the  mind,  and  a  decay  of 
the  flesh,  that  Henga  will  not  be  long  amongst  us,  and  that 
he  will  soon  join  that  angelic  choir  to  whom  he  has  a  closer 
affinity  than  any  other  I  know  of  mortal  mould,  unless  wo 
except  his  artless  associate.  Father  S within." 

Bertha's  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she  said,  "  If  your  prophecy 
of  Henga' s  fate  be  fulfilled,  I  mistrust  me,  it  will  include  that 
of  the  father  also,  who  will  not  long  survive  him." 

"  I  had  almost  said,  so  be  it!  Truly  it  is  a  sweet  compact 
between  youth  and  age.  It  is  an  attribute  of  Divinity,  which 
finds  a  faint  reflection  in  noble  minds,  to  love  those  who  have 
most  needed  and  experienced  our  love.  Thus  do  we  see  the 
sturdy  child  take  the  hand  of  his  tottering  grandame  in  pre- 
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ference  to  tliat  of  his  mother^  as  if  to  give  support  whilst 
seeming  to  demand  it." 

The  recollection  of  her  father's  declining  health  and 
wounded  spirit  crossed  the  mind  of  Bertha,  and  she  listened 
with  deepening  interest  as  the  doctor  dilated  on  his  favourite 
theme. 

"  Now  the  absence  of  mental  equilibrium,  joined  to  Henga's 
exceeding  skill  and  infantile  dependence,  make,  with  the  lead- 
ing traits  of  decision,  judgment,  and  order  in  Swithin's  cha- 
racter, the  most  perfect  compact  that  ever  cemented  mind  to 
mind.  It  is  just  as  the  skilful  gardener  £bids  his  strength  fail- 
ing that  he  discovers  one  exactly  able  and  willing  to  assist  him  ; 
one  who  betrays  no  weariness  in  his  presence  or  reluctance 
at  his  exactions ;  one  whose  interests,  detached  from  self,  are 
all  centred  in  his  benefactor,  and  who  loves  him  with  an  affec- 
tion as  ardent  as  disinterested.  No,  Swithin  would  not  long 
survive  this  son  of  his  adoption." 

"You  believe,  then,  that  a  link  so  binding  can  exist  be- 
tween persons  in  such  different  stages  of  life  ?" 

"I  will  illustrate  my  position.  Look  at  the  ivy  round 
yonder  aged  tree,  that  seems  almost  coeval  with  your  ancient 
race ;  that  ivy,  which  twines  itself  ov^r  the  trunk  and  clothes 
its  sere  branches,  not  only  gives  beauty  and  verdure  to  the 
tree,  but  yields  it  shelter  and  support.  Separate  it,  gently 
as  you  can,  but  in  pulling  it  away  from  the  prop  on  which  it 
so  lovingly  clings  you  destroy  the  supporting  tree.  The 
rains  will  pour  through  its  hollow  trunk ;  the  soil  around  it, 
no  longer  held  together  by  the  many-fibred  roots,  become 
saturated  and  loosened;  the  sun  will  bum,  the  frosts  will 
chill,  the  storms  will  rend  it.  Desolate  and  alone,  it  will  fling 
about  its  bare  branches  for  awhile,  and  then  uprooted,  fall 
prostrate  on  its  mother  earth." 

"And  the  ivy?"  said  Bertha,  with  scarcely  suppressed 
emotion,  her  mind  again  engrossed  by  the  fate  of  a  yet  nobler 
tree. 

"  The  ivy  must  share  the  fate  of  its  support.  It  is  thus,  I 
believe,  that  our  poor  clinging  Henga  would  die  if  deprived 
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of  liis.  I  believe  the  loss  either  of  Father  Swithin  or  Gertruda 
would  prove  fatal  to  his  keenly  sensitive  mind  and  weak 
constitution.  I  remember,  and  maybe  your  highness  may 
not  have  forgotten^  the  malignant  fever  which  broke  out  in 
the  convent  a  few  years  since,  and  attacked  the  Fraulein  ?" 

**  But  too  well.  No  power  but  main  force  could  uproot  the 
poor  boy,  night  or  day,  from  the  spot  from  which  he  could 
discern  the  light  in  the  infirmary  window  where  she  then  lay." 

"Thus,  I  feel  assured  that  nothing  but  death  can  divide 
them ;  and  my  medical  knowledge  leads  me  to  the  belief  that 
the  ruthless  dissolver  of  human  ties  will  ere  long  destroy 
this." 

"  Oh,  then,"  exclaimed  Bertha,  suddenly  catching  the 
Leech's  meaning,  "if  we  could  but  delay  this  hated  pro- 
fession, Gertruda  might  be  induced  to  renounce  it." 

"It  is  exactly  what  I  would  urge  you  to  lose  no  time  or 
effort  to  accomplish  ;  unless  we  succeed,  the  life  of  the 
Fraulein  will  be  the  sacrifice ;  she  will  not  bear  the  chill  of  a 
conventual  life  after  expanding  in  liberty  and  sunshine." 

Further  conversation,  beyond'  a  mutual  promise  to  do  all 
in  their  power  to  effect  the  emancipation  of  their  beloved 
captive,  was  now  suspended  between  the  doctor  and  his 
patient  by  the  entrance  ,of  Blandina  to  receive  his  further 
orders. 

"I  have  none  to  give,"  he  said,  "but  gentle  exercise  in 
the  open  air,  and  cheerful  converse  within  doors.  The 
Princess  must  leave  her  apartment  and  join  the  social  circle ; 
neither  do  I  forbid  her  partaking  in  any  festivities  to  which 
they  may  be  pledged." 

If  Bertha's  pale  cheeks  and  feeble  steps  called  forth  the 
sympathy  of  the  Mends  who  crowded  round  to  welcome  her 
return,  she  felt  hers  engaged  in  the  changes  which  a  little 
more  than  a  week's  separation  had  wrought  on  them.  The 
Archduke  Frederick  was  sadder  and  more  silent.  The 
Duchess's  usually  calm 'presence  was  agitated  by  a  nervous 
irritability,  and  her  sallow  cheek  streaked  with  hectic  flushes. 
The  calm  Albert  was  restless,  the  restless  Leopold  calm. 
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But  the  greatest  change  had  passed  over  the  twin  sisters ; 
both  were  graver  and  more  "womanly,  but  in  a  different  guise. 
Alice's  complexion  glowed  with  a  brighter  hue,  her  eyes 
were  softer  and  more  expressive,  often  cast  down,  and  some- 
times bedewed  with  tears  ;  but  her  smile,  when  roused  from , 
her  occasional  fits  of  absence,  was  radiant  with  happiness. 
Poor  little  Aletta,  on  the  contrary,  was  pale  and  listless ;  her 
playfulness  had  vanished,  and  was  succeeded  by  a  fretful 
irritation  foreigpi  to  her  native  good-humoured  cheerfulness. 
She  took  no  trouble  to  exert  herself  or  to  conceal  her  dis- 
satisfaction, the  cause  of  which  no  one  could  divine,  not  even 
her  sister-self ;  unless  it  were  that  unusual  exertion  and  late 
hours  had  impaired  her  health. 

But  such  could  not  account  for  the  unusual  spirits  of  the 
retiring  Gertruda,  which  the  pious  Duchess  failed  not  to 
attribute  to  the  joy  inspired  by  her  approaching  profession. 
Did  Bertha  believe  this?  Did  that  changeful  cheek,  now 
white  as  monumental  marble,  now  outblushing  the  rose — 
did  that  absent  smile,  that  fitful  vivacity,  deceive  her  earnest 
inquiry?  She  knew  Gertruda  better,  and  more  than  ever 
determined  to  exert  every  power  to  set  her  free. 

The  two  younger  knights  were  with  the  assembled  family, 
and  it  was  well  that,  through  Blandina's  intimacy  with  the 
housedame,  she  had  been  already  apprised  of  the  departure 
of  their  companion;  since  his  lengthened  absence  became  a 
subject  of  conversation  and  regret ;  the  Archduke  remarking, 
that  he  trusted  he  would  yet  return  to  form  one  of  several 
projected  hunting  parties,  and  more  especially  would  be  pre- 
sent at  a  fete  to  be  given  at  Castle  Braimegge,  on  the  christ- 
ening of  the  baron's  infant  heir. 

It  now  becomes  the  chronicler's  duty  to  follow  the  fortunes 
of  the  errant  Knight. 
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CHAPTEE  XXVin. 

THE  RECALL. 

When  false  Pilatus  doffs  his  cap, 

Traveller,  beware  of  some  mishap ! — Old  Saw. 

The  incognito  Knight,  whom  our  sagacious  readers  have 
doubtless  recognized  under  the  disguises  of  pilgrim,  and 
hunter  (if  they  have  not  made  further  guesses  at  his  identity), 
left  the  ball-room  immediately  after  the  Princess  and  her 
ghostly  supporter.  As  he  passed  through  the  antechamber, 
that  was  crowded  with  the  retainers  of  the  Castle  and  those 
of  the  numerous  guests,  he  was  accosted  by  a  young  man  in 
whom  he  immediately  recognized  the  son  of  Guillaume  Tell. 

How  the  youth  discovered  the  ** pilgrim  grey"  imder  his 
present  knightly  trappings  and  court  braveries  it  boots  us  not 
to  tell;  certain  it  is,  he  failed  not  to  deliver  to  the  right  person 
a  strip  of  parchment  endorsed  by  a  well-known  arrow,  and 
containing  this  parabolical  information : — 

**  We  have  tracked  the  fox  to  his  hole  ;  follow  the  bearer, 
and  help  to  unearth  him.'' 

**I  will  meet  thee  at  the  postern-gate  at  dawn,  boy.  Re- 
fresh thyself  at  the  buttery,  and  sleep  till  then." 

These  concise  directions  given,  the  speaker  sought  his 
chamber,  doffed  his  court  dress,  and  put  on  the  pilgrim  weeds 
in  which  he  was  first  introduced  to  the  reader.  He  then  sat 
down  some  time  in  silence,  listening  for  the  footsteps  of  De 
Lauffenburg,  whose  apartment  joined  his  own. 

He  came  at  last,  but  accompanied  by  De  Courcy,  with  whom 
he  remained  some  time  in  seemingly  earnest  conversation. 

At  length  the  "good  night"  was  distinguished,  then 
creeping  footsteps  along  the  corridor;  a  distant  door  softly 
opened  and  shut,  and  all  was  still. 
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The  revels  closed,  and  tlie  revellers  retired  into  tlie  privacy 
of  their  own  chambers ;  the  Pilgrim — for  such  we  must  at 
present  designate  our  modem  Proteus — entered  that  of  De 
LauSenburg.  Although  changes,  both  in  appearance  and 
purpose,  were  much  more  commonplace  affairs  in  those 
knight-errantry  days  than  our  own,  the  noble  minstrel  did  not 
look  on  the  vision  before  him  without  surprise,  although  he 
expressed  none. 

"  Bead  this  paper,"  said  the  intruder,  **  and  I  prithee  tell 
me  how  thou  expoundest  the  riddle." 

"  Doubtless  by  Tell's  encountering  the  demon  of  the  bridge, 
and  gaining,  or  expecting  some  important  revelation  there- 
from." 

"  Just  so.  You  know  how  you  all  combated  my  foolish 
pleasure  of  allowing  the  miscreant  to  escape  unscathed,  an 
obstinacy  I  have  since  repented  of.  The  truth  is,  I  have  got 
an  inkling  of  his  employer,  which  makes  his  evidence  of  great 
account ;  therefore  I  mean  to  follow  honest  Tell's  advice,  and 
depart  with  his  son  at  break  of  day." 

"  When  you  will  find  me  ready  to  accompany  you." 

"  No,  my  brave  boy,  I  will  not  take  you  from  these  sunny 
regions  into  the  turmoil  of  that  accursed  stream !  " 

**  Much  less  should  your  precious  life  be  hazarded  near' it; 
and  alone." 

"  Tush,  boy !  with  TeU  and  his  son  I  would  encounter  the 
foul  fiend  himself,  even  on  his  haunted  bridge ! " 

**  Nay,  I  cannot  be  repulsed !  On  my  knees  I  would  implore 
you  to  accept  my  poor  services ;  perhaps  in  so  doing,  you  will 
release  me  from  spells  more  dangerous  them  any  that  hang 
over  that  stormy  desert." 

The  Pilgrim  looked  with  concern  on  the  kneeling  pleader, 
as  for  the  first  time  he  noticed  his  altered  mien,  his  hollow 
eye,  and  quickly  changing  colour. 

**De  Lauffenburg,  my  son,"  he  said,  as  he  gently  raised 
him,  "hast  thou  hovered  round  one  of  the  lights,  which  might 
well  dazzle  even  steadier  vision,  until  your  daring  wings  were 
scorched  ?    Yet,  cheer  up !    If,  as  men  suspect,  the  Princess 
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Aletta  smile  not  on  thee,  there  are  many  eyes  as  briglit  that 
look  on  thee  with  kindling  beam." 

"Aletta!"  answered  the  bard,  with  a  bard's  disdain;  "no, 
pretty  and  graceful  as  she  be,  she  is  not,  nor  ever  could  be, 
the  lady  of  my  devoir." 

**  May  our  Lady  forbid,  rash  boy,  that  thou  should' st  fix 
thy  affections  on  thy  cousin,  the  affianced  bride  of  thy — " 

"  My  aspirings,  alas,  are  to  a  yet  higher  rivalry,  the  Bride 
of  Heaven." 

It  was  well  for  the  guardianship  of  his  secret  that  the 
lamp  the  Pilgrim  held  was  too  dim  to  betray  the  workings  of 
his  countenance,  and  that  the  bard's  emotion  prevented  his 
noticing  that  of  his  friend;  thereby  affording  him  time  to 
check  the  naturcd  impetuosity  of  his  nature,  and  call  up  its 
equally  native  generosity. 

"  Shall  I,"  he  thought,  "  the  betrothed  of  another,  become 
the  rival  of  this  ingenuous  boy  ?  Shall  I  interfere  with  his 
happiness,  and  that  of  one,  alas,  yet  dearer  ?  No ;  rather  let 
me  strain  every  nerve  to  remove  aU  obstacles  that  would 
separate  them." 

When  did  ever  a  virtuous  resolve  fail  of  its  reward.  There 
was  but  one  drawback  to  the  satisfaction  of  this  generous 
resolution — "Did  Gertruda  return  the  love  of  De  Lauffen- 
burg?"  But  the  doubt,  as  the  suggestive  deduction  of  a 
more  dangerous  influence,  was  resolutely  repelled. 

"  De  Lauffenburg,"  he  said,  after  this  momentary  struggle, 
"  you  already  know  the  pressing  calls  to  Bohemia  (to  which  I 
have  too  long  turned  a  deaf  ear)  can  be  no  longer  unheeded. 
Be  my  search  for  the  murderous  Friar  successful  or  no,  I  shall 
not  at  present  return  hither ;  but  if  there  is  aught  I  can  do, 
be  it  even  an  application  to  the  chair  of  St.  Peter,  to  save 
this  poor  maiden  and  to  make  ye  both  happy,  that  will  I  do. 
Cheer  up,  my  brave  boy !  the  irrevocable  oath  is  not  yet  taken, 
and  if  all  else  fail,  we  will  have  recourse  to  our  chivalry." 

"  Alas !  if  they  were  all,  what  are  convent  bars  or  hosts  of 
nuns  and  cowled  iriars  to  oppose  the  course  of  true  love  ?  The 
only  obstacle  I  fear  is  her  own  determination.  The  ladies  Alice 
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and  Aletta  have  declared  to  me  that  Gertruda's  clioice  is  tlie 
veil,  and  her  own  lips  have  confirmed  her  determined  resolution 
to  assume  it." 

The  smile  of  incredulity  which  this  information  drew  forth 
quickly  vanished  as  the  Pilgrim  rose  to  depart,  and  said  with 
a  voice  which  trembled  in  spite  of  his  utmost  efforts  to  steady 

it,- 

''If  that  be  all  the  impediment  to  thy  happiness,  I  have 
reason  to  believe  it  may  be  overcome.  But  I  must  away,  for 
see,  the  dawn  begins  to  streak  the  clouds." 

De  Lauffenburg  bent  one  knee  to  the  ground,  pressed  to  his 
lips  the  hand  held  out  to  grasp  his  own,  and  the  Mends  parted. 

The  travellers  left  the  castle  as  the  first  rays  of  morning 
gleamed  above  the  mountain- tops,  whilst  the  frozen  dew  crisped 
the  herb  beneath  their  feet ;  and  though  neither  of  them  had 
enjoyed  a  night's  repose,  and  one  had  not  closed  an  eye,  they 
drew  anjuivigoration  that  chased  away  weariness  and  sleepiness, 
jfrom  the  mountain  air.  The  practised  hunter  led  the  way 
through  lone  vaUeys  and  pine  forests,  and  across  sharp  cuts 
on  the  mountain  side.  They  stopped  occasionally  at  the  goat- 
herd's hut  or  cowherd's  chalet,  where  the  lingering  in- 
habitants had  not  yet  descended  into  their  winter  quarters, 
to  procure  the  necessary  refreshment — a  draught  of  milk,  rye 
bread  and  goat's  cheese.  Once  they  passed  the  night  with  no 
covering  but  their  cloaks,  and  no  roof  but  the  deep  blue  vault 
of  the  starry  heaven. 

Though  eager  for  the  elucidation  of  Toll's  summons,  and 
involved  in  a  future  of  difficulty — nay,  even  whilst  scorning  his 
own  weakness — the  Pilgrim  at  such  times  could  not  refrain 
from,  seductive  musings  on  the  past,  or  dangerous  dreams  of 
what  he  knew  his  future  could  not  realize. 

The  shaded  pine  forest  through  which  he,  almost  uncon- 
sciously, followed  the  footsteps  of  his  guide  ;  the  mossy  banks 
on  which  he  reposed,  whilst  Guillaume  left  him  in  search  of  re- 
freshment or  shelter ;  the  tumble  of  the  torrent,  the  moan  of 
the  wind  amid  the  branches  of  the  giant  pines,  which  seemed 
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to  breathe  sounds  from  a  distant  world, — all  nursed  his  melan- 
choly, and  he  felt  almost  sorry  when  his  g^de  announced  that 
early  on  the  morrow  they  would  reach  Lucerne,  and  find  his 
father  with  a  boat  in  readiness  to  convey  them  to  the  head 
of  the  lake. 

Ashamed  of  his  weakness,  he  vigorously  roused  himself  for 
action.  **Gertruda,"  he  mentally  said, "  1  must  tear  thine  image 
from  mine  heart  and  restore  its  rightfiil  possessor ;  and  is  she 
not  as  worthy  of  its  affections,  even  as  thou  art  ?  Yet  will  she 
regard  me  with  the  same  modest  favour  ?  "  And  then  the  thought 
that  his  too  evident  admiration  might  have  awakened  feelings 
inimical  to  the  peace  of  that  innocent  heart,  caused  an  additional 
pang,  though  not  altogether  without  its  sweetness. 

But  the  journey  is  ended,  the  quaint  city  of  the  peerless 
lake  is  in  view ;  and  finally  gathering  up  his  "wide  wandering 
thoughts,  the  many  pressing  considerations  of  necessity,  self- 
preservation,  ambition,  and  revenge  asserted  their  right,  and  he 
entered  Lucerne  with  a  determination  to  pursue  with  courage 
and  diligence  the  object  which  had  brought  him  thither. 

They  found  the  elder  Tell  impatiently  pacing  the  Hofbriicke. 

"  All  thanks  to  St.  Francis,  sir  Pilgrim,"  said  he,  reverently 
unbonneting,  ' '  you  are  at  length  arrived !  I  have  been  ever 
since  daybreak  waiting  for  you,  and  watching  that  black 
traitor,"  pointing  to  Mont  Pilatus,  who  rears  his  shaggy 
head  over  the  lake.  "  See,  how  the  arch-fiend  doffs  his  cap 
to  the  evil  demons  of  the  storm  which  his  black  art  is  con- 
juring up." 

"  Storm  ?  I  see  nothing  but  the  clear  mountain  summit  re- 
flected in  the  glassy  lake.  It  is  you  that  are  the  sorcerer ;  toQ 
me,  therefore,  what  thou  wouldest  of  me,  and  wherefore  hast 
thou  summoned  me  ?  " 

''  To  hear  a  confession  which  most  nearly  concerns  you,  and 
can  be  breathed  in  no  other  ear.   But  we  are  all  too  late,  I  fear." 

<'  Let  us,  then,  lose  no  more  time,  and  brave  both  PilatuB 
and  his — "  The  Bowman  crossed  himself  whilst  he  hastify 
interrupted  the  irreverent  challenge.  "Away,  away,  then!  we 
ma/y  reach  Weggis  before  the  storm  breaks,  and  pursue  our 
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way  from  thence  on  foot."  And  as  Tell  spoke  lie  led  the  way 
to  the  quay,  where  they  found  his  boat  ready  manned  by 
Guillaume  the  younger,  and  another  active  rower.  "Up  with 
the  latyne  whilst  the  wind  holds  fair,  my  lads ;  it  is  brisk,  and 
will  blow  us  speedily  forward ;  but  we  must  be  on  the  alert,  for 
I  hear  the  grumblings  of  the  threatening  tempest." 

Tell  guided  the  helm,  the  two  young  men  sat  at  their  oars  ; 
but  the  prudent  pilot  forbade  their  plying  them,  too  surely 
aware  that  all  their  strength  would  be  needed  for  the  coming 
struggle.  Not  an  imnecessary  word  was  spoken.  The 
beautiful  craft  shot  onward,  like  one  of  their  own  darts 
through  the  clear  but  tossing  waves.  Suddenly  her  sails 
flapped,  and  a  shiver  ran  through  her  timbers,  as  if  she  had 
been  a  thing  of  life,  and  felt  her  coming  trial.  The  sail  was 
now  secured,  and  the  oars  grasped  almost  before  the  order  had 
passed  the  pilot's  lips. 

**  Ay,  these  are  the  traitor's  tears,"  observed  Guillaume's 
fellow-rower,  as  large  drops  of  rain  fell,  each  with  a  distinct 
plash,  into  the  lake,  *'  and  yonder  his  flaming  sword." 

"  Silence,  my  lads !  Pull  towards  the  Bay  of  Muellen ;  we 
may  And  a  shelter  before  the  storm  overtakes  us  in  the  little 
harbour  of  Treib,  and  seek  a  way  on  foot  over  the  mountains 
to  Altdorff.  Thanks,  noble  Pilgrim !  thine  arm  does  good 
service." 

But  the  full-stretched  sinews  of  the  whole  brave  band  were 
exerted  in  vain  to  outstrip  the  tempest,  which  came  on  with 
fearful  rapidity.  The  day  had  been  warm,  but  the  icy  wind 
£:om  the  moimtains  came  loaded  with  snow  and  hail.  The 
thimder  rolled  from  rock  to  yock,  and  broke  over  their  heads. 
The  lightning  blazed  like  a  wall  of  flame  around  the  craggy 
foot  of  Pilatus ;  and  though  the  more  enlightened  Pilgrim  did 
not  give  his  full  belief  to  the  wild  legend  of  the  too-late 
repentant  judge,  he  could  scarcely  wonder  at  the  credulity 
which  converted  the  howlings  of  the  storm  into  the  shrieks  of 
the  doomed. 

"And  this,  then,"  he  thought,  "is  the  fitting  end  of  my 
restless  life.    So  be  it !    I  am  weary  of  the  struggle.     Yet,  oh 
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Gertruda,  who  will  snatch  thee  from  the  living  grave  ?  "Who 
now  will  execute  those  towering  schemes  of  ambition  which 
have  cost  me  such  years  of  toil  and  painful  sacrifice  to  bring 
close  to  completion?  But  away  with  these  vain  visions. 
What  heeds  the  perishing  of  love  or  ambition  ?  Certainty 
alone  is  what  he  has  to  deal  with.  My  God,  if  thou  wilt 
deliver  me  from  this  peril,  I  vow  no  longer  to  sport  with  Thy 
forbearance;  I  vo\5r," — a  bitter  smile  curled  his  lips — "/ 
vow  ?  "  he  repeated  in  humbler  accents,  "  I,  a  miserable  sinner, 
not  half  so  precious  in  Thy  sight  as  these  honest  peasants. 
For  their  sake,  then — but  oh,  above  all,  for  His  who  died  for 
all,  draw  us  out  of  these  deep  waters — " 

The  voice  of  Tell  interrupted  the  prayer,  and  almost  stag- 
gered all  hope  in  its  efficacy. 

"ilt  is  but  lost  labour ;  we  cannot  weather  the  point,  and  to 
attempt  to  near  the  shore  is  the  deed  only  of  desperation. 
Keep  in  the  middle  of  the  lake,  my  brave  lads,  and  we  will 
do  all  we  can  to  stay  the  boat  from  sinking."  There  were 
a  few  minutes  of  strenuous  effort,  when  he  added,  "  The  helm 
is  useless.  Here,  give  me  thine  oar,  boy.  There  is  One  above 
who  alone  can  pilot  us  through  dangers  such  as  these.  Pray, 
Pilgrim,  pray!" 

And  he  did  pray,  with  aU  the  energy  of  his  ardent  nature — 
and  his  supplications,  with  those  of  his  pious  companions,  were 
heard.  The  Lord  drew  them  from  the  depths  out  of  which 
they  cried ;  and  just  when  faith  failed,  and  even  hope  grew 
dim,  the  storm  subsided  (as  is  n6t  unusual  in  those  regions) 
almost  as  rapidly  as  it  had  commenced.  The  clouds  rolled 
back,  and  from  beneath  them  the  light  of  the  emerging  moon 
enabled  the  skilful  boatmen  to  reach  the  haven  they  sought. 
They  landed  on  the  spot,  so  celebrated  in  the  most  wonderfiil 
epoch — ^in  the  most  wonderful  of  histories, — ^where  a  few 
mountaineers,  raising  their  toil-worn  hands  beneath  the  star^ 
sown  firmament,  swore  to  free  their  country  from  the  tyrant's 
thrall,  or  perish  with  her.  The  same  stars  in  their  spiritual 
brightness  looked  down  on  our  little  party,  as,  headed  by  one 
of  the  principal  actors  in  that  wonderM  drama,  drew  up 
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their  boat  on  the  lake  shore,  and  sought  a  night's  refuge 
in  the  Liberators'  cave  near  by. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  appease  the  cravings  of  hunger  here- 
in," said  Tell,  as  they  entered  it,  '*  and  our  provisions  are  all 
vrater-logged ;  but  we  have  yet  an  undrained  flask  of  Kirchen- 
vrasser,  which,  mixed  with  the  crystal  water  of  this  miraculous 
well,  that  gushed  forth  beneath  the  footsteps  of  our  Liberators, 
may  prove  no  unwelcome  restorative.  Will  you  pledge  me, 
sirPHgrim?" 

This  invitation  was  thankfully  accepted  in  turn  by  each  of 
the  party;  after  which  the  two  young  men  were  despatched  by 
Tell  in  search  of  some  more  solid  refreshment  at  a  village 
about  a  mile  up  the  moimtain,  there  to  engage  the  help  of  the 
inhabitants  in  catering  for  their  supper  and  night's  accom- 
modation in  their  rock- roofed  dormitory.  Tell  now  struck  a 
light,  and  his  companion  helped  him  in  collecting  wood  for  a 
fire,  whose  cheerful  blaze  illuminated  the- deepest  recess  of  th6 
cavern.  Accustomed  to  these  upholstery  exigencies.  Tell 
brought  in  the  root  of  a  tree,  which  he  fashi6ned  with  two 
or  three  strokes  of  his  hatchet  into  a  comfortable  seat,  and 
offered  it  to  his  companion. 

**  Why,  verily,  thou  hast  out  me  out  a  throne,"  said  the 
latter,  as  he  seated  himself  on  this  impromptu  arm-chair. 

^' And  who  more  worthy  to  fill  one?" 

''If  thus  thou  deemest,  get  thyself  another  seat  and  relate 
to  me  why  thou  hast  so  unceremoniously  summoned  me.  If 
thou  canst  not  show  just  cause  whereof,  I  shall  arraign  thee 
of  praemunire  at  the  least." 

"I  did  so  at  the  earnest* bidding  of  the  Prior  of  St.  Gothard, 
and  as  well  that  I  knew  it  was  an  errand  you  yourself  would 
be  pleased  to  further." 

"  Prithee  explain." 

**  The  Prior's  plea  was  the  pressing  desire  of  a  dying  man 
to  confide  in  your  ear  a  secret  that  he  would  confess  to  no 
one  else." 

''And  so  the  good  Prior,  his  own  ears  itching  to  hear  this 
secret,   drags  me  through  flood  and  tempest  as  the  only 
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medium  of  getting  at  it^  besides,  by  the  toe  of  his  Holiness! 
what  can  a  poor  dying  man  want  of  me  ?  Are  there  not  holy 
confessors  enough  at  the  Hospice?  but  this  comes  of  mas- 
querading. The  fellow  little  thinl^s  what  a  wolf  in  sheep's 
clothing  he  has  fixed  on  to  tell  his  secret  to." 

The  speaker  was  fast  working  himself  up  into  veritable 
indignation,  when  the  patient  listener,  secure  in  his  power 
of  alla3dng  it,  said  in  a  calm  low  voice, — 

**What,  if  your  dying  penitent  were  the  assassin  of  the 
bridge  ?" 

The  stout  man  shuddered. 

**Even  thus,  I  would  rather  he  were  shrived  by  one  who 
held  him  less  in  aversion ;  bear  him  my  forgiveness,  and  let 
him  bury  his  secret  in  the  grave  with  him." 

"  The  name  of  his  employer  ?" 

''Ah,  that  indeed  might  be  worth  an  effort;  but  why 
deemest  thou  that  it  be  really  he  ?" 

"From  little  less  than  certainty.  He  was  found,  a  few 
days  after  he  had  left  the  Hospice  as  your  guide,  buried  ii> 
the  snow,  by  the  Maroniers  and  their  brave  dogs,  and 
conveyed  to  the  Hospice,  where  he  was  with  diffieolly 
restored  to  life.  Although  the  Prior  and  his  of&dals  did 
aU  they  could  to  keep  the  secret,  I  have  found  out  to  a 
certainty  that  the  rescued  man  is  no  other  than  the  deaf 
and  dumb  monk  of  Kcenigsfelden ;  and  have  learnt  further 
from  my  old  friend  the  Cellarer,  that  his  state  is  { most 
desperate,  mortification  having  already  commenced  in  the 
extremities." 

**rrom  what  you  say,  friend,  I  conclude  that  the  Prior, 
when  despatching  you  to  seek  me,  did  not  tell  you  for 
whom." 

"Certainly  not;  but  I  put  two  and  two  together,  and  I 
think  you  must  allow  that  my  arithmetic  is  correct." 

"I  do,  and  come  what  will,  I  am  sure  shall  never  repent 
of  trusting  myseK  to  your  g^dance." 

The  sound  of  mingling  voices  and  approaching  footsteps 
broke  up  the  Ute-d-tite,    The  two  young  men  returned  aooom- 
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panied  by  several  others  laden  with  provisions  for  the  way- 
worn and  wave-worn  travellers,  which  were  soon  spread  out 
before  them ;  and  the  hospitable  Swiss  hosts,  finding  the 
offer  of  beds  in  their  own  dwellings  declined,  on  the  score  of 
distance  and  fatigue,  brought  trusses  of  heather  and  some 
03arse  coverings,  from  which  they  arranged  such  beds  as  had 
often  supplied  their  own  necessities  :  then  wished  the  travel- 
lers good  repose,  and  took  their  leave.  Tell  saw  the  ready 
hand  untying  the  purse-strings,  and  arrested  it. 

"  On  your  peril,  sir  Pilgrim,  offer  no  affront  to  these  honest 
villagers !  Woe  betide  the  hour,  if  it  ever  arrive,  when  the 
stranger's  gold  shall  conquer,  where  the  tyrant's  sword  and 
chains  have  failed." 

We  need  not  say  how  the  supper  was  relished.  From  the 
slight  elevation  of  his  sylvan  throne,  the  royal  guest  looked 
down  on  the  fine  athletic  forms  of  his  companions,  grouped 
round  the  rock  on  which  their  simple  yet  luxurious  repast 
was  spread,  glowing  with  health  and  intelligence,  and  thought 
how  often  this  storied  cave  with  its  associations  would  be 
remembered  in  his  after-life. 

The  supper  ended,  the  younger  pair  retired  to  rest.  The 
elder  remained  yet  a  little  while  to  consult  on  the  morrow's 
proceedings,  and  the  possible  frustration  of  its  object  by  the 
death  of  the  mysterious  summoner. 

"  At  all  events,"  said  the  Pilgrim,  "  our  visit  to  the  Prior 
is  imperative.  I  shall  proceed  at  once  from  thence  to  the 
south ;  and  it  will  not  be  the  least  of  my  obligations  to  you, 
my  noble  Tell,  that  you  have  recalled  me  from  dangerous  sloth 
to  active  duty." 

The  friends  now  bade  each  other  good  night,  and  seeking 
their  fragrant  couch  slept  soundly  and  dreamlessly  till  the 
dawn,  when  the  whole  party  were  again  astir. 

After  a  hearty  breakfdjst  on  the  fragments  of  the  evening's 
meal,  they  were  soon  seated  in  their  boat,  which,  like  them- 
selves, had  suffered  but  little  damage  from  the  rough  en- 
counters of  the  preceding  day.  The  latyne  sail  was  set,  and 
filled  by  a  gentle  breeze ;  the  joyous  band,  under  the  insen- 
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sible  influence  of  the  beautiful  scenery  around — of  fair  skies 
and  calm  waters,  of  the  glorious  sun  and  the  free  air — ^were 
overflowing  with  a  gentle  hilarity,  which  vented  itself  in  jest 
and  song. 

The  Pilgrim  listened  with  fuU  content,  and  looked  around 
with  imfeigned  admiration. 

''It  must  be  confessed,"  he  said,  "that  this  your  lake 
is  the  Queen  of  inland  waters — beautiful  from  Nature's 
workmanship,  beautiful  in  the  deeds  of  its  brave  people; 
but  at  the  same  time  it  cannot  be  gainsaid  that  it  is 
both  fickle  and  dangerous.  Who  would  have  suspected, 
when  we  sailed  over  it  yestreen,  when  not  a  ripple 
curled  its  surface,  that  it  would  have  treated  us  so  deceit- 
fully?" 

''It  is  but  too  true,"  replied  Tell.  "Even  our  boatmen 
confess  they  often  find  the  wind  to  change  behind  every 
point." 

"  How  know  we,  then,  that  when  we  have  weathered  yonder 
jutting  cliff,  and  left  these  close  embracing  banks,  we  shall  not 
have  to  battle  with  similar  storms  to  those  we  encountered  last 
night?" 

"By  yonder  token,"  said  the  younger  TeU,  pointing  to 
Mont  Pilatus,  whose  top  was  hooded  in  dense  clouds  and 
floating  mist. 

"  Nay,  to  my  eye  the  token  is  a  frowning  one." 

"You  know  not,  then,  the  old  distich,"  said  Tell,  smiling, 
"and  that  Mont  PUatus,  like  him  from  whom  it  takes  its 
name,  is  to  be  read  by  contrariety.     It  runs  thus — 

*'  Wenn  Pilatns  tragst  sein  hnt, 
Dann  wird  das  wetter  gut."* 

"Your  mountain  reads  a  lesson  I  have  too  often  proved 
— that  some  men's  smiles  are  more  dangerous  than  their 
frowns." 

The  mountain  and  its  expositors  were  true  to  their  auguries. 


*  **  When  PilatQB  wears  his  hat,  the  weather  will  be  good.'* 


THE  BEOALL.  311 

After  a  sail,  in  wHcli  no  clouds  were  to  be  discerned  but 
those  around  the  Giant's  head,  they  reached  Fluellen  about 
noon.  Here  the  pleasant  party  divided,  the  young  men  to 
return  to  their  home,  and  the  Pilgrim  and  his  guide  to  pursue 
their  way  on  foot  to  the  Hospice  of  St.  Gothard. 
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CHAPTEE  XXIX. 

NEMESIS. 
As  ye  sow,  so  likewise  shall  ye  reap. 

The  travellers  pursued  their  way  for  some  time  in  silence, 
which  Tell  at  length  broke  with  the  abrupt  question, — 

"  Am  I  presumptuous  in  asking  if  you  do  not  recollect  any 
previous  inteiteourse  with  this  dumb  friar,  Sir  Pilgrim  ?" 

The  questioned  started.  '*  Thou  hast  divined  my  thoughts, 
Tell ;  they  were  busy  in  trying  to  account  for  an  impression, 
which  has  haunted  me  from  the  first  moment  of  meeting  him 
at  the  Hospice,  that  I  had  seen  those  eyes  before — But,  no ;  I 
can  find  nothing  wherewith  to  link  them  either  with  the  past 
or  present." 

"It  is  strange  he  should  bear  you  such  deadly  hatred,  as 
twice  to  attempt  your  life ! " 

**  Unless — for  there  are  those  who  make  a  merchandise  of 
blood — he  was  hired  to  take  my  life.  It  would  not  be  the  first 
aim  that  has  been  m3.de  at  it,  for  I  have  no  lack  of  enemies 
— political,  maybe,  rather  than  personal." 

*'  May  Heaven  turn  their  devices,  as  now,  to  their  own  con- 
fusion !  But  this  friar,  I  know  full  well,  was  no  hired  assassin : 
it  was  the  thirst  of  blood,  not  of  gold,  which  directed  his  blade. 
I  have  seen  your  trader  in  human  life,  but  never  with  such 
dilated  nostrils  and  glaring  eyeballs." 

"  Enough,  enough,  good  Tell,  I  grow  a  coward  when  I  think 
of  them." 

Again  they  climbed  the  mountain  in  silence.  The  Pilgrim's 
countenance  was  clouded,  for  his  musings  were  tinged  with 
deep  self-reproach  for  time  wasted,  opportunities  unemployed, 
life  perilled,  and  character  compromised;  and  he  mentally 
vowed  never  again  to  indulge  his  love  of  wild  adventure,  but 
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steadily  to  pursue  a  course  of  life  suited  to  Hs  character  and 
position.  There  were  other  strong  resolves  and  heroic  sacri- 
fices included  in  these  musings.  In  his  dreamy  future,  he 
beheld  Gertruda  the  bride  of  De  Lauffenburg,  and  one  as  fair, 
if  not  as  loved,  at  his  side. 

As  they  crossed  the  too-weU-remembered  bridge,  TeU  pointed 
to  a  stain  as  of  blood  on  the  spot  where  the  friar  fell,  and  his 
companion  replied, — 

"  But  for  thy  interposition,  my  Mend,  the  earth  would  have 
drunk  deeper  of  mine.'* 

The  travellers  next  entered  the  dreary  region  already  de- 
scribed, and  had  advanced  about  half-way  when  a  mournful 
strain  was  heard  to  mingle  with  the  torrent's  voice.  Tell  stood 
still  for  a  few  moments,  then  pointed  to  an  eminence  which 
rose  at  a  short  distance,  and  exclaimed, — 

"  It  is,  then,  as  I  feared.  See  you  not  the  funeral  procession 
which  has  just  gained  the  crown  of  yonder  hill  ?  It  is  doubt- 
less that  of  the  friar,  whose  body  they  are  bearing  to  the 
monastery  below." 

This  little  procession  was  headed  by  one  of  the  lay  brothers, 
carrying  a  taU  cross  before  the  simple  bier,  borne  on  the 
shoulders  of  six  stout  mountaineers.  On  either  side  walked  a 
monk  of  St.  GK)thard,  and  the  train  was  closed  by  a  relay  of 
six  more  bearers,  all  joining  in  the  monotone  of  the  dirge. 

The  leading  monk  bade  the  bearers  lay  down  the  bier  as  they 
reached  the  spot  where  our  travellers,  with  uncovered  heads, 
awaited  its  approach. 

He  accosted  the  Pilgrim  with  marked  respect,  and  delivered 
to  him  a  pressing  invitation  from  the  Prior  to  visit  the  Hospice; 
expressing  at  the  same  time  his  Superior's  regret  at  being  pre- 
vented by  indisposition  from  meeting  him  in  the  valley,  there 
to  deliver  to  him  some  papers  of  importance. 

"  Here,  then,"  said  the  Pilgrim  (after  courteously  accepting 
the  Prior's  invitation),  laying  his  hand  on  the  bier,  "  are  the 
remains  of  the  mute  friar  ?  " 

"They  are,"  replied  the  monk,  solemnly  removing  the 
covering  from  the  face  of  death,  and  adding, ''  Let  us  hope  his 
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ears  are  now  open  to  the  melodies  of  heaven,  and  his  tongue 
newly  strung  to  the  praise  of  the  blessed  Mary  and  the  saints." 

The  Pilgrim  turned  involuntarily  away ;  then,  as  if  deter- 
mined to  conquer  his  repugnance,  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  calm 
countenance,  gazing  as  if  by  fascination. 

**  He  sleeps  well,." 

**  He  sleeps  within  the  fold  of  the  Church,  of  whom  he  was 
a  duteous  son." 

'^  I  am  glad  I  have  seen  him,  now  death  has  closed  those 
restless  eyes,"  said  the  Pilgrim,  withdrawing  his,  as  the  monk 
replaced  the  face-cloth,  and  added,  '.'  We  must  not  delay  your 
progress ;  the  day  wanes,  and  we  have  each  a  long  journey 
before  us." 

He  signed  to  the  bearers  to  resume  their  burden.  The 
funeral  anthem  again  mingled  with  the  torrent's  roar ;  and 
our  travellers  remained  to  watch  the  receding  procession  until 
its  waters  fell  unaccompanied  but  by  the  murmuring  of  the 
evening  gale ;  and  they  were  once  more  alone  on  the  mountain- 
side. The  day  had  closed  in  ere  they  reached  the  Hospice, 
where  the  Pilgrim  was  welcomed  by  the  same  porter  as  had 
before  admitted  him,  but  this  time  with  a  more  ceremonious 
respect. 

**  His  reverence,"  he  said,  '*  had  been  hastened  by  his  enemy, 
the  podagra,  early  to  bed ;  but  he  had  ordered  that  all  in  Ids 
poor  ability  should  be  done  to  make  his  guest  welcome."  And 
few  are  the  travellers,  even  in  our  more  fastidious  age,  but 
would  have  found  themselves  content  therewith,  after  so  many 
days  of  hardships  and  peril  as  our  wanderer  had  encountered. 

A  blazing  fire  was  the  first  ingredient  of  comfort;  then 
were  dry  imder-garments  from  the  Prior's  own  wardrobe  pro- 
vided ;  and  when  the  outer  man  was  thus  refreshed,  the  inner 
was  not  forgotten,  and  a  supper  such  as  we  have  already  de- 
scribed, with  its  accompan3ring  cordials,  was  served  and  relished. 

Tell,  who  came  afterwards  into  the  room  to  see  into  the  well 
being  and  doing  of  his  charge,  was  invited  to  pledge  him  in  a 
cup  of  the  latter,  to  the  health  of  the  good  Prior  and  the  dis- 
comfiture of  the  podagra. 
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The  Cellarer,  his  good  Mend  and  confidant,  who  had  accom- 
panied Tell,  showed  no  reluctance  to  the  spiced  cup  or  the 
toast,  and  contributed  his  full  share  to  the  pleasant  sociability 
of  the  next  hour,  banishing  aU  thought  of  weariness  or  sleep. 

As  at  length  Tell  rose  to  take  leave,  he  blended  with  his 
good  night  a  hope  that  his  fellow-traveller  would  sleep  more 
soundly  than  on  the  former  night  he  had  passed  in  theHospice, 
adding,  '*  that  if  the  ghost  of  the  dumb  friar  disturbed  him,  he 
had  but  to  knock  on  the  wall,  and  he  would  arise  to  his 
assistance ;  since  the  Prior  had  ordered  a  bed  to  be  prepared 
for  him  in  the  adjoining  chamber,  that  he  might  be  at  hand 
to  attend  to  the  wants  of  the  guest  the  good  superior  appeared 
so  desirous  to  honour." 

The  poor  friar,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  slept  quietly  in  the  cloisters 
below  ;  at  any  rate,  he  did  not  disturb  the  weary  Pilgrim  even 
in  his  dreams,  for  his  fatigue  and  exhaustion  even  oi^erpow- 
ered  the  conflicting  emotions  of  the  past.  He  slept  long  and 
soundly,  and  arose  with  eye  as  bright,  with  head  as  clear, 
and  step  as  firm,  as  if  nothing  unusual  had  taxed  their  powers ; 
and  nothing  now  remained  of  his  mental  struggle  but  the 
stem  resolution  that  sealed  it. 

A  substantial  breakfast  was  a  prelude  to  the  business  of  the 
day :  and  soon  after,  that  more  serious  business  was  heralded 
by  a  courteous  invitation  from  the  Prior  to  his  guest  to  an 
audience  in  his  private  parlour,  and  a  ceremonious  apology 
for  not  showing  the  way  thither  in  person. 

The  Pilgrim  was  ushered  into  the  sanctum  with  every 
mark  of  respect  by  two  or  three  of  the  leading  officials,  who 
bowed  and  retired.  The  sick  man  was  in  " durance  vile"  of 
gouty  bandages,  but  pleasant  and  gracious  as  of  old,  although 
there  was  a  little  more  ceremony  in  his  welcome,  and  yet  more 
of  apology  deprecatory  of  the  lodging  and  dietary  of  his 
Hospice — as  he  attempted  to  rise  from  what  could  scarcely  be 
called  an  easy  chair ;  high  and  straight-backed,  with  broad 
arms  and  wooden  seat,  the  very  antipodes  to  all  modem  ideas 
either  of  comfort  or  repose.  The  guest  truthfully  and  cordially 
replied  that  there  was  nothing  lacking,  either^n  kind  or  degree. 
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in  the  hospitality  lie  had  been  shown,  and  tendered  his  grate- 
ful thanks,  adding  with  characteristic  abruptness  that  he  had 
not  yet  discovered  the  meaning  of  his  summons. 

"  Neither  can  I  explain  it,"  said  the  Prior ;  '*  unless  you  will 
give  me  a  cue  to  the  mystery.  However,  you  shall  hear  all 
I  know,  which  I  trust  will  justify  my  proceedings  in  the  case; 
first  craving  your  indulgence  for  an  old  man's  prolixity  and 
his  phthisic. 

The  listener  bowed. 

"  You  do  not,  I  am  sure,  forget,"  continued  the  Prior,  "your 
last  visit  to  these  heights,  and  your  mute  guide  down  its 
sides?" 

**Nor  ever  shall,"  was  the  emphatic  reply. 

**  It  was  just  three  days  after  (I  mind  the  day,  seeing  it  was 
the  festival  of  our  patron  St.  Gothard,  of  unctuous  memoiy)' 
when  our  Maroniers  brought  in  the  corpse  of  a  man  found  by 
our  noble  dogs  beneath  the  snow,  which  had  been  falling  for 
many  days,  and  caused  our  men  and  dogs  to  be  on  the  alert" 

"Pardon  me,  reverend  father,  did  you  say  a  corpse?  It 
could  not,  then,  have  been  that  of  the  dumb  Franciscan  who 
lived  till  yesterday  ?" 

"And  yet  he  it  was,  my  son,  and  a  hond  fide  corse  into 
the  bargain,"  repeated  the  Prior,  with  the  half-facetious,  half- 
consequential  air  of  a  propounder  of  riddles  difficult  oi 
solution.  **  And,  moreover,  the  said  corse  would  have  been 
forthwith  conveyed  to  the  dead-house,  had  not  our  brothers 
reminded  me  of  the  many  miracles  wrought  by  our  patron 
Saint  {pra  pro  nobis)  on  his  festival  day ;  recording  how  this 
one  had  been  raised  from  a  fever,  another  from  the  falling 
sickness;  then  again,  and  no  less  wonderful,  how  hidden 
treasure  had  been  brought  to  light,  and  lost  articlea  re- 
covered. But  I  have  not  breath,"  and  here  the  good  Prior  wai 
seized  with  a  fit  of  coughing,  "to  tell  you  hedf  the  notable 
miracles  wrought  by  the  Saint  on  these  his  anniversay  festi- 
vals. Here,  however,  was  one  to  crown  the  blessed  catalogae. 
Our  brothers,  nevertheless,  continued  to  rub  the  dead  body 
with  snow,  repeating  at  the  same  time  the  Sosarj  of  the 
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Bleeding  Heaxt,  till  warmth  returned  into  it ;  furthermore  ap- 
plying well-approved  remedies,  and  pouring  reviving  cordi^ 
down  his  throat  until  the  dead  man  opened  his  eyes." 

The  listener  winced.  Those  dreadful  eyes !  Then,  perhaps 
to  conceal  his  emotion,  said,  '^  And  did  the  Saint  loosen  the 
strings  of  the  dumb  man's  tongue  ?" 

The  Prior  laid  his  trembling  hand  on  the  inquirer's  arm. 
"  Son,  son,  thou  knowest  not  the  import  of  thy  question !  In 
forcing  the  cordial  down  the  unfortunate  man's  throat,  our 
brothers  discovered  that  the  organ  was  altogether  wanting,  or 
had  been  removed  by  violence!  What  ails  thee,  my  son?" 
exclaimed  the  Prior,  discontinuing  his  narrative  and  laying 
his  hand  on  the  bell  which  stood  at  his  side.  ''  Is  it  from 
over- weariness  or  sudden  sickness  that  thy  countenance  pales 
and  changes  thus  ?" 

"Do  not  summon  any  one,  good  father.  I  am  not  ill;  it 
was  but  the  remembrance  of  a  deed  of  cruelty  which  your 
narrative  called  forth.  Continue  it,  I  pray  ;  my  explanation 
shaU  foUow." 

After  a  long  look  of  earnest  interest,  during  which  the  hue 
of  health  again  returned  to  the  manly  and  expressive  features 
of  his  guest,  the  Prior  continued, — 

"  Brother  Giovanni,  our  Sub-prior,  a  prudent  man,  as  well  as 
pious  Catholic,  prevailed  on  me  to  allow  him  the  sole  charge 
of  the  Eriar,  and  to  keep  his  residence  amongst  us  as  secret  as 
possible.  They  spoke — that  is  to  say,  understood — the  same 
language,  being  both  natives  of  Luxembourg." 

"  Of  Luxembourg,  saidst  thou  ?  " 

"  Yea,  verily  and  this  rendered  his  services  at  once  accept- 
able and  valuable.  Thus  the  Sub-prior  became  confessor,  leech, 
companion,  and  nurse  to  the  sick  man.  The  flame  kindled  at 
the  Saint's  intercession  was  weak  and  flickering ;  it  was  doubt- 
less his  sanctity's  purpose  to  give  him  time  to  make  a  clean 
breast,  and  to  receive  the  forgiveness  and  consolations  of  the 
Church.  His  continual  cry — nay,  I  mean  not  that,  for  he  re- 
mained mute  to  the  last — ^but  aU  his  signs,  which  the  Sub-prior 
clearly  interpreted,  as  well  as  his  written  requests,  were  that 
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the  Pilgrim,  in  whose  company  he  left  the  Hospice,  might,  if 
possible,  be  summoned  to  hear  some  revelations  of  importance 
he  could  confide  to  none  other.  At  this,  his  earnestly-re- 
peated supplication,  and  at  his  own  suggestion,  we  applied  to 
Tell ;  your  appearance  here  shows  how  successfully.  Yet  I 
could  have  wished  we  had  been  more  prompt  in  securing  his 
services,  for  on  the  morning  after  the  despatch  of  his  son  to 
fetch  you,  unmistakeable  signs  of  approaching  dissolution  ap- 
peared, and  the  poor  sufferer,  conscious  that  he  should  never 
personally  deliver  it,  confided^this  sealed  packet  to  my  care: 
with  a  solemn  injunction  to  trust  it  into  no  other  hands  but 
his  to  whom  it  is  addressed.  Does  your  Highness  acknow- 
ledge the  superscription  ? "  continued  the  Prior,  as  he 
tendered  it  to  his  companion,  who  slightly  coloured  as  he 
deliberately  broke  the  seals,  and  detached  the  string  that 
bound  it. 
It  was  addressed  to 

The  Most  Nolle  Prince  John  of  Luxemhourg^ 

and  ran  thus : — 

"You  do  not  come;  but  one  who  tarries  not  for  prince  or 
potentate  threatens  to  deprive  me  of  the  earnest  longing  of 
my  soul  to  receive  your  forgiveness  for  my  grievous  sins  against 
you.     I  have  also  another  imperative  duty  to   perform.    I 
must  assoil  my  benefactor,  the  noble  Abbot  of  Koenigsfelden, 
of  all  knowledge  of  my  crime,  and  to  do  this  I  will  relate  the 
wrongs  which  urged  me  to  it.     Twenty  years  ago,   I  was 
dragged  from  the  honourable  house  of  a  loyal  race  to  answer 
to  a  charge  of  sedition  (as  false  as  those  who  forged  it)  against 
the  Emperor.     He  condemned  me  imheard,  in  spite  of  my 
untainted  race,  and,  regardless  of  our  past  services,  sentenced 
me — my  whole  being  is  convulsed  as  I  write  it — ^to  a  punish- 
ment to  which  death  would  have  been  mercy! — a  base,  a 
cowardly,  an  inhuman  sentence — to  have  my  tongue,  which 
had  never  uttered  one  disloyal  word  against  the  tyrant  that 
doomed  it  to  be  plucked  out  by  the  roots ! 

<'  With  its  last  quivering  accents  I  vowed  to  revenge  fhe 
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wrong  on  its  author,  and  all  his  race.  That  author  was  your 
father!  He  died  before  I  was  released  from  the  pestilential 
dungeon  in  which  I  passed  two  years ;  and  then  turned  out, 
a  mutUated,  blasted  wretch,  on  the  wide  world.  My  object 
was  to  wander  as  far  as  my  powers  would  carry  me  from  kin- 
dred and  country  :  they  had  entirely  failed  when  I  was  dis- 
covered by  one  of  the  friars  and  carried  into  the  Abbey  of 
Koenigsfelden,  where  my  benefactor,  the  Abbot  Montolivo, 
received  me  with  the  true  beneficence  of  his  noble  nature ;  for 
he  not  only  offered  food  and  shelter,  but  taught  me  how  to 
earn  it.  Under  his  gentle  rule  the  fires  of  revenge  might 
have  died  out,  had  not  its  embers  been  stirred  by  a  commis- 
sion given  me  by  my  honoured  Superior  to  go  in  search  of  you 
— the  son  of  my  bitter  foe :  to  watch  your  movements,  to 
dog  your  footsteps — ^but  to  do  you  no  harm,  either  of  life  or 
limb. 

**  You  know  how  far  I  exceeded  my  commission;  you  will 
hear  from  others  of  the  quick-coming  vengeance  of  Heaven  ; 
for  I  must  be  brief.  Let  me  make  the  only  return  I  can  for 
the  injury  I  intended  by  urging  you  to  return  without  delay 
to  the  high  duties  of  your  station.  Let  me  warn  you  that  in- 
dignation bums  at  your  absence,  and  insurrection  is  rife. 
Would  that  I  could  save  one  who  turned  aside  the  arrow  that 
would  righteously  have  avenged  his  wrongs !  The  hand  of 
God  could  not  thus  be  thrust  aside ;  it  struck  me  a  few  days 
after,  but  in  mercy.  I  was  conveyed  to  this  abode  of  piety 
and  charity,  where  my  festering  body  has  been  nursed,  and 
my  g^ty  soul  assoUed ;  where  I  have  received  the  consola- 
tions of  the  Church,  and  where  I  die  in  peace !    Yale ! 

"  GOTFRIED, 

"iji  Minorite  unworthy." 

The  eye  of  the  Prior  anxiously  watched  the  agitated  coun- 
tenance of  his  companion  during  the  perusal  of  the  mysterious 
packet.  He  marked  how  his  hand  trembled  as  he  held  the 
manuscript ;  how  his  eye  rested  on  some  portions  of  it,  whilst 
his  colour,  which  at  one  time  receded  from  his  quivering  lips, 
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mounted  even  to  his  forehead  as  he  offered  it  to  the  Superior, 
begging  he  would  give  him  his  opinion  and  counsel  respecting 
its  contents. 

"I  can  give  neither,  my  son,"  he  said,  £is  he  returned  the 
paper,  with  a  trembling  hand  and  ^blanched  cheek,  "  until  you 
guarantee  the  truth  of  these  awful  disclosures.'' 

"I  doubt  it  not;  since,  by  a  wonderful  dispensation  of 
Providence,  I  was  a  forced  witness  of  the  most  painful  part  of 
them ;  and,  indeed,  was  the  object  of  the  rest.  But  you  shall 
hear  the  strange  tale.  Although  twenty  years  have  since 
passed,  and  I  then  numbered  but  half  as  many,  the  scene  is 
fresh  as  that  of  yesterday,  when  I  met  his  pale  corse  on  the 
mountain  side." 

"I  entreat  you  explain  ;  had  you  met  before?"  interrupted 
the  listener,  thus  impeding  by  his  eager  impatience  the  ex- 
planation he  yearned  to  know. 

**  Your  pardon,  holy  father ;  the  scene  I  am  about  to  recall 
is  so  unconnected  with  all  others — so  distant,  so  vague — ^that 
the  circumstances  which  unite  it  with  the  present,  if  broken, 
may  not  again  unite." 

The  Prior  answered  only  by  placing  his  finger  on  his  lips, 
and  the  Prince  went  on  : — 

"I  know  nothing  of  the  former  history  of  this  unfortunate 
yet  remarkable  man,  or  of  the  crime  laid  to  his  charge ;  my 
faint  impression  is  that  he  was  of  noble  birth,  and  tiie 
leader  of  an  insurrectionary  band.  My  father,  at  least, 
believed  he  was;  doubtless  misled  by  evil  advisers  in  his 
cruel  sentence,  as  he  was  when  he  gave  his  consent  to  my 
being  present  at  its  execution.  My  stem  tutor  deemed  I 
had  too  soft  a  heart,  and  that,  like  the  young  bloodhound, 
I  might  become  more  keen  for  gore  when  my  fangs  were 
steeped  in  it.  He  soon  discovered  and  rued  his  error. 
Never,  even  if  the  Almighty  grant  me  the  longest  span  of 
man's  existence,  shall  I  forget  the  impression  made  on  my 
child -mind  by  that  inhuman  butchery !  Those  eyes  protruded 
by  agony  from  their  sockets,  to  which,  I  believe,  they  never 
again  returned,  haunt  my  dreams  even  to  the  preiont  time. 
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I  afterwards  learnt  that  I  was  conveyed  from  the  torture 
chamber  in  violent  convulsions ;  and  that  a  subsequent  fever 
on  the  brain  for  some  days  threatened  to  deprive  my  father 
of  his  only  son.  Oh  God ! "  continued  the  narrator,  with 
solemn  emphasis,  ''  how  just  are  Thy  judgments,  and  withal 
how  merciful ! " 

**  Amen !  amen !  "  responded  the  Prior ;  "  but  tell  me,  my 
gracious  son,  did  you  not  recognize  the  Friar  on  the  evening 
of  your  arrival  here  ?  " 

"  Not  in  his  identity, — only  by  a  misgiving  disgust  of  those 
protruding  eyes,  which  seemed  ever  to  be  in  search  of  mine. 
But  what  other  link  of  memory  could  there  have  been  between 
the  bulky  Mar  and  the  writhing  attenuated  criminal  ?  besides, 
twenty  of  the  most  active  years  of  an  active  life  had  passed 
between  our  meetings." 

"  I  have  yet  another  question.  What  means  that  reference 
to  crime,  and  petition  for  pardon  ?  " 

**  I  would  fain  have  tke  past  forgotten,  as  it  is  forgiven." 

"Nay,  nay,  my  son,  this  is  treating  your  Mend  but 
shabbily,  to  conduct  him  into  the  middle  of  a  wood  and  leave 
liim  to  find  his  way  out  in  the  dark."  The  tone  of  the  kind 
Prior's  remonstrance,  though  expressive  rather  of  disappoint- 
ment than  anger,  lent  additional  force  to  its  justice. 

"  I  feel  your  reproof,  and  my  own  selfishness  in  jdelding  to 
a  repugnance  to  enter  on  the  hateful  subject,  and  concealing 
anything  which  so  kind  a  friend  claims  to  know.  I  will  en- 
deavour to  make  up  for  it  by  increased  prolixity." 

Notwithstanding  this  promise,  the  confidence  was  not  quite 
entire,  as  the  narrator  deemed  it  prudent  to  conceal  the  midnight 
visit  of  the  Friar,  and  spare  the  indulgent  Superior  the  pain  of 
hearing  the  delinquency  of  one  of  his  community,  whom  he 
looked  on  as  his  sons,  and  treated  as  such.  Commencing  his 
narrative  from  the  moment  of  leaving  the  Hospice,  the  Prince 
described  their  descent  of  the  mountain,  the  beauty  of  the  way, 
the  bearing  of  his  guide,  with  almost  wear3dng  minuteness,  as 
if  he  feared  to  enter  on  the  last  dreaded  passages ;  but  arrived 
at  the  fatal  bridge,  his  utterance  grew  more  rapid,  his  colour 
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heightened,  and  the  description  was  almost  as  fearfolly  exditiiig 
as  the  reality ;  till  the  changing  colour  of  the  poor  Prior,  and 
the  gripe  he  laid  on  his  arm,  recalled  him  to  something  like 
shame  at  his  own  emotion. 

''  Paxdon  me,  good  father ;  I  feel  less  than  man  when  I  re- 
collect the  power  that  awful  being  had — nay,  A<w— on  me ;  I 
who  was  cradled  in  a  camp." 

The  Prior  saw  nothing  at  all  astonishing  in  this  fear  of  a 
man  who  was  at  once  powerful  and  revengeful ;  the  histoiy  of 
whose  direful  revenge  made  his  teeth  chatter  and  shook  his 
whole  frame.  It  was  well,  therefore,  both  for  narrator  and 
listener,  that  the  thoughtful  Cellarer  now  entered  with  the 
Prior's  usual  noonday  refection,  somewhat  amplified  for  tiie 
honoured  guest.  They  were  both  exhausted,  and  the  pause 
was  as  needful  as  the  refection.  Most  grateful  too,  for  nerves 
so  shattered,  was  the  Prior's  gouty  cordial,  no  less  than  a 
bottle  of  old  canary  and  the  pleasant  histories  of  the  donor, 
the  far-renowned  prelate,  Anselmo,  and  his  isle  of  refiige 
amongst  the  fens  of  Lincolnshire. 

But  the  meal  ended,  not  even  the  favourite  j&iend  of  his 
youth  could  withdraw  the  good  Prior's  thoughts  from  tiie 
subject  of  present  interest,  and  the  gratification  of  another 
appetite  quite  as  voracious  as  that  which  the  Cellarer's  fore- 
thought had  so  amply  catered  for. 

"I  would  not  be  importunate,"  he  said,  "but  I  must  re- 
mind your  Highness  of  your  promise  of  a  full  relation  of  your 
adventures,  in  which  you  have  proceeded  but  half-way.  St 
Anthony,  the  guide  of  the  wayfarer,  forbid  you  should  have 
any  more  of  such  a  nature  as  you  have  already  described !" 
And  here  the  Prior  crossed  himself  most  devoutly,  whilst  his 
companion  answered, — 

*'I  will  redeem  my  pledge,  holy  father,  provided  you  ad- 
dress me  as  no  other  than  Pilgrim^  whilst  I  wear  the  weeds  of 
one.  But,  to  make  my  history  more  intelligible,  I  must  com- 
mence it  ere  I  had  donned  them.  I  need  not  enter  into  any  par- 
ticulars of  the  late  war,  which  was  rife  through  Europe,  seeing 
that  almost  every  one  of  its  nations  have  been  engaged  in  it.  I 
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allude  to  it  to  say  that,  at  the  return  of  peace,  my  young  squire, 
De  Lauffenburg,  craved  permission  to  accompany  our  well- 
beloved  brother  in  arms,  the  renowned  Irish  chief,  De  Courcy, 
on  his  homeward  way  as  far  as  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg,  where 
he  meant  to  sojourn  awhile ;  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg,  where 
my  betrothed  Princess  was  confined  under  the  guardianship 
of  her  dragon  uncles.  Nothing  could  faU  in  better  with  my 
humour,  and  I  instantly  determined  on  accompanying  them. 
To  go  without  disguise  ,was,  for  me,  impossible ;  so  my  com- 
panions determined  on  assuming  it  too :  and  without  stopping 
to  calculate  the  difficulty  and  even  danger  of  the  attempt,  we 
left  the  issue  to  fate.  We  had  a  great  plaisance  in  choosing 
our  characters ;  De  Lauffenburg's  was  cast  by  nature — " 

"  But  not  so  those  of  the  other  maskers,"  interrupted  the 
Prior,  whose  countenance,  from  the  combined  effect  of  the  cor- 
dial and  the  interest  of  the  story,  had  resumed  its  usual  bright- 
ness. "  I  saw  that,  at  a  glance ;  but  the  minstrel  was  a  puzzle 
to  me  altogether,  for  his  likeness  to  some  familiar  countenance 
haunted  without  enlightening  me ;  his  parentage  now  accounts 
for  it.  I  knew  his  father  well — he  was  the  son  of  a  cousin  of 
a  sister's  son  of  the — no,  I  mistake,  not  a  cousin — ^but  there — 
we  will  trace  his  pedigree  when  I  have  heard  the  remainder 
of  your  Highness's  story.  Still  his  art  was  so  inborn  that  I 
should  rather  have  traced  his  origin  to  the  friend  of  the  lion- 
hearted  king,  the  gentle  Blondin,  than  to  the  race  of  Haps- 
burg." 

"  Yet  he  greatly  resembles  them  in  feature." 

"  He  does ;  and  most  the  ex-Emperor  Frederick,  and  his  fair 
daughter." 

"  You  knew  the  Princess  Bertha,  father  ?" 

'<  As  a  child ;  but  she  was  not,  even  then,  one  that  could  be 
forgotten." 

'*  Holy  Father,  you  know  not  how  the  memory  of  that 
gracious  child  clove  unto  me — just  as  she  was  when  she  placed 
her  fair  arms  round  my  neck,  and  thanked  me  as  her  deliverer. 
But  I  cannot  linger  on  the  long  past,  for  I  must  descend  the 
mountain  ere  close  of  day,  and  you  will  desire  to  hear  the  UttlQ 
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I  have  yet  to  communicate.  When  our  disguises  were  fixed 
on  and  procured,  the  unexpected  intelligence  of  Frederick's 
return  from  captivity  reached  our  ears,. and  rather  increased 
my  desire  to  depart ;  for  I  conceived  the  romantic  project  of 
disclosing  myseK  to  him,  and  engaging  his  assistance  in  carry- 
ing off  my  betrothed  bride  from  her  violently  opposing  uncles. 
You  will  not  forget  the  party  who  claimed  your  hospitality 
almost  at  the  outset  of  their  wild  adventure  ?" 

" Still  less,"  interrupted  the  Prior,  "the  dreadful  passages 
which  followed." 

**  And  yet  they  were  well  repaid  by  the  friendship  of  that 
noble  hero,  Tell,  under  whose  hospitable  roof  we  spent  some 
days  ere  we  proceeded  to  Brugg." 

**  And  did  you,  then,  deliver  my  parcel  to  ihy  old  and  well- 
beloved  friend,  the  Hermit  of  St.  Hilda  ?  " 

"I sent  it  by  De  Lauffenburg,  and  in  so  doing — for  naught 
happens  by  chance — opened  a  way  of  entrance  into  the  other- 
wise closed  gates  of  Hapsburg.  It  seemed  that  our  minstrel, 
on  a  subsequent  visit  to  the  Hermit,  had  charmed  his  musical 
taste  by  one  of  his  roundelays." 

**  At  that  I  do  not  wonder ;  his  melodious  voice  might  arrest 
an  angel  on  his  way." 

"  It  was  not  quite  that,"  said  the  narrator,  smiling,  "but  it 
did  enchant  two  very  iUustrious  listeners,  Duke  Frederick  and 
his  beautiful  daughter,  who  had  lost  their  way  in  the  forest, 
and  arrived  to  ask  direction  at  St.  Hilda's  cave,  scarcely 
allowing  the  minstrel  time  to  escape  from  it  unobserved.  The 
Duke  questioned  Father  Celestine  narrowly  anent  the  sweet 
strains  they  had  heard;  and  finally  desired  the  hermit  to 
engage  the  services  of  the  minstrel  at  an  approaching  ban- 
quet at  the  Castle.  We  improved  on  the  hint,  got  a  few 
mountaineers  together,  and  visited  the  festive  scene  in  dis- 
guise " 

The  narrator  next  dwelt,  with  apparent  pleasure,  on  a  scene 
already  fully  expatiated  on :  the  brilliant  assembly  ;  the  min- 
strel's song ;  the  various  guests ;  until  the  Prior,  anxious  to 
inrtroduce  a  subject  nearer  his  heart,  asked,  almost  impatientlyy 
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why  lie  heard  no  mention  of  the  Princess  Bertha,  whom,  he 
added,  ''your  Highness  must  have  found  to  have  more  than 
fulfilled  the  promise  of  her  childhood." 

"  She  is  passing^  fair,  but — "  and  here  the  speaker  be- 
trayed considerable  embarrassment,  adding  rapidly,  "  it  may 
seem  strange  to  confess  that  I  obtained  only  a  distant 
glance  of  her  beauty.  It  was  my  fate  that  evening,  to  be 
placed  next  one — as  fair,"  he  would  have  added,  but  that 
a  sudden  exclamation  from  the  Prior  checked  him  [a  twinge, 
probably,  of  his  relentless  enemy].  "  The  seat  assigned  me 
was  between  the  Abbot  of  Koenigsfelden,  and  a  novice  of  St. 
Elare,  soon  to  become  a  nun  in  the  convent  of  the  ex-Queen 
of  Hungary." 

There  now  followed  a  pause  in  the  discourse,  which  neither 
pariy  seemed  desirous  of  disturbing,  until  the  native  candour 
and  impetuosity  of  the  Prince  broke  through  the  embarrass- 
ment ;  and  in  an  impassioned  tone  he  implored  the  reverend 
father's  counsel  and  assistance  in  rescuing  a  young  creature 
from  a  fate  she  detested. 

Ashamed,  offended,  and  astonished,  the  Prior  turned  on  the 
pleader  a  countenance  of  such  reprehensive  sternness,  so  foreign 
to  its  usual  expression,  as  awoke  him  to  the  equivocal  appear- 
ance of  his  petition. 

**  Nay,  holy  father,"  he  said,  with  more  of  sorrow  than 
anger,  "it  is  the  cause  of  honourable  love  I  plead,  and  that  not 
on  my  own  count,  but  on  his  whom  you  so  highly  affect ;  for 
De  Lauffenburg's  sake,  who  loves  the  dedicated  maiden,  I 
implore  you  to  tell  me  if  there  be  no  way  to  release  her  from 
her  noviciate  vows;  which  it  is  always  understood  are  not 
irrevocable." 

**Thu8  men  pretend;  but -when  is  the  consecrated  vestal 
permitted  to  leave  her  cloister  ?  and  if  she  escape,  is  she  not 
scorned,  and  chased  like  a  stricken  deer  from  the  herd  to 
which  she  woidd  return?  No,  no,"  continued  the  old  man 
with  a  benevolent  smile,  whilst  tears  glistened  in  his  eyes, 
**let  the  young  bard  dream  on;  dream  of  his  idol  in  her 
convent  shrine,  where  years  will  not  dim  her  beauty  in  his 
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eyes,  nor  the  breath  of  man  stain  her  virgin  fame.  He  will 
be  far  less  miserable  than  if  she  walked  by  his  side  through 
the  rugged  paths  of  the  world ;  persecuted  by  those  she  has 
deserted,  avoided  by  those  sought,— a  poor  seK-blamed, 
despised  apostate.  No,  my  poor  boy,  I  will  not  aid  thee  to 
thy  ruin.  Let  thy  lady-love  consummate  her  sacrifice,  and  do 
thou  dream  on !  And  yet,"  continued  the  Prior,  returning  to 
address  his  companion,  "I  marvel  much  that  one  so  con- 
versant with  human  hearts,  both  in  and  out  of  convents, 
should  have  subjected  this  fair  novice,  and  those  who  were 
exposed  to  the  fascination  of  her  charms,  to  such  an  ordeal." 

The  deep  sigh  which  followed  this  observation,  and  the 
equally  deep  reverie  of  the  person  to  whom  it  was  addressed, 
elicited  the  following  question  from  the  observant  Prior  : — 

"And  now,  my  son,  let  us  return  to  the  realities  of  life; 
what  are  your  purposes  ?  " 

The  question  did  not  receive  an  immediate  answer,  so  much 
had  the  good  sense  and  genuine  feeling  of  his  aged  friend's 
speech  affected  the  hearer ;  as  well  as  the  affecting  picture  it 
drew  of  the  blight  on  De  Lauftenburg's  young  life. 

**  What  do  /mean  to  do  ?"  he  said,  vaguely,  and  endeavour- 
ing to  recall  his  thoughts.  "  Why,  return  to  Bohemia,  and 
endeavour  to  repair  the  mischief  which  my  reckless  neglect 
has  brewed.  I  shall,  too,  as  beseems  my  honour  and  duty, 
demand  the  hand  of  my  betrothed,  and  await  aU  the  con- 
sequences of  such  a  step,  even  all  chance  of  the  Bohemian 
crown.  If,  however,  she  or  her  kinsmen  refuse  my  request, 
I  shall  secure  that  by  espousing  the  heiress  of  the  late  King, 
whom  the  saHque  law  shuts  out  from  reigning  alone.  Thus 
you  see,  father,  I  have  no  crown  to  offer  the  Princess,  and 
that  in  courting  her  alliance,  I  shut  myseK  out  from  all 
lawful  pretensions  to  that  of  Bohemia." 

**  Yet  you  have  been  chosen  by  the  people,  and  invested 
with  the  title." 

"  Only  under  the  understood  event  of  my  becoming  the 
husband  of  the  daughter  of  their  late  King." 

*'  Then  why  not  ?  since  I  have  too  plainly  seen  your  heart 
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is  not  engaged  in  the  sacrifice,  wluch  I  fear  you  will  one  day 
repent  ?  Go,  fill  up  your  roll  of  ambition ;  the  Princess  Bertha 
is  worthy,  not  only  of  the  first  throne  in  Christendom,  but  of 
the  heart  of  its  proudest  wearer.  I  am  jealous  that  she 
should  not  be  rightly  valued." 

**  Fear  me  not,  reverend  father,"  said  the  Prince  solemnly ; 
^'  I  both  esteem  and  admire  her ;  and  I  doubt  not,  if  it  be  my 
high  lot  to  obtain  one  so  worthy  of  love,  I  shall  find  in  my 
bride  all  that  attached  me  to  her  in  her  chUdhood,  the  sweet 
vision  that  I  have  never  lost  sight  of  during  the  years,  the 
stormy  years,  that  have  passed  since  we  parted." 

The  Prince  knelt  to  receive  the  good  Prior's  blessing,  so 
tremulously  breathed,  yet  so  sincerely  offered.  Then,  pouring 
out  the  thanks  of  his  grateful  heart,  he  bade  farewell  to  the 
'  Superior  and  his  assembled  brethren,  and,  still  accompanied  by 
Tell,  wended  his  way  down  the  mountain,  and^  reached  Bell- 
anzoni  ere  night-faJl. 
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OHAPTEE  XXX. 

A  BAEONIAL  F^TE  OF  THE  FOUKTEENTH  OENTUEY. 

• 
In  days  of  yore  when  Minstrels  song, 

What  mirth  through  every  castle  rung ! 

And  every  harp  to  joy  was  stning 

At  Christmas. 

We  now  return  to  our  castle  of  Hapsburg,  and  find  a  gay 
assemblage  of  bold  knights  and  fair  ladies,  with  along  retinue 
of  attendants,  issuing  from  its  portals,  hawk  on  wrist,  and 
hound  in  leash. 

The  day  fixed  for  the  christening  of  the  infant  heir  of  the 
Baron  Gesler  had  arrived,  and  soon  after  sunrise  the  royal 
party  set  off  to  join  in  the  amusement  of  hawking,  with  whicli 
the  f^te  was  to  commence.  A  few  hours  later,  a  quieter 
party  passed  over  the  same  drawbridge,  for  it  had  been 
arranged  by  her  anxious  father  that  the  precious  invalid, 
accompanied  by  Gertruda,  and  attended  by  the  Seneschal, 
should  join  the  cortege  just  below  Castle  Bruney ;  and  thus 
escape  the  fatigue  and  excitement  of  this  fashionable  sport 
of  the  period. 

Blandina,  too,  had  wisely  bespoken  the  sage  Janet  as  a  safer 
steed  than  the  one  her  Princess  usually  rode— and  the  half- 
reasoning  animal  picked  her  way  so  daintily  over  the  rugged 
road,  as  showed  her  to  be  aware  of  the  value  and  delicacy  of 
the  burden  she  carried. 

Gertruda  rode  by  the  Princess's  side,  their  white-haired 
protector  a  little  behind,  and  a  groom  walked  at  the  head  of 
each  of  the  ladies'  palfreys. 

When  this  very  prudent  cavalcade  had  reached  the  four  di- 
verging paths  in  the  forest,  Bertha  said,  '^  Let  us  ask  Everard 
to  order  the  grooms  to  lead  our  horses  onward ;  and  we  will 
meet  them  at  the  turn  of  the  road  that  leads  to  the  Bruney 
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heights ;  pursuing  our  way  leisurely  by  the  side  of  St.  Hilda's 
stream." 

It  was  one  of  those  calm  autumnal  days  when  Nature  seems 
to  pause,  as  if  unwilliiig  to  hasten  the  approach  of  winter,  and 
part  with  the  fair  hours  of  brighter  seasons.  Yet  the  irrevoc- 
able decree  goes  forth,  and  though 

"  No  breeze  disturb  the  goss'mer  web, 
Or  waft  the  winged  seed  to  its  repose/' 

the  tinted  and  sapless  leaf  falls  circling  to  the  earth. 

"  There  is  a  shade  of  coming  winter  over  the  woodlands," 
said  Gertruda;  "already  the  trees  are  becoming  bare,  the 
flowers  are  faded,  and  all  else  methinks  seems  passing  away." 

''And  yet  the  robin  is  straining  his  little  throat,  and  the 
squirrel  cracking  his  nuts  and  hopping  from  tree  to  tree  with 
almost  summer  glee." 

"  It  is  so — and  if  ever  I  think  with  envy  of  this  world  of 
thine,  dear  Princess,  it  will  be  of  the  lot  of  these  denizens  of 
the  woods." 

"  This  world  of  mine !  ah,  you  know  not  how  weary  I  am  of 
it  already." 

''Then  why  not — ah,  why  not — ^go  back  with  me  to  our 
convent  ?  " 

"Rather  let  me  ask — why  thou  dost  not  remain  in  the 
liberty  thou  hast  but  now  professed  to  envy  ?  " 

Bertha  had  preceded  her  friend  on  the  narrow  path,  and,  as 
she  turned  round  for  an  answer,  she  perceived  that  her  fair 
face  was  wet  with  tears. 

*'  Sit  down  here,  sweetheart,"  she  said  soothingly;  "I  have 
long  desired  to  see  thee  alone ;  we  wiU  rest  awhile  on  the  root 
of  this  old  tree.  Time  passes,  oh,  how  swiftly!  and  the 
dreaded  hour  of  separation  draws  nigh.  A  few  more  days 
and  we  must  part — ^let  it  not  be  for  ever  ! " 

"  For  ever !  what  a  dreadful  word !  " 

' '  Alas  j  I  must  repeat  it.  If  thou  still  persist  in  burying 
thyself  in  the  cloisters  of  Koenigsfelden,  thou  wilt  be  to  me  as 
dead." 
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'^  And  but  for  you,  and  one  more  loving  heart,  I  would  I 
were  at  rest  by  the  side  of  my  saintly  aunt,  within  a  nameless 
grave." 

'*Why,  dearest  Gertruda,  why  this  despairing  wish?  If 
indeed  I  am  dear  to  you,  why  not  remain  with  me  and  share 
my  fate,  be  it  in  palace  or  prison?  Methinks  the  dreariest 
waste,  the  humblest  hut,  would  be  an  Eden  in  comparison." 

''Press  me  not,  most  beloved  benef suitress,"  said  Gertruda, 
clasping  her  hands  beseechingly,  the  tears  rolling  down  her 
pale  cheeks ;  ''  my  doom  is  fixed.  I  cannot  retract ;  I  would 
not,  for  I  have  a  duty  to  fulfil  to  which  my  aunt  has  vowed 
me.  You  shall  know  ere  we  part  what  that  vocation  is,  and 
the  sacred  tie  which  binds  me  to  fulfil  it.  But,  even  were  I 
free  from  vow  and  obligation,  what  should  7  do  in  a  cold  soofi^ 
world,  an  orphan  child  of  proscribed  parents  ?  " 

"  Cannot  /shield  thee? — cannot  I — " 

The  unfinished  sentence  died  on  the  lips  of  the  generous, 
unselfish  Bertha,  checked  by  a  sense  of  her  own  powerless 
position:  and  the  Mends  sat  some  time  endeavouring  to 
conquer  the  emotion  which  their  mutual  confidence  had 
excited. 

Bertha  was  victor ;  and  recollecting  the  gay  gathering  to 
which  they  were  boxmd,  and  how  necessary  it  was  to  assume 
at  least  an  appearance  of  cheerfulness,  she  roused  herself  to 
change  the  subject. 

*'  We  have  been  so  much  separated  lately,"  she  began,  with 
this  intent,  '*  that  I  have  innimierable  little  inquiries  to  make 
touching  your  doings  this  same  week  in  which  I  have  kept  my 
chamber." 

"  Week !  "  repeated  Gertruda,  "it  seems  to  me  an  age." 

''And  yet,  all  reckoned,  it  is  but  seven  days;  and,  what  jb 
yet  more  wonderful,  but  three  times  seven  since  we  left  our 
convent." 

"  It  is  one  consolation,"  said  Gertruda,  as  if  speaking  words 
of  comfort  to  herself,  "  that  time  glides  away  more  unmarked 
in  convent  life." 

''  Because,  I  wot,  like  Sister  Eva,  in  her  woollen  sandals,  it 
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has  no  trace  or  sound.  Because  the  day  is  a  lengthened  twi- 
light, sans  sunshine  or  moonbeams — " 

''  You  must  at  least  allow,"  said  Gertruda,  continuing  the 
parallel,  with  a  melancholy  smile,  **  that  there  are  neither 
thunderstorms  nor  hurricanes." 

"  True :  doud  or  rainbow,  seed-time  or  harvest;  but  a  truce 
to  banter.  Tell  me,  sweetheart,  what  were  the  events  which 
swelled  the  last  week  into  years  ?" 

"There  was  no  twilight  then,  I  warrant.  Hunting  and 
hawking,  banquets  and  balls,  kept  up  perpetual  sunshine; 
your  absence  was  the  only  cloud." 

"The  stranger  Knights  were  of  course  present  at  these 
m.erry-makings  ?" 

"  All  but  one,  who  left  the  Castle  on  the  morning  after  the 
first  ball.'' 

"You  talk  of  feasts  and  balls ;  you  forget  music  in  the  list 
of  your  enjoyments.  Did  not  our  minstrel  cousin  repeat  his 
enchantments  ?  " 

"  He  pretends  that  his  art  lies  in  his  minstrel  cloak  and 
badge,  and  refuses  to  sing  in  other  guise." 

"I  must  assert  my  cousinly  prerogative,  and  prove  to  him 
that  *  a  bird  that  can  sing  and  won't  sing  must  be  made  to 
sing.'     Oh,  maiden,  canst  thou  ever  forget  his  strains?" 

"And  yet,"  replied  Gertruda,  blushing  rosy  red,  "I  assure 
you  it  is  the  Earl  de  Oourcy  who  wins  all  hearts  and  rivets  aU 
eyes.  No  one,  all  the  world  says,  is  to  be  compared  to  him 
for  gentle  courtesy  and  knightly  grace.  Prince  Leopold 
dedsires  he  must  transfer  his  title  of  *  the  glory  of  chivalry ' 
to  this  mirror  of  chevaliers." 

"Do  my  cousins,  Alice  and  Aletta,  join  the  himting 
parties?" 

"  Always.  It  is  their  sire's  desire  they  should.  The  Prin- 
cess Alice  needs  no  pressing ;  and,  at  first,  the  Lady  Aletta 
equally  liked  the  sport,  but  she  soon  tired  of  it,  and  then 
took  to  going  wiih  her  Highness  to  the  Abbey  masses." 

"To  Koenigsfelden !  Nay,  thou  jestest.  She  had  a  very 
terror  of  the  place." 
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"  She  Aai ;  but  sometliiiig — and  yet  I  know  not  wbai— lias 
changed  her  hnmonr  on  this  and  other  matters.  For  example, 
instead  of  the  sistere  being,  as  dear  old  FaHier  Swithin  luiid 
of  yon  and  I,  '  like  twin  doves  in  Yenns'  car/  Aletta  nov 
shows  a  stronger  liViTig  to  bide  at  stjr  side.  The  other  day 
we  went  together,  at  the  Abbess's  bidding,  to  walk  in  the  oon- 
Tent  garden,  and  the  Abbot  joined  ns,  and  there,"  oontinned 
the  poor  g^l,  with  a  smile  of  gennine  pleasure,  ''we  met 
Father  Swithin  and  Henga,  and  yon  can't  think  how  well  con- 
tent the  lad  was  to  see  me  again." 

Bertha  marked  that  smile,  and  benevolently  continued  the 
topic  which  had  drawn  it  forth,  till  they  arrived  at  the  Tryst- 
ing  Bridge,  where  their  horses  and  attendants  awaited  them. 

As  the  friends  rode  onward  towards  the  scene  of  the  day's 
entertainments,  we  will  say  a  few  words  explicative  of  its  site 
and  the  honoured  host  of  the  royal  gathering,  who  was,  we 
trost,  more  worthy  notice  than  his  world-known  ancestor. 

The  Castle  of  Gesler's  son  was — nay,  is — situated  on  the  top 
of  one  of  the  high  sugar-loaf  hills  which  rise  so  abruptly  from 
the  plain  that  stretches  below  the  promontoiy  crowned  by  the 
now  ruined  tower  of  Hapsburg,  to  the  town  of  Brugg,  near 
which  stands  all  that  remains  of  the  Abbey  of  Kcenigsfeldsii, 
as  already  stated.*  Here,  too,  once  flourished  the  Bomaa 
colony  of  Yiandessa;  and  here,  unchanged  and  unoeasiiig 
through  all  the  variations  of  man's  history,  meet  the  three 
glacier  streams — ^the  Aar,  the  limmat,  and  the  fieuss,  whichf 
issuing  from  their  icy  caves,  and  fed  by  the  everlasting  snoW| 
meet  and  join ;  like  friends  whose  fate  is  united,  and  irtio 
journey  together  to  one  goal. 

The  Castle  to  which  the  invited  guests  were  hastening,  moie 
than  Ave  centuries  ago,  stood,  as  now,  on  its  picturesqiie 
eminence,  and  was  approached  by  the  same  long  flight  of 
steps ;  but  never  again  will  so  illustrious  a  party  be  congre- 
gated at  their  base.  These  steps,  cut  in  the  soil,  are  not  p0^ 
oeived  until  the  traveller   arrives  directly  below  the  Castle 


int. 


*  See  introdactoiy  chapter. 
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steep,  so  that  when,  panting  and  weary,  he  has  climbed  the 
steep  mountain  path,  he  must  despair  of  recu^hing  the  building 
save  by  the  help  of  wings.  Happily,  in  default  of  these  xmat- 
tainable  locomotiyes,  chairs,  borne  on  men's  shoulders,  were 
provided  for  the  lady  guests ;  in  one  of  which,  all  too  narrow 
for  her  ample  dimensions,  the  Baroness  yon  Hompe  was 
seated;  who,  the  better  to  secure  her  equilibrium,  as  it 
vibrated  now  on  one  side  and  again  on  the  other,  had  grasped 
the  shaggy  locks  of  her  bearers,  staggering  beneath  the 
unwonted  load.  The  sister  Princesses  on  their  milk-white 
palfreys,  each  holding  a  hawk  on  their  wrist,  were  sur- 
rounded by  a  crowd  of  ready  attendants,  squires  and  pages. 
One  dismounted  cavalier,  more  favoured  than  the  rest,  stood 
holding  a  rein  of  each  of  their  steeds ;  and  many  were  the 
laughing  glances  which  watched  the  ascent  of  their  lady 
Govemante. 

Our  woodland  wanderers  emerged  from  their  brushwood 
path  a  few  hundred  paces  from  the  Castle,  and  thus  commented 
on  the  scene  before  them, — 

"  There  they  all  are,"  said  Bertha ;  *'  we  are  just  in  time. 
How  well  those  little  Nimrodias  sit  their  horses !  That  tall 
cavalier,  holding  their  palfreys'  reins,  is,  I  opine,  your  all-con- 
quering De  Courcy.  I  marvel  if  he  has  yet  learnt  to  discern 
between  the  sisters  ?  " 

"  I  rather  think  he  has,"  replied  Gertruda  significantly ; 
''for  see  how  coaxingly  he  lures  the  falcon  from  the  Lady 
Alice's  wrist,  and  how  he  caresses  the  pretty  bird,  whilst  he 
leaves  Aletta's  to  the  care  of  the  Falconer." 

"  True ;  but  now  Duke  Leopold  has  taken  the  maiden  and 
her  bird  under  his  care,  and  observe,  I  pray,  how  the  pert 
creature  looks  at  its  mate,  pluming  himself  the  while,  as  if  his 
glancing  eye  would  say,  *  See,  I  am  on  a  mightier  perch  than 
thou.'  " 

"  It  is  pleasant,"  said  Gertruda,  "  to  watch  Duke  Leopold 
when  near  his  daughters.  It  is  like  the  withdrawal  of  a 
wintry  doud  from  the  sun's  face." 

With  the  exception  of  the  recent  invalid, — whose  bearers 
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showed  by  their  quickened  steps  the  pleasure  at  the  exchange 
of  their  burden — ^the  younger  ladies,  headed  by  Alice  and 
Aletta,  and  their  knightly  attendants,  ascended  the  steps  on 
foot,  and  arrived  in  time  to  swell  the  christening  procession 
which  was  forming  in  the  court  of  the  Castle.  The  chapel 
was  decked  for  the  occasion  with  a  profusion  of  wax-lights, 
banners,  draperies,  flowers,  and  evergreens.  The  Abbot  (who 
had  postponed  his  episcopal  visitation  for  one  day  to  fulfil  the 
engagement)  stood  ready  to  receive  the  infant,  whose  young 
mother  and  her  g£jlant  Lord  felt  proudly  happy  at  the  praises 
bestowed  on  their  infant  heir.  And  well  did  he  merit  them 
for  his  imcomplaining  endurance  of  the  heavy  load  of  em- 
broidered gold  and  silver  cloth  with  which  his  tender  limhs 
were  swathed. 

At  the  banquet  that  followed,  etiquette  assigned  a  place  for 
Bertha  beside  her  imcle  Leopold.  His  daughters  took  theizs 
opposite,  whilst  Frederick  and  his  Duchess  occupied  the  seats 
on  either  side  of  their  hostess.  The  royal  Dukes,  the  Abbot,  and 
a  few  of  the  elder  noblemen,  being  the  only  seated  gentlemen. 

It  was  the  pride  and  pleasure  of  the  noble  host  to  take  his 
stand  behind  his  royal  guests  and  wait  on  them :  and  the 
gentlemen  present  woidd  have  deemed  their  chivalry  tarnished 
not  to  have  been  allowed  to  share  in  this  pleasing  service. 
All  menials  were  restricted  to  that  of  carrying  the  viands,  &&> 
to  and  fro  between  buttery  and  hall. 

As  the  younger  Knights  and  Squires  took  their  stand  be- 
hind the  ladies  of  their  choice,  many  sly  glances  were  ex- 
changed by  the  lookers-on ;  whilst  the  blushes  and  downcast 
eyes  of  the  young  beauties  at  this  public  avowal  of  a  half- 
hoped-for,  half-doubted  conquest,  suf&ciently  confirmed  their 
meaning.  No  blush  was  deeper,  no  eye  brighter  than  that  of 
the  Princess  Alice,  as  De  Oourcy  knelt  on  one  knee  gracefdlly 
to  proffer  his  devoir. 

"  They  are  a  lovely  pair,"  thought  the  observant  Bertha— 
and  her  pious,  affectionate  spirit  flew  upwards  to  implore  a 
blessing  on  their  union ;  and  then  she  glanced  at  Aletta,  too, 
but  her  warm  aspirations  fell  cold  on  her  heart,  for  she  had 
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observed  that  De  Lauffenburg  had  bent  the  knee  and  offered 
his  services  to  her ;  and  fancied  that  there  was  little  but  cold 
etiquette  in  her  acceptance.  **  It  will  not  do,"  she  said  men- 
tally ;  ''that  ardent  gifted  soul  must  have  something  more  than 
girlish  playfcdness,  something — " 

**Why  does  my  fair  niece,"  said  Leopold,  breaking  in  on 
her  cogitations,  "fix  her  eyes  on  her  opposite  neighbours, 
whilst  the  Duke  de  Oastlemare  is  waiting  for  an  approving 
glance  from  them?" 

Bertha  apologized  with  a  sweetness  that  the  young  noble- 
man felt  was  worth  a  year's  waiting.  She,  moreover,  grace- 
fully accepted  his  offered  service,  and  woidd  have  further 
continued  to  converse  with  him  had  not  her  uncle,  who  was 
in  unusual  good  humour,  claimed  her  attention. 

"I  never,"  he  said,  whilst  directing  it  to  his  daughters, 
"till  this  moment,  saw  any  superiority  in  Alice's  coimtenance 
over  her  sister's;  but  dost  not  thou  observe  how  much  more 
of  mirth  and  fancy  there  is  in  her  favour  ?" 

"I  see  it  »02^,"  replied  Bertha,  unconsciously  laying  a 
stress  on  the  last  word. 

Leopold  smiled :  "I  see  you  have  guessed  the  secret ;  and 
where  is  the  woman,  be  she  peasant  or  princess,  whose-  eyes 
would  not  sparkle  at  such  a  suitor  as  that  ?  Setting  aside  his 
rich  inheritance  and  noble,  yea,  royal  blood,  which  he  inherits 
from  the  melesion  kings  (advantages  which  at  Alice's  young 
years  are  of  secondary  import),  his  valour  and  high  bearing, 
his  comely  form  and  graceful  deportment,  might  win  any 
maiden's  heart.  I  would  I  could  match  my  little  Aletta  as 
well.  These  are  perilous  times,  and  One  above  only  knows 
how  soon  my  children  may  be  orphans." 

This  was  said  in  a  low  tone,  evidently  meant  only  for  Bertha's 
ear,  who  was  deterred  from  answering  by  the  oppressive  ob- 
servation of  the  Abbot  who  sat  near,  and  though  ostensibly 
engaged  in  the  requirements  of  etiquette  towards  his  lady 
neighbour,  she  felt  assured  had  heard  all  that  had  passed 
between  herseK  and  uncle.  It  was  not  to  be  supposed  that 
the  subject  of  their  conversation  was  unsuspected,  but  he  was 
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not  the  less  interested  in  listening  to  its  full  oonfirmatloii. 
He  had  watched  the  young  loyers  during  their  frequent  meet- 
ings the  last  week ;  he  had  yet  more  narrowly  scanned  the 
bearing  of  the  father;  and  now  that  aU  his  yague  expectations 
had  become  realities,  he  turned  from  the  brilliant  happiness 
of  the  one  sister  to  the  pale  dejection  of  the  other ;  and  schemes 
which  he  had  despaired  of  effecting,  again  took  possession  of 
his  thoughts. 

And  what  were  the  prelate's  dreams?  That  a  scion  of 
Hapsburg  should  bear  rule,  and  give  stability  and  prestige  to 
the  Convent  of  Koenigsfelden,  when  the  infirm  health  of  Agnes 
would,  as  he  deemed  it,  soon  deprive  it  of  her  important 
services — «tnd  for  this  he  would  snatch  a  yoxmg  creature  from 
the  gushing  beauties  of  life's  spring  days,  to  enclose  her  in  a 
living  tomb.  Short-sighted  man !  That  awful  being,  whose 
anticipated  death  he  thus  plotted  to  supply,  was  fated  long  to 
survive  him ;  and  to  see  many  of  the  descendants  of  two  suc- 
cessive generations  laid  in  the  Abbey  cloisters. 

The  ball,  as  a  matter  of  course,  succeeded  to  the  banquet, 
and  as  Bertha  pleaded  her  disabled  foot,  Alice,  at  her  father's 
desire,  opened  it  with  the  host  by  one  of  those  national  dances 
that  display  grace  and  agility,  without  any  sacrifice  of  decorum. 
Balls  have  been  the  same  gay  noisy  pastimes,  we  suppose, 
ever  since  men  and  women  met  together  on  festive  occasions. 

The  gavot  danced  by  our  maiden  queen,  the  sinuons 
minuet,  the  homely  country  dance,  the  bewildering  reel, 
the  graceful  cotillon,  or  more  modem  quadriUe,  are  but 
national  shades  and  exhibitions  of  decorous  hilarity;  it 
was  left  to  our  advanced — but,  in  this  instance,  surely  less* 
refined — age  to  introduce  a  dance  which  our  fore-mothers 
would  have  blushed  to  behold.  But  we  return  to  our  medi- 
seval  dances  and  dancers,  and  to  report  that  the  Princess 
Alice's  performance  was  warmly  commended.  Ah,  happiness 
is  a  beautifying  and  grace- diffusing  element ;  the  fair  girl 
became  yet  fairer  under  its  infiuence,  and  her  movements 
lighter  and  more  expressive.  Still  there  were  eyes  in  that 
assembly  that  were  turned  from  the  graceful  little  fairy  to 
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16  contemplation  of   beauty  and  expression  of  a  higher 
rder. 

"Your  Austrian  Princess  is  a  jewel  of  the  first  water.  I 
larvel  not  that  kings  should  coyet  such  to  deck  their  crowns 
ithal.'' 

This  observation  was  addressed  to  the  Abbot  by  the  Nea- 
olitan  Ambassador;  but  it  was  answered  cautiously,  and  in 
LS  native  tongue,  as  he  turned  towards  Bertha : — 

**  Of  fine  water  certainly,  and  worthy  the  diadem  of  fair 
'apoli.     You  must  gain  it  for  your  master." 

"And  that  I  will,  so  help  me  St.  Msirco!  or  drown  my- 
)lf  in  the  Eeuss.  Yet,  holy — yet,  holy  father,"  and  the 
wee  of  the  speaker  trembled  as  he  added,  "will  he — will 
ly  mortal  man  be  worthy  of  such  a  prize  ?  I  speak  not  of 
le  beauty  of  the  Lady  Bertha,  fair  as  she  may  be :  it  is  her 
isdom,  her  intelligence,  the  gentle  accents  that  fall  from 
3r  lips,  the  heaven  that  beams  in  her  eye — " 

"  Poor  Castelmare!"  thought  the  haK-scomful,  half-pitjring 
relate,  as  the  nobleman  obeyed  a  summons  from  Frederick 
•  approach  him  and  his  daughter,  **  what  puppets  mortals 
•e  !  It  is  well  there  are  heads  and  hands  steady  enough  to 
atch  their  Panderings  as  they  are  blown  here  and  there  by 
^ery  breeze  of  destiny,  and  hands  to  guide  the  strings  and 
illeys  by  which  they  are  steered.  The  twilight  moth  that 
orcheth  its  little  life  out  in  the  lamp's  rays  is  not  more  self- 
imolating.  I  will  see  to  the  poor  flutterer  anon,  but  must 
)w  go  play  my  wires  in  another  direction." 

He  stopped  a  few  minutes,  looking  with  grave  investigation 
I  every  side,  and,  as  at  length  he  moved  on,  he  saluted  with 
gnified  aflFability  the  crowd  that  opened  at  his  approach, 
id  returned  his  salutation  with  profound  respect. 

He  found  the  objects  of  his  search  in  the  embrasure  of  a 
indow,  at  the  farther  and  most  retired  part  of  the  spacious 
dl-room. 

"  Your  royal  mistress  has  been  demanding  you,  Baroness," 
)  said,  as  he  took  her  vacated  seat  between  Gertruda  and 
Letta,  bidding  them  resume  theirs,  from  which  they  had 

7. 
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risen  at  his  approach.     The  delighted  govemante  did  not  wait 
for  another  bidding. 

"  I  go,  my  Lord ;  but,  first,  I  am  sure,  your  reverence  will 
sanction  what  I  have  urged  on  my  royal  and  noble  charge,  that 
a  little  innocent  recreation  is  wholesome  and  right  for  all  true 
daughters  of  holy  Mother  Church ;  and  as  blessed  Mary 
honoured  the  marriage  feast  at  Canaan,  permitting  her  Son  to 
partake  of  the  same,  and  as  she  no  doubt  danced  as  well  as 
feasted  so  now,  the  banquet  being  ended,  it  is  a  beseeming 
compliment  to  our  noble  and  right  hospitable  host  and  hostess 
that  we — that  is  the  Princess  Aletta,  the  novice,  and  even  my 
humble  self — should,  by  joining  the  dance,  show  our  gratitude 
to  them,  as  well  as  due  honour  to  the  example  of  the  blessed 
Mother  of—" 

**  We  will  talk  of  this  matter  another  time,"  interrupted  the 
Abbot;  **  but,  as  far  as  your  noble  self  is  concerned,  if  the 
Duchess  can  dispense  with  your  attendance,  you  have  my  pe^ 
mission  to  tread  a  measure  at  your  pleasure,  and  I  will  take 
watch  over  your  charge  until  your  return." 

Away  flew,  or  perhaps  it  would  be  more  descriptive  to  say 
swam,  the  emancipated  Baroness ;  and,  rid  of  an  element  so 
uncongenial  to  his  purpose,  the  Abbot  entered  at  once  on  the 
object  of  his  mission  with  the  delicate  tact  of  which  he  was 
master. 

His  discourse  was  ostensibly  addressed  to  Gertruda,  but  was 
not  the  less  intended  for  the  more  timid  victim,  whom  he  was 
well  aware  a  more  direct  appeal  would  alarm ;  but,  while  his 
eye  rested  on  one,  he  knew  that  the  spell  acted  alike  on  botii. 

"  Thou  doest  well,  my  daughter,"  he  began,  "  to  place  thy- 
self thus  aside  from  the  crowd,  as  it  is  only  when  disentangled 
from  its  maze  that  we  can  rightly  judge  of  its  folly.  Yet,  for 
the  herd  such  amusements  are  not  only  innocent,  but  needfoL 
For  you^  who  have  been  selected  as  the  honoured  spouse  of 
Christ,  whose  vows  are  already  registered  in  heaven — and,  in- 
deed, for  all  who  have  a  holier,  loftier  vocation — mirth  is  folly 
and  earthly  enjoyment  vanity.  It  is  through  the  senses  alone 
that  such  can  reach  the  heart.     For,  shut  but  your  earSi  and 
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how  senseless  seem  the  movements  and  entanglements  of  the 
dance  !  close  your  eyes,  and  how  confused  and  deafening  the 
universal  din !  This  ball-room  is  but  a  picture  of  human  life — 
the  same  ceaseless  bustle,  the  same  jostling  and  striving,  the 
same  outward  joy  and  inward  discontent.  Happy,  thrice 
happy,  are  those  whom  God  calls  from  such  restless  scenes  to 
the  holy  retirement  of  a  convent.  Yea,  verily,  my  beloved 
daughter,  thou  hast  chosen  the  better  part.'' 

He  then  went  on  to  draw  a  picture  of  the  delights  of  a  de- 
votion almost  as  earthly  as  the  amusements  he  had  deprecated, 
if  not  censured;  and  when  he  deemed  the  subject  had  been 
sufficiently  expatiated  on,  he  assumed  a  more  lively  tone,  and 
pointing  to  Bertha  and  Alice,  who,  each  in  her  way,  was  en- 
joying the  passing  scene,  observed, — 

"  I  never  saw  our  young  Princesses  yonder  so  animated  and 
complacent.  Surely  your  fair  sister,"  turning  to  Aletta,  '*is 
inspired  with  some  new  desire  to  please.  The  Princess  Bertha, 
too,  is  unusually  content." 

The  tear  that  stood  in  Aletta's  eye,  the  downcast  look  of  her 
companion,  proved  to  the  wily  schemer  that  his  observation  was 
felt  by  both.  He  was  not,  as  we  have  seen,  a  naturally  cruel 
man,  and  he  would  gladly  afford  them  every  consolation  but 
that  which  impeded  his  own  projects.  He  bade  them  seek  it 
in  their  mutufd  love,  and  the  especial  protection  of  the  Virgin 
Mary  and  her  handmaid,  St.  Ellare. 

The  dance  now  ceased,  and  numerous  serving-men  carried 
round  massive  salvers  heaped  with  cakes  and  sweetmeats,  fol- 
lowed by  others  offering  rich  cordials  and  wines  of  renowned 
vintages. 

**My  dear  daughters,"  said  the  Abbot,  as  he  rose  to  escort 
his  charge  to  the  Archduchess,  **  it  grieves  me  to  bid  you  fare- 
well for  an  unusually  lengthened  absence,  but  I  have  already 
postponed  for  some  days  the  call  of  duty  for  that  of  friendship. 
I  have,  however,  confided  you  to  the  care  of  your  confessor, 
whom  you  will  obey  as  my  representative." 

The  royal  party  now  rose  to  take  leave.  The  stirrup-cup, 
a  vase  of  richly-chased  silver,  was  carried  round  filled  with  a 
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spiced  cordial,  the  receipt  for  the  concoction  of  which  (together 
with  that  of  the  quinte  essenze)  is  we  fear  indubitably  lost,  al- 
though some  antiquarians  surmise  that  the  *' loving  cup" 
circulated  at  our  Lord  Mayor's  feast  is  composed  of  similar 
ingredients. 

After  this  exquisite  cordial  had  been  partaken  of  by  the 
royal  party,  and  then  passed  round  to  the  other  guests,  came 
acknowledgments  for  hospitality  received  and  honour  con- 
ferred, and  the  festive  party  broke  up. 

The  host  attended  his  royal  guests  down  the  brilliantly-illu- 
minated steps,  at  the  bottom  of  which  litters  were  in  waiting  to 
convey  the  ladies  to  the  Castle,  the  gentlemen  accompanying 
them  on  horseback. 

As  the  Abbot  rode  slowly  home  on  his  well-trained  mule, 
the  brilliant  schemes  for  the  future  aggrandizement  of  his  order 
faded  before  the  difficulties  of  the  present,  amongst  which  the 
painful  necessity  of  leaving  the  Abbey  on  the  morrow  under 
the  dominion  of  the  new  Prior  stood  prominently  forward. 
He  had  other  causes  of  anxiety  which  rendered  his  absence  at 
this  time  peculiarly  inconvenient.  The  continued  silence  of 
the  dumb  friar,  the  mysterious  illness  of  the  Princess's  tire- 
woman, and,  more  recently,  the  sudden  deptirture  of  the  Leech, 
all  increased  his  almost  undefined  apprehensions  of  coming 
evil.  He  had  narrowly  questioned  Anselmo,  and  with  little 
result  but  that  of  a  newly- awakened  doubt  of  the  fidelity  of 
that  hitherto  trusted  emissary.  Neither  did  the  farewell  inter- 
view he  sought  immediately  on  his  return  with  the  mistrusted 
friar  tend  in  any  way  to  allay  his  fears,  although  it  fixed  hifl 
determination  of  returning  home  as  soon  as  his  indispensable 
engagements  could  be  concluded  or  shortened. 

Early  on  the  following  morning  the  prelate  left  the  Abbey 
with  a  large  r«tinue  of  monks,  and  as  he  passed  through  the 
streets  of  Brugg  the  old  people  crowded  round  him  to  ask  his 
blessing,  the  mothers  holding  up  their  little  ones  to  gain  a 
passing  smile.  When  the  procession  had  passed,  little  groups 
were  heard  to  remark  on  their  good  Abbot's  altered  looks,  and 
the  lowered  tone  of  his  usually  cheerful  voice. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

THE   BRIDES   ELECT. 

On  her  return  from  the  christening  fete,  the  Princess  Bertha 
found  Blfindina,  as  usual,  in  waiting ;  and  after,  as  was  her 
wont,  relating  to  her  faithful  nurse  the  principal  events  of  the 
day,  she  disengaged  her  tresses  £rom  hands  that  lingered 
lovingly  amid  their  silken  luxuriance,  and  insisted  on  her  re- 
tiring to  her  rest,  which  had  of  late  been  so  interrupted. 
When  left  alone,  in  spite  of  her  prudent  conclusion  in  regard 
to  the  absence  of  one  whose  presence  was  more  essential  to 
her  happiness  than  she  dared  to  confess ;  she  could  not  quite 
keep  down  all  uneasy  conjectures  as  to  the  cause  of  his  non- 
appearance. And  then  came  the  tangle  of  hopes  and  fears, 
of  doubts  and  assurtince,  by  which  most  of  those  who  have 
lived,  and  all  who  have  loved,  in  every  age,  have  occasionally 
been  assailed. 

But  our  heroine's  troop  of  busy  fancies  were  soon  put  to 
flight  by  the  return  of  poor  sleepy  Blandina.  She  was  accom- 
panied by  Gertruda,  who  came  to  seek  the  key  of  the  turret 
oratory,  in  which  she  said  their  confessor  had  ordered  Aletta 
and  herself  to  remain  engaged  in  devotional  exercises  until 
matinals. 

Bertha  had  begun  a  strong  remonstrance  on  the  risk  of 
taking  the  poor  nervous  child  thither  when  Aletta  entered. 
She  had  exchanged  her  festal  habit  for  that  of  a  penitent, 
and  the  coarse  black  hood  drawn  over  her  pretty  qhild-like 
face  increased  its  pallor  and  unnatural  stillness.  There  was 
no  excitement  in  her  aspect  or  fire  in  her  eyes ;  but  some- 
thing so  touchingly  mournful  in  her  whole  being  that  Bertha 
could  not  refrain  her  tears  as  she  supplicated  her  to  defer  her 
visit  to  the  oratory  at  least  for  that  night. 
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Her  entreaties  were  in  vain,  and  she  saw  them  ascenc 
the  staircase  with  too  true  an  anticipation  of  the  conse- 
quence. 

There  was  now  no  thought  of  rest,  and  Blandina  followed 
the  Princess  into  her  apartment,  occasionally  creeping  into 
the  corridor  to  listen  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  from  which 
nothing  could  be  heard  but  the  monotonous  repetition  of  the 
young  devotees'  appointed  task. 

**Let  us  follow  their  example,"  said  Bertha,  "  as  she 
opened  some  of  the  beads  of  the  Hermit's  casket,  on  which 
they  both  commented  with  an  eager  delight,  scarcely  to  he 
fully  estimated  by  those  from  whom  the  full  stream  of 
inspiration  is  not  withheld. 

After  this,  the  Christian  friends  knelt  together  in  the 
simple  oratory  within  the  princess's  sleeping  apartment, 
unprofaned  by  carved  image  or  gaudy  trapping.  AU  was 
still  when  they  rose  from  their  knees,  and  remained  a  few 
moments  in  devout  reflection. 

Again  Bertha  renewed  her  entreaties  to  her  nurse  to  retire 
to  her  needful  repose. 

*'Our  fears,  I  trust,  are  groundless ;  all  will  go  quietly  in 
the  oratory." 

"It  may  be,"  answered  Bandina,  in  a  low  tone,  "that  the 
movers  of  the  plot  are  afraid  to  repeat  the  dangerous  experi- 
ment. Let  them  have  a  care !  The  Princess  Aletta's  nerves 
will  not  bear  tension,  and  woe  worth  the  hour  they  provoke 
the  vengeance  of  Duke  Leopold !" 

"  They  know  his  humour  too  well  to  cross  it ;  so  go  to  thy 
couch,  dear  nurse,  in  peace." 

"I  will  obey;  only  permit  me  to  listen  one  moment  at  the 
bottom  of  the  turret-steps.'' 

"  And  I  will  accompany  thee,  to  see  thou  dost  not  break 
through  thy  compact. " 

They  quitted  the  chamber  together,  but  had  not  crossed 
the  corridor  ere  a  faint  scream  was  audible  to  both,  and  they 
rushed  as  fast  as  their  trembling  limbs  would  carry  them  up 
the  winding  staircase,  and  entered  the  "chamber  of  imageiy." 
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Here  they  found  Oertruda,  herself  pale  and  almost  powerless, 
endeavouring  to  raise  Aletta,  who  had  fallen  fainting  on  the 
steps  of  the  altar. 

Blandina,  whose  presence  of  mind  had  provided  for  the 
emergency,  applied  the  usual  restoratives;  and  after  some 
anxious  moments  the  poor  little  victim  opened  her  eyes 
only  to  close  them  again  on  Blandina's  bosom,  to  whom 
she  clung  with  earnest  entreaties  to  be  taken  to  her  own 
apartment. 

Whilst  this  invaluable  nurse  watched  by  the  little  trembler, 
in  entire  forgetfulness  of  her  own  fatigue.  Bertha  detained 
Q-ertruda  gently  to  remonstrate  with  her  on  the  imprudence 
of  exposing  Aletta's  weak  nerves  to  the  ordeal  she  had  but 
too  good  reason  to  suspect  awaited  them  in  that  fearful 
chamber  ? 

"I  knew  it  all,  I  feared  it  aU,''  she  answered,  the  tears 
fast  rolling  over  her  pale  cheeks;  "but  how  could  I  disobey 
the  conmiands  of  our  confessor?" 

"And  will  you,  Gertruda,  still  persist  in  writhing  under 
such  unholy  tyranny?  Oh,  give  but  your  consent,  and  you 
are  free.     Believe  me,  these  are  no  idle  words." 

The  remembrance  of  the  powerful  aid  she  had  been  offered, 
and  the  promise  she  had  made  in  the  ball-room,  gave  hope 
and  energy  to  the  pleader,  and  for  one  moment  Gertruda 
listened  to  the  siren's  voice ;  the  banished  colour  rushed  into 
her  cheeks,  and  her  eyes  were  raised  in  momentary  bright- 
ness, as  if  a  ray  of  hope  had  penetrated  into  the  darkness 
of  her  soul.  But  it  was  soon  extinguished,  and  she  said 
resignedly, — 

**  My  beloved  Mend,  it  is  all  in  vain.  I  am  bound  by  two 
indissoluble  ties — my  vows  to  the  Church  and  to  my  aunt — 
and  why  should  I  regret  it  ?  Who  but  yourself  do  I  leave 
behind  in  this  busy  world  who  will  miss  the  poor  orphan  of 
proscribed  ptirents  ?  I  do  not  murmur  at  my  lot ;  a  few  weeks 
ago  I  imagined  it  the  one  for  which  I  had  a  decided  vocation. 
Weep  not  for  me,  my  best,  my  only  friend,  but  turn  all  your 
efforts  to  save  Aletta.     She  knows  not,  unless  the  events  of 
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this  evening  have  taught  her,  the  sacrifice  required  of  her. 
Oh,  save,  save  Aletta ! " 

With  these  words,  and  a  long  and  tender  embrace,  Qei- 
truda  quitted  her  friend,  on  whose  ear  her  parting  accents 
hung  like  a  death  knell :  **  Save,  save  Aletta ! " 

Blandina  could  not  tear  herself  from  the  young  Princess's 
clinging  arms  until,  the  cheerful  light  of  the  morning  calming 
her  nervous  excitement,  she  fell  into  a  tranquil  slumber,  lea?- 
ing  the  anxious  creature  at  liberty  to  seek  her  more  immediate 
charge. 

She  found  her  pale  and  exhausted,  and  at  last  succeeded  in 
prevailing  on  her  to  remain  until  the  midday  repast  in  her 
own  apartments,  on  promising  she  would  herseK  retire  to  rest 
after  the  business  of  the  toilette  was  over.  Had,  however, 
the  careful  nurse  foreseen  how  much  her  lady's  retirement 
would  have  been  broken  in  on,  she  would  hardly  have  left 
the  duties  of  the  antechamber  to  have  been  fulfilled  by  Httle 
Hans,  who,  as  we  have  seen,  at  the  earnest  recommendation  of 
Sister  Eva,  had  been  promoted  to  the  office  of  page  to  the 
Princess  Bertha. 

The  first  arrival  was  that  of  Duke  Leopold,  who  cut  poor 
Hans's  well-conned  emblazonment  short  by  lifting  the  boy  up 
by  the  collar  as  he  would  his  daughter's  lap-dog,  and  setting 
him  down  not  very  gently  on  one  side,  whilst  he  very  un- 
ceremoniously announced  himseK,  and  briefly  and  authori- 
tatively told  his  astonished  niece  ''that  he  came  to  announce 
the  approaching  marriage  of  one  of  her  cousins,  and  the 
determination  of  the  other  to  take  the  veil  in  the  convent  of 
Koenigsfelden." 

"In  dear  Alice's  happy  prospect,"  said  Bertha,  as  she 
raised  her  uncle's  proffered  hand  to  her  lips,  ''I  do  most 
affectionately  participate ;  btit  oh,  my  uncle,  can  you  consent 
to  part  with  Aletta  thus  ?" 

"  'Tis  e'en  so,  Bertha.  Stern  necessity  owns  no  law,  hears 
no  plea.  I  feel,"  and  as  he  spoke  Leopold  pressed  his  hand 
on  his  wide  forehead,  **  that  these  brains  are  hatching  death 
or  madness,  and  that  ere  long  my  children  will  be  orphans. 
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Moreover,  the  6word  is  leaping  from  its  scabbard ;  and  who 
can  count  the  hazards  of  war  ?  Now,  come  what  may,  I  shall 
enter  the  battle-field  with  a  firmer  step  and  lighter  heart  when 
I  know  that  one  of  my  little  maidens  is  under  the  protection 
of  De  Courcy,  and  the  other  safe  in  that  of  the  Church,  where 
her  prayers  may  obtain  for  her  guilty  sire  some  remission 
from  the  pangs  of  purgatory." 

"But  oh,  my  imcle,  think  on  the  sacrifice!  You  know 
not  Aletta's  timid  spirit  as  I  do;  you  cannot  tell  as  I  can 
the  misery,  the  life-long  misery  she  will  be  called  on  to  en- 
dure." 

•*I  tell  thee,  niece,  it  is  her  own  choice;  else  sooner  would 
I  consume  in  everlasting  torment.  Moreover,  I  have  no  alter- 
tive.  Where  else  should  I  find  a  shelter  for  my  trembling 
dove  ?  I  have  no  home,  not  a  rood  of  land  to  call  my  own. 
Where  would  she  cower  when  I  am  at  the  war  stretched, 
perchance  lifeless,  on  the  bloody  field?" 

**  Where  ?    Here  in  my  father's,  her  own  uncle's  house." 

Leopold's  eyes  almost  glared  with  a  fierce  and  scornful 
intensity. 

"And  if  that  kinsman  persist  in  his  drivelling  dream  of 
honour,  as  he  terms  it,  that  home  will  be  a  prison." 

Bertha  mastered  the  strong  emotion  which  was  tearing  her 
heart,  and  answered  with  calm  dignity. 

"Then,  at  least,  I  might  entreat  my  sister-cousin  to  share 
mine." 

Leopold  seized  both  her  hands,  pressing  them  in  his  iron 
grasp,  whilst  the  glare  of  his  eyes  was  quenched  in  tjie  tears 
fast  gathering  in  them. 

"  Thy  home  !  Poor  child,  hast  thou  yet  to  lecirn  how  little 
dependence  can  be  placed  on  the  breath  of  princes  or  the  tide 
of  human  affairs  ?  Thy  home  !  yes;"  and  his  tone  resumed  its 
bitterness.  "If  thou  art  wise,  thou  mayest  still  have  a  home 
in  one  of  earth's  fairest  territories.  The  fate,  perchance,  of 
the  House  of  Austria  hangs  on  a  thread,  and  thou  holdest 
the  shears." 

"  I  do  beseech  you,  good  my  uncle,"  said  Bertha,  "  expound 
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your  dark  sayings;   my  poor  comprelieiision  cannot  fathom 
them." 

"Bertha,"  he  replied  solemnly,  "thou  hast  an  understand- 
ing above  thy  woman's  nature,  riper  than  thy  maiden  years. 
Thou  lovest  thy  father  and  thy  kindred ;  thou  hast  regard  to 
the  honour  of  thy  race.  Wilt  thou  make  a  sacrifice  to  save 
both  ?  Ay,  promise  me ;"  and  he  laid  his  heavy  hand  on  her 
shoulder.  "  Nay,  why  dost  thou  shrink,  poor  child  ?  I  pro- 
pose no  hard  exchange — fertile  Italy  for  barren  Bohemia.  A 
suitor  ready  to  barter  half  his  kingdom  for  the  hand  thy  mis- 
creant betrothed  cares  not  to — " 

"  Stop,  my  uncle,  stop  I  A  light  has  now  fallen  on  your— 
and  yet  I  would  mistrust  it ;  for  surely  you  would  not  ask  my 
acceptance  of  proposals  that  would  compromise  my  father's 
honour  or  my  own  faith.  Sooner  than  forfeit  his  word  to  the 
Emperor,  my  noble  sire  would  suffer  a  life-long  captivity; 
and  rather  than  forfeit  her's  to  Prince  John,  his  daughter 
will  share  it  with  him." 

"  Thus  let  it  be,  proud  maiden  !"  said  Leopold,  with  bitter 
indignation;  "and  may  captivity  and  desertion  lecture  thy 
haughtiness  !  Yet,  hear  me,  and  take  heed  Sooner  than  a 
princess  of  my  race  shall  mate  with  the  boar  of  Bohemia, 
this  sword  shall  drink  his  heart's  blood." 

The  fierce  contortion  of  the  frenzied  Duke,  as  on  leaving 
the  apartment  he  shrieked  out  the  warning  word,  "  Beware!" 
his  long  brawny  arms  and  broadly-developed  forehead  con- 
trasting with  his  dwarfish  form,  gave  to  it  an  oracular,  nay, 
almost  demoniacal  expression,  which,  but  that  her  thoughts 
and  fears  were  diverted  to  another  and  most  interesting 
apparition,  would  have  terrified  the  object  of  his  adjura- 
tions. 

This  fair  vision  glided  into  the  apartment  so  swiftly  and 
noiselessly  as  even  to  elude  the  alacrity  of  the  page,  and 
embracing  her  cousin,  received  her  congratulations  with  tears 
as  well  as  smiles. 

Amid  the  delicious  dream  of  a  first  and  sanctioned  love, 
the  Lady  Alice  had  perceived  and  mourned  over  her  sister's 
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estrangement  and  dejection,  and  yet  more  on  account  of  her 
determination  to  enter  a  convent. 

'*  She  will  repent,"  she  said,  sobs  impeding  her  utterance. 
"  I  know  she  will  bitterly  repent  when  it  will  be  all  too  late. 
She,  whose  bright  bird-like  spirit  cannot  bear  restraint,  will 
beat  her  little  heart  out  against  those  hateful  bars, — ^she,  to 
whom  the  very  name  of  Koenigsfelden  was  wormwood !  Oh, 
why  was  I  so  selfishly  engrossed  in  my  own  interests  as  to 
blind  me  to  hers?  I  might,  had  I  earlier  attended  to  her 
changed  humour — nay,  I  would  have  prevented  this  fatal 
resolution.  Oh,  my  sister !"  continued  the  affectionate  girl, 
**  why  wert  thou  so  estranged  ?  Wert  thou  not  my  second  self? 
Had  we  not  the  same  pursuits,  the  same  tastes,  the  same 
hatreds,  the  same  loves?" 

She  stopped  and  blushed,  the  tears  dried  on  her  glowing 
cheeks,  and  her  eyes  gleamed  with  this  lofty  spirit  of  her  race, 
as  she  added, — 

**  Bertha,  I  solemnly  declare  to  you  that  if  I  were  assured 
his  preference  of  me  was  the  cause  of  her  unhappiness,  rather 
'  than  she  should  entomb  herself  in  that  hated  Abbey,  under 
the  rule  of  our  dreaded  aunt,  I  would  even  now  kneel  at  De 
Courcy's  feet,  and  implore  him  to  transfer  his  troth  to  Aletta, 
who  is  far  more  deserving  of  it." 

"  He  is  not  of  that  mind,  my  love,"  said  Bertha,  tenderly 
embracing  the  little  heroine ;  "  and  were  he  even  to  consent 
to  your  proposal,  hearts,  we  all  know,  cannot  be  transferred." 

Neither  did  her  cousin  coincide  with  Alice's  opinion  of 
her  inferiority  ;  and  she  gave  De  Courcy  great  credit  for  dis- 
cerning, where  the  outward  resemblance  was  so  bewildering, 
the  superiority  both  in  mind  and  disposition  of  the  lady  of 
his  choice. 

After  assuring  Alice  that  she  would  do  all  in  her  power  to 
avert  her  sister's  fate,  by  interesting  her  father  in  the  cause, 
Bertha  wiped  the  tears  from  her  cousin's  brightening  eyes, 
saying  cheerfully, — 

**Now  go,  my  coz,  for  here  is  my  new  little  page  come  to 
say   Duke  Leopold  and  some  one  else  are  waiting  for  you 
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to  mount     Be  comforted,  be  hopeful,  and  all  may  yet  go 
right." 

The  next  Tisitor,  the  Archduke  Frederick,  moved  so  elowlj 
through  the  corridor,  and  stood  so  thoughtfully  at  the  door  of 
his  daughter's  apartment,  as  if  to  giro  little  Hans  an  oppo^ 
tunily  of  showing  off  the  graceful  bow  and  slide  taught  him 
by  his  patroness,  and  of  ushering  in  his  Highness  with  all 
his  titles,  which  he  did  at  the  top  of  his  boy  treble. 

Such,  however,  was  not  the  reason  of  the  Duke's  tardy 
approach  to  her  whom  he  best  loved ;  he  knew  he  had  none 
but  heavy  tidings  to  impart,  and  he  shrank  with  keen  re- 
luctance firom  the  task.  He  therefore  felt  relieved  at  finding 
Blandina  with  the  Princess. 

** Don't  run  away,  nurse,"  he  said  kindly;  "thou  art 
doubtless  busy  in  preparation  for  to-morrow's  journey  to  Neu 
Hapsburg,  whither  thou  wilt  accompany  thy  lady." 

"  If  your  Highness  would  excuse  my  boldness,  I  would  say 
our  Princess  is  not  yet  so  far  recovered  as  to  bear  the  fatigae; 
and,  if  you  would  graciously  allow  her  to  remain  in  the  Casfle 
during  the  absence  of  the  Court  (a  proposal  I  have  gained 
her  Highness  to  further),  I  humbly  opine  that,  by  the  blessing 
of  Gt)d,  such  rest  would  restore  her  to  health  and  cheerful- 
ness." 

Frederick  looked  at  his  daughter's  pale  cheek,  and  anxiously 
noted  the  weariness  and  dejection  of  her  whole  being. 

"  Thou  wert  always  wise  and  considerate,  my  good  Blan- 
dina," he  said,  "  and  if  thou  canst  gain  the  consent  of  the 
Duchess,  as  thou  sayest  thou  hast  that  of  thy  mistress,  thou 
shalt  also  have  mine.  I  know  how  little  I  should  have  of  thy 
sweet  converse,  my  Bertha,  or  I  fear  I  could  not  consent  to 
thy  remaining  behind ;  but  I  commit  thee  to  the  care  of  thy 
good  nurse,  whose  counsel  I  feel  to  be  right." 

He  then  gave  some  directions  to  Blandina,  charging  her  to 
seek  advice  from  the  Leech,  and  as  well  to  induce  her  charge 
to  take  gentle  exercise  in  the  open  air ;  and  would  have  taken 
leave  of  his  daughter,  almost  glad  to  be  spared  at  any  cost  the 
painful  confession  he  came  to  make,  but  she  detained  him  to 
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supplicate  his  assistance  in  averting  the  threatened  doom  of 
her  friend  and  cousin. 

The  Archduke  listened  to  her  animated  appeal  with  interest, 
and  expressed  his  displeasure  at  the  destination  of  his  niece, 
although  he  did  not  as  warmly  enter  into  Bertha's  with  regard 
to  Gertruda. 

"  Poor  little  Aletta/*  he  said,  **  is  a  child  in  years,  and  yet 
more  in  the  knowledge  of  her  own  heart.  Gertruda  is  some- 
what older,  and  of  superior  abilities.  She  is,  at  least,  expe- 
rienced in  the  vocation  she  has  chosen.  The  world  has  little 
to  offer  even  to  the  most  prosperous;  but  for  A^r,  poor,  stricken 
deer,  where  else  could  she  hide  from  its  arrows  ?  Yet,  my 
beloved  child,  if  thou  could^st  point  out  any  way  in  which  I 
could  help  these  devoted  maidens — " 

He  paused  for  a  reply,  which  Bertha  seemed  unable  to  give, 
and  then  continued,  as  if  speaking  to  himself, — 

"  Aletta  might  sojourn  with  Alice  ;  'twere  a  pity  the  sisters 
should  sunder.  I  have  heard  a  rumour  somewhere  that  De 
Lauffenburg  sighed  for  the  little  maiden,  and  was  pining  under 
her  scorn.  Surely  such  rare  merit  as  his  must  turn  her  from 
her  foolish  whim  for  convent  maidenhood.  You  do  not  answer. 
Bertha." 

"  My  thoughts  were  turned  to  Gertruda.  If  both  are  equally 
dear,  her  peril  is  nearest,  for  her  next  vows  will  be  irrevocable. 
I  feel  hopeful  that  Aletta  maybe  persuaded  to  delay  hers,  but 
it  will  not  be  by  De  Lauffenburg' s  entreaties.  No,  dear  father, 
much  as  I  love  my  cousin,  I  feel  sure  she  never  can  be  the  lady 
of  his  love." 

After  renewed  promises  of  assistance,  which  included  poor 
[nna  in  the  kind  Archduke's  interest,  he  took  an  affectionate 
eave  of  his  daughter,  adding  with  evident  emotion,  — 

'  *  I  pray  God,  my  Bertha,  to  -  support  and  comfort  you,  and 
ihat  on  my  return  I  may  find  you  strengthened  to  bear  the 
■ull  discussion  of  what  I  am  not  now,  nor  you,  my  poor  child, 
ible  to  enter  on. 

The  little  court  of  Hapsburg,  swelled  by  the  attendance  of 
loine  of  the  neighbouring  families,  yet  leaving  behind  them 
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its  chief  ornament,  set  off  the  next  day  with  a  gallant  array 
of  knights  and  retainers,  horse,  hound,  and  hawk,  for  their 
hunting  castle  on  the  most  beautiful  and  most  storied  of 
lakes. 

We  do  not  pause  to  describe  the  various  interests  and  pur- 
suits of  the  party — the  shrines  and  churches  visited  by  the 
devout — the  varied  and  retired  walks  threaded  by  the  lovers, 
the  sublime  solitudes  haunted  by  the  poet,  and  the  fishing, 
hunting,  and  hawking,  for  which  lake,  forest,  and  mountain 
alike  purveyed.  Still  less  do  we  presume  to  penetrate  into  the 
secrets  of  the  midnight  meetings  on  mountain  side  or  forest 
depths — the  quiet  life  and  simple  recreations  of  our  heroine  and 
her  attendant  being  more  in  harmony  with  the  sober  tints  of 
our  pencil. 

Bertha's  first  impulse  on  finding  herself  sole  lady  of  the 
Castle  was  to  summon  the  House-dame,  to  learn  all  the  intelli- 
gence she  could  impart  of  the  state  of  her  vanished  tire- woman; 
whilst  Blandina's  earliest  care  was  to  despatch  a  messenger  to 
summon  the  Leech.  The  result  in  both  instances  was  unsatis- 
factory :  the  doctor  could  not  be  found,  and  poor  Inna  could  he 
traced  no  farther  than  the  morning  on  which  she  had  been 
carried  off  from  the  Castle,  by  order  of  the  Prior,  ostensibly  to 
convey  her  to  the  hospital  at  Brugg,  and,  as  we  have  seen,  in 
direct  opposition  to  the  commands  of  his  superior. 

Here,  then,  was  food  for  painful  conjecture,  and  it  needed 
all  Blandina's  efforts  to  draw  away  the  Princess's  thoughts 
from  the  anxious  forebodings  that  filled  her  own.  Amongst 
other  resources,  she  most  confided  in  the  efficacy  of  exercise  in 
the  open  air,  and  therefore  asked  the  loan  of  gentle  Mignon 
from  her  ever-ready  owner :  and  mounting  her  mistress  thereon, 
she  walked  by  her  side,  trusting  to  the  ingenuity  and  local 
knowledge  of  little  Hans  to  guide  them  through  the  intricacies 
of  the  forest,  or  up  the  narrow  windings  of  the  mountain 
paths. 

The  little  urchin  was  himself  a  source  of  great  amusement, 
although  sometimes  of  annoyance,  to  his  companions.  Boys 
certainly  are  the  most  mi-generic  portion  of  God's  creation. 
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Hans^  in  the  year  1326  or  thereabout,  was  of  the  exact  type 
— barring,  perhaps,  a  little  more  flourish  of  manner  and  angu- 
larity of  form — a  sort  of  black-letter  edition  of  the  boys  of  18 — . 
It  matters  not  what  the  habit  and  customs  of  the  age  may  be, 
the  boy  is  still  the  same.  Our  little  mediseval  sprite  would 
have  pulled  out  every  bird's-nest  which  his  prying  boy  nature 
discovered  on  his  way,  broken  its  bead-like  eggs,  or  dashed 
the  unfledged  inmates  to  the  ground — just  as  the  cruel  species 
do  still — but  for  the  stem  reproof  of  the  Princess  and  the 
more  impressive  box  on  the  ear  inflicted  by  Blandina. 

But  energies  restrained  in  one  way  wiU  find  a  vent  in  ano- 
ther. By  some  freemasonry,  known  only  between  dogs  and 
boys,  Hans  incited  his  exceedingly  demure-looking  lurcher 
every  now  and  then,  silently,  without  growl  or  bark,  to  bite 
Mignon's  heels,  and  even  to  tear  Blandina*s  cloak.  The  «»- 
atigator  of  these  daring  outrages  having  been  discovered  by 
her  searching  eye,  she  administered  her  former  corrective 
with  double  power,  which  quieted  both  animals  for  a  time, 
and  forced  the  least  rational  of  them  to  turn  his  boy  faculties 
into  a  less  annoying  direction. 

Hans  now  betook  himself  to  purveying  for  the  wants  and 
tastes  of  himself  and  party,  dog  inclusive,  for  the  genus  are 
wonderful  in  the  commissariat  department.  He  collected 
flowers  and  wild  strawberries  for  his  lady,  and  medicinal 
herbs  for  Blandina.  Then,  to  make  it  up  with  Mignon,  he 
knew  where  to  cull  bouquets  of  the  most  grateful  herbage ; 
and,  for  his  own  special  gratification,  there  were  nuts  in 
abundance ;  and  if  Snap,  in  his  industrious  himt,  fell  in  with 
a  pheasant  or  rabbit,  it  was  appropriated  by  his  master,  in 
order  to  be  conveyed  to  his  patroness's  soup  pot. 

The  party  also  made  several  visits  to  Dame  Hedwig*s  charm- 
ing little  abode  beside  the  limpid  stream.  The  dame,  we 
may  be  assured,  was  always  well  pleased  to  receive  them ; 
and  if  they  did  not  see  Henga,  they  always  heard  of  him,  and 
of  his  wonderful  doings  and  sayings ;  yea,  verily,  sayings,  for 
by  the  dame's  account  he  was  particularly  loquacious,  and 
**very  good  company."     Once,  too,  they  heard  the  hidden 
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musician,  which  Hans  averred,  but  nobody  believed,  to  be  a 
hird  !    Bulfinch ! 

Their  very  first  visit  was  made  to  H!ilda's  cave,  as  more 
than  one  reason  pointed  to  the  Hermit  as  a  most  desirable  and 
sorely-needed  adviser ;  but,  alas,  the  good  man  was  not  to  be 
found  therein.  The  inner  apartment  was  closed,  but  the 
chapel  still  remained  open. 

Here  they  found  a  poor  old  woman,  come,  she  said,  "to 
beseech  St.  Hilda  to  send  back  her  servant,  the  good  Hermit, 
who,  to  the  grief  and  consternation  of  the  whole  district,  had 
not  been  seen  or  heard  of  for  many  days ;  and  no  one  knew 
whither  he  was  gone  or  in  what  direction  to  seek  him.  The 
disappearance  of  the  venerable  man,  coupled  with  the  absence 
of  the  Leech,  and  the  mystery  that  hung  over  the  fate  of  Inna, 
assumed  an  appearance  of  design  ;  and  in  spite  of  Blandina's 
efforts,  or  the  reviving  influences  of  air  and  exercise,  stQl 
banished  the  rose  from  the  cheek  of  the  Princess,  and  peace 
from  her  spirit. 

"  I  would  that  the  Court  were  returned,"  she  said  one  even- 
ing to  her  only  confidante,  after  another  and  ineffectual  attempt 
to  find  the  Hermit  Celestine.  '^It  is  not  that  I  am  tired  of 
our  solitude,  but  I  feel  outward  repose  brings  no  rest  to  a 
troubled  mind.  I  feel,  too,  the  quiet  around  me  is  like  the 
stifling  calm  that  precedes  a  thunder-storm.  There  are  signs 
all  £iround  of  a  coming  tempest,  and  I  shall  not  breathe  freely 
until  it  is  braved  and  past,  whatever  may  be  the  result." 

And  Bertha*s  wish  was  soon  fulfilled. 

On  the  following  day,  the  Court  returned  from  their  lake 
to  their  mountain  castle,  and  the  reunion  was  a  happy  one. 
Eor  a  few  brief  hours  every  troubled  spirit  seemed  to  forget 
its  secret  grief  in  the  sociability  and  repose  of  the  family 
circle,  and  a  return  to  one  who  was  an  object  of  special  love, 
admiration,  and  interest  to  all,  and  whose  sweet  eyes  and 
voice  gave  them  a  radiant  welcome. 

De  Courcy,  and  the  gentle  Minstrel  were  admitted  within 
the  close-drawn  circle,  from  which  the  future  and  its  threat- 
ening ills  were  banished.     Alas,  but  briefly;   for  the  pale 
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countenance  of  the  Archduke  assumed  its  suffering  ex- 
pression ;  his  lip  quivered  and  his  hand  trembled  as  he  took 
leave  of  his  daughter  at  night,  expressing  a  wish  for  a  private 
interview  with  her  on  the  morrow ;  and  the  hour  agreed  on 
was  that  following  the  morning  meal. 

There  are  few  things  so  much  to  be  deprecated  in  a  work 
of  fiction  as  long  dissertations  and  explanations  descriptive  of 
the  feelings  and  forebodings,  present  and  prospective,  of  the 
actors.  It  is  little  complimentary  either  to  author  or  reader, 
implying  that  the  one  has  failed  in  making  his  meaning 
plain,  or  that  the  other  has  not  intelligence  to  discern  it. 
We  will  therefore  pass  over  the  conflicts  endured  by  our  poor 
heroine  on  the  sleepless  night  that  preceded  this  momentous 
and  long-dreaded  interview,  and  endeavour  to  describe  what 
passed  between  the  father  and  daughter  during  its  con- 
tinuance. 

Deceived  by  the  bright  carmine  with  which  the  long- 
desired  yet  equally-dreaded  meeting  had  flushed  her  cheeks, 
the  father  expressed  his  delight  at  his  daughter's  improved 
looks;  and,  as  he  embraced  and  took  his  seat  by  her  side, 
said,  with  an  effort  at  cheerfulness,  belied  by  the  deep  accom- 
panying sigh, — 

'*  Why,  my  Bertha,  I  thought  thou  didst  plead  sickness  and 
weariness  for  not  joining  our  ride  to  Neu  Hapsburg.  Go  to ! 
thou  art  a  little  lazy  dissembler,  for  I  never  beheld  thee  look 
brighter  than  I  see  thee  now,  imless — "  and  here  his  voice  lost 
its  tone  of  gladness — "it  was  on  the  first  day  of  my  return 
from  captivity." 

**  And  is  it  not  the  sun,  my  father,  which  brightens  up  and 
gives  colour  to  the  flower  ?  *' 

**  My  sun  is  nearly  set.  Bertha  :  thou  must  learn  to  live  and 
bloom  without  it.  Nay,  weep  not,  my  duteous  child,  thou,  and 
my  poor  afficted  consort  are  all  I  shall  find  wanting  in  the 
dark  house  to  which  I  must  now  return,  soon  to  exchange  it 
for  one  more  narrow.  Thou  wilt,  I  know,  be  kind  to  her  in 
lier  blind  estate." 
Bertha  strove  to  reply,  strove  to  ask  an  explanation  of  these 
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melanclioly  requirements,  of  which,  the  foreshadowings  Med 
her  with  anguish  ;  but  tears  and  sobs  choked  her  utterance, 
and  the  Duke  went  on, — 

"  My  beloved  child,  I  have  too  long  given  way  to  the  delu- 
sive hope  that  our  final  parting  might  be  spared ;  but  my  time 
of  grace  is  nearly  expired,  and  hope  has  died  out  too.  Listen, 
my  Bertha,'*  and  he  tenderly  wiped  off  her  tears  as  he  con- 
tinued, ^^  I  will  endeavour  to  explain  the  difficulties  that  hedge 
me  round — the  impediments  also  which  yet  lie  between  the 
fulfilment  of  an  engagement  in  which  my  honour — and  do  I 
err,  my  child,  in  believing  your  heart  to  be  concerned  ?  " 

The  bright  blush  which  overspread  his  daughter's  lovelj 
countenance,  the  beam  of  her  still  tearful  eyes  were  too  well 
understood  by  her  father,  who  sighed  from  the  depth  of  his 
lacerated  heart,  yet  replied  calmly, — 

^'I  am  ready  for  any  sacrifice,  even  to  that  of  giving  thee 
up,  since  I  see  it  is  thy  choice." 

**  But  why  talk  of  sacrifice,  my  father,  or  even  of  separation? 
Can  you  not,  will  you  not,  share  your  daughter's  home  ?  " 

"  Thou  forgettest  my  chains.  Bertha,  and  my  pledged  word 
to  the  Emperor — the  generous  &iend  who  relied  on  my  pio- 
mise  of  return  to  my  prison,  if  thy  uncles  refuse  to  oomplj 
with  his  reasonable,  yea,  merciful,  stipulations ;  and,  if 
thou—" 

He  stopped;  the  affectionate  feelings  of  the  father  tri- 
umphed over  every  sterner  necessity;  the  natural  love  of 
freedom,  even  the  risk  of  life,  was  overcome.  He  could  sot 
dim  his  child's  too  evident  happiness  by  telling  her  of  lus 
brothers'  opposition  to  it.  He  could  not  bid  her  ranounoe  the 
husband  of  her  preference,  and  of  his  own  choice,  for  another, 
even  although  all  that  was  valuable  to  him  in  life  hung  on  the 
exchange.  His  hesitation  was  noticed  by  Bertha,  and  bar 
fears  roused. 

<<  And  will  not  my  undes  consent  to  so  small  a  sacrifioei  to 
secure  so  great  a  boon  ?  " 

''  Perhaps  they  deem  not  of  either  as  thou  dost,  love.  Thy 
father  is  of  small  aocount  now  in  the  eyes  of  his  brethren* 
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Sorrow  has  weakened,  disappointment  has  clouded  him  ;  evil 
destiny  has  marred  all  his  hopes,  and  the  key  of  his  prison- 
door  will  soon  be  turned  on  all  but  anej  who  will  be  no  im- 
vrelcome  visitor  to  him  on  whose  head  cruel  frosts  fell  even  in 
bis  summer  days.    Weep  not ;  oh,  weep  not  thus,  my  child ! " 

But  she  did  weep,  until  there  came  across  her  brow  the 
expression  of  an  anguish  too  deep  for  tears. 

'^  If  my  father  withhold  his  blessing,''  she  said,  as  she  knelt 
3efore  him,  "  I  am  ready  to  renounce  Prince  John,  and  to 
mow  no  duty  beyond  that  of  a  daughter." 

''  I  do  not,  my  duteous  child.  Eise,  and  thou  shalt  hear  that 
[  have  even  now  renewed  my  early  promise  to  him.'  When 
repeated  strokes  of  adverse  fortune  threw  me,  a  lost  man,  into 
;he  power  of  Louis  of  Bavaria — when  all  my  allies  forgot,  or 
remembered  only  to  insult  their  fallen  friend — when  the 
srown  had  been  snatched  from  my  head,  and  a  throne  had 
3een  tendered  to  him,  how  could  I  refuse  his  generous  offer 
x>  fulfil  an  engagement  made  under  such  different  circum- 
itajices  ?  Your  anxious  looks  ask  for  an  explanation,  which 
[  scarcely  know  how  to  give.  My  acceptance  of  the  Prince's 
proposals  hung  on  the  contingency  of  my  brethren's  approval, 
md  your,  consent  to  leave  me  alone  to — But  thou  art  ill, 
Bertha,"  continued  the  Duke,  alarmed  at  the  paleness  which 
mddenly  overspread  her  countenance ;  '^  thy  cheeks  are  pale,  thy 
forehead  burns,  thy  hands  are  icy  cold !  What,  ho,  Blandina ! 
Saste  for  restoratives,  and  help  me  to  lay  thy  lady  on  her 
x>uch ! " 

This  they  did  with  united  tenderness,  whilst  the  poor  half- 
*ainting  girl  entreated  them  not  to  be  alarmed,  as  tiie  sudden 
riddiness  that  had  come  over  her  was  passing  away. 

The  anxious  father,  however,  left  her  to  hasten  the  depar- 
iire  of  a  messenger  to  summon  the  Leech,  leaving  his  daughter 
0  the  soothing  care  of  her  judicious  nurse." 


k  k.^ 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE   TWO   WITNESSES. 

"What!  silent  all?    Has  Justice,  then,  no  voice? 
Has  Innocence  no  friend? " 

After  waiting  what  to  him  appeared  a  sufficient  time  for  the 
return  of  his  messenger,  the  Archduke  went  out  on  the  ram- 
parts to  watch  for  his  appearance,  and  gain  the  earliest  intel- 
ligence of  his  mission.  He  had  paced  to  and  fro  many  times, 
stopping  at  each  turn  to  look  over  the  road  by  which  he  must 
approach  the  Castle,  when  he  joyfully  hailed  a  speck  in  the 
distance ;  and  concluding  it  must  either  be  the  Leech,  or  the 
messenger  sent  to  summon  him,  he  left  the  ramparts, 
descended  to  the  postern  gate,  and  passed  through  it  into  the 
road  beyond. 

The  advancing  and  expanding  speck,  however,  was  evi- 
dently neither  the  Doctor  nor  the  serving-man ;  but  to  what 
section  of  the  animal  kingdom  it  belonged  baffled  conjecture. 
Had  the  locality  been  in  Arabia  Deserta,  the  guesser  would 
probably,  from  its  long  legs  and  wing-like  appendixes,  as 
well  as  its  half-flying,  half-running  motion,  have  pronounced 
it  to  have  been  an  ostrich ;  had  he  lived  in  these  days,  he 
might  have  been  still  more  inclined  to  deem  it  s,  gorilla ;  and 
perhaps  neither  would  have  more  startled  him  than  discover- 
ing in  the  strange  flushed  being  who  approached  him  no 
other  than  poor  Henga ! 

His  momentum  was  so  irresistible  that,  as  the  Duke  caught 
him  as  he  passed,  by  the  arm,  he  was  drawn  on  some  paces 
before  he  could  stop  the  fugitive  to  demand  what  he  was  in 
search  of? 

*^  The  Princess  Bertha.  Father  Swithin  has  bid  me  speak 
with  her.'* 

"She  is  sick,  boy,"  replied  the  Duke;  *' and  if  thou  hast 
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any  regard  for  her,  go,  I  pray  thee,  and  bring  the  Leech 
hither." 

**Ay,  verily,  for  that  is  the  errand  I  came  on;  but  thou 
must  seek  him  with  me.     Follow  me ! " 

As  the  boy  uttered  this  invitation,  he  turned  round  and  set 
off  as  speedily  as  he  had  arrived.  To  follow  on  foot  with 
any  hope  of  overtaking  was  out  of  the  question ;  fortunately, 
the  messenger  sent  to  summon  the  Leech  returned  at  this 
moment  to  report  his  unsuccessful  search. 

'*  Mount  again,  and  ride  after  yon  runaway,"  was  the 
Duke's  first  command ;  but  recollecting  Henga's  wayward 
humour  would  be  better  soothed  by  his  address,  and  feeling  a 
strong  suspicion  regarding  the  Leech's  mysterious  absence, 
he  mounted  the  groom's  horse,  and  rode  himself  after  the 
fugitive. 

Henga,  however,  slackened  not  his  pace,  nor  took  any 
further  notice  of  his  noble  follower  than  by  occasionally 
turning  his  head  and  beckoning  him  onward.  The  singular 
chase  relaxed  not  until,  within  a  short  distance  of  the  Abbey 
gate,  they  met  Father  S within,  who  with  joyful  surprise 
advanced  to  meet  the  Prince,  exclaiming  as  he  made  his 
respectful  obeisance, — 

*'St.  Esculapus  be  magnified!  The  innocent  will  be 
cleared,  and  the  good  Leech  will  be  set  at  liberty." 

**  Cleared !  at  liberty  !  Speak,  good  father.  What  has 
happened?" 

"  Oh,  my  Prince,  that  just  man,  whose  blessed  work  was  to 
save  the  lives  of  his  suffering  fellow-creatures,  has  been  taken 
up,  and  thrown  into  the  Abbey  dungeons,  on  a  lying  charge 
of  murder." 

** Monstrous !     Explain,"  gasped  the  Duke. 

"  'Tis  naught  but  a  devilish  plot  (St.  Dunstan  forgive  me !) 
to  ruin  the  guiltless,  and  to  bring  discredit  on  the  most  sove- 
reign remedy  that  ever  human  brains  concocted  or  human 
hands  commingled — a  mixture  of  such  powerful  aroma  that 
the  famous  Abbot  and  Saint,  Galen — " 

A  gesture  of  impatience  from  his  tortured  listener  brought 
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up  the  good  father  from  the  depths  of  hagiology,  both  pagan 
and  popish,  to  the  tame  levels  of  common  sense. 

** Be  it  known,  then,"  he  continued,  "to  your  Highness, 
that  the  new  Prior — woe  worth  the  day  he  came  hither!— 
with  Father  Anselmo  and  the  Herr  Superintendent,  medical, 
and  magisterial,  of  the  Brugg  hospital,  have  falsely  and  most 
diabolically  affirmed  (St.  Ehadamanthus  requite  on  their  own 
heads  the  iniquitous  judgment,  and  assoil  me  thus  to  speak  of 
dignitaries!) — ^yea,  affirmed  that  our  good  Leech  has  poisoned 
a  damsel  committed  to  his  healing  operations ;  she  being  no 
other  than  the  once  favoured  waiting-woman  of  our  well- 
beloved  Princess,  the  Lady  Bertha.  And,  yet  more  monstrous, 
they  declare  the  foul  deed  to  have  been  perpetrated  throng 
the  agency  of  the  renowned  Elixir  known  throughout  all 
Christendom  by  the  title  of  the  Quinte  Essenze,  a  liquid 
which—" 

**The  Quinte  Essenze?"  eagerly  interrupted  the  Duke. 
''Meanest  thou  that  dainty  compound  brought  by  Hangs 
some  while  ago  to  be  distilled  by  the  Hermit  Celestine?" 

"The  very  same;  and  much  difficulty  had  the  lad  to  find 
the  components  thereof,  seeing  that  the  five  reptiles  of  which 
it  is  concocted  are  of  retired  habits,  and — " 

"  All  which  we  will  talk  of  at  a  more  convenient  season. 
It  is  enough  that  the  mixture  brought  by  Henga  was  that 
placed  in  the  Hermit's  alembic." 

''To  that  lean  testify.  But,  your  Highness,  we  must  not 
betray  the  aged  and  the  Heaven-stricken." 

"  That  may  Heaven  forbid  I  But  lend  me  thy  cloak,  good 
father;  conduct  me  by  a  private  door  into  the  justice  hall, 
and  we  may  yet  justify  the  innocent." 

"  And  may  every  saint  and  martyr  in  the  calendar  assist  in 
the  blessed  work !  "  said  the  pious  old  man.  "  I  have  a  wit- 
ness who  would  help  also ;  but  all  who  would  testify  for  the 
accused  have  been  denied  entrance,  and  sent  rudely  &om  the 
gate." 

During  this  parley,  the  travesty  was  being  acoomplished 
beneath  a  portico  leading  to  the  gloomy  building.     Father 
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Swithin's  doak  was  somewhat  deficient  in  length,  but  it  was 
of  ample  dimensions,  and  the  cowl  concealed  the  features  of 
the  noble  borrower:  moreover,  the  private  door  (of  which 
Swithin  possessed  a  key,  on  account  of  its  leading  through  a 
dark  passage  to  some  vacant  chambers  he  had  been  permitted 
to  store  his  fruits  in)  was  immediately  behind  the  seats  of  the 
judge  and  council.  In  this  obscure  retreat,  whilst  entirely 
hidden  from  observation,  the  Duke  perceived  he  should  be  in 
the  most  favourable  condition  to  watch  the  proceedings  in  the 
hall.  Therefore,  cautioning  Father  Swithin  to  secrecy,  he  bade 
him  lock  the  door  of  this  private  entrance,  and  leave  him  alone 
in  the  passage  to  which  it  led.  The  gloomy  hall  beyond  was 
less  obscure,  but  was  not  the  less  adapted  to  the  scenes 
enacted  within— of  judgment  perverted  by  hatred  or  self-inte- 
rest, of  perjury  and  wrong  triumphing  over  truth,  and  of 
innocence  condemned  to  hopeless  imprisonment,  and  even 
death :  for  Koenigsfelden  being  a  royal  abbey,  the  community 
exercised  absolute  power  over  the  unfortunate  beings  ar- 
raigned before  its  tribunal. 

The  dreary  building  was  unoccupied  at  the  Duke's  entrance, 
unless  by  a  few  hangers-on  of  the  convent,  who  had  crept 
in  under  favour  of  its  obscurity.  It  was  lighted,  if  such  a 
term  could  be  applied  to  its  misty  dimness,  by  one  window 
situated  at  the  end  of  the  large  low  hall  occupied  by  the  throne 
and  seats  of  the  president  and  his  assistant  judges;  and  so 
placed  that  its  light  should  fall  on  the  imhappy  prisoner  who 
stood  before  them.  With  the  exception  of  those  mentioned, 
the  building  contained  no  seats,  evidencing  that  spectators  and 
listeners  formed  no  part  of  that  ecclesiastic  tribunal. 

After  remaining  a  short  time  in  darkness  and  silence,  the 
Duke  heard  the  convent-bell  strike  the  hour  of  noon,  and  im- 
mediately after  a  pacing  of  measured  but  muffled  footsteps 
crossed  the  court.  The  procession  then  entered  the  hall, 
making  its  circle  round  it,  and  depositing  in  its  prpgress  with 
admirable  precision  each  member  in  his  allotted  place.  First 
walked  the  younger  portion  of  the  Bram-pera  boys,  carrying 
the  banners  of  St.  Francis  and  other  canonized  worthies ;  then 
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walked  the  accused,  the  humane  Dr.  Baumgarten,  without  a 
cloud  on  his  serene  brow ;  and  after  him  came  the  witnesses, 
their  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  as  if  they  feared  to  meet  the 
glance  of  the  many  to  whom  the  innocence  of  the  Leech 
was  as  dear  as  his  preservation  was  important.  The  lay 
brothers  followed  next,  poor  Father  Swithin's  tottering  steps 
and  flushed  countenance  betraying  his  emotion  ;  and  at  length, 
after  the  choir  brothers,  came  the  culminating  point  of  the 
artfully -arranged  representation — the  majestic  form  of  the 
Prior,  not  in  the  squalor  of  the  saint,  but  in  full  magisterial 
robes,  supported  on  either  side  by  a  well-chosen  foil,  in  his 
assistant-j  udges ., 

The  portrait  of  Father  Anselmo,  who  was  well  termed  the 
Accuser,  we  have  already  sketched  ;  that  of  the  other  judge, 
nominally  the  Defender,  was  equally  calculated  in  its  bloated 
vacuity  for  the  exhibition  of  an  effective  contrast.  But  even 
without  these  artificial  aids  the  commanding  figure,  the  fault- 
less features,  the  piercing  eye,  the  intellectual  forehead  of  the 
ex-inquisitor,  the  expression  of  power  and  resolution  in  his 
every  movement,  would  have  filled  the  most  hopeful  of  the 
spectators  with  apprehensions  for  the  object  of  his  perse- 
cution. 

When  the  almost  noiseless  march  had  ceased,  and  each 
was  fixed  in  his  allotted  station,  the  Accuser,  Father  Anselmo, 
opened  the  trial,  and  in  his  harsh  and  edgy  accents,  rising 
occasionally  into  a  husky  scream,  called  on  the  Leech  Baum- 
garten  to  answer  to  the  two  charges  laid  against  him  by  the 
Superintendent  of  the  hospital  at  Brugg,  of  mortal  import, 
namely ; — 

Lnprimis,  The  unlawfully  concocting  a  certain  poisonous 
liquid  falsely  called  the  Quinte  Essenze,  it  being  no  other 
than  a  compound  of  the  slime  and  skins  of  noxious  reptiles, 
brought  together  by  the  enchantments  of  the  Evil  One,  with 
the  intent  of  taking  away  the  life  of  one  Inn  a  Schmidt,  tire- 
woman to  her  Highness  the  Princess  Bertha ;  and, 

Secundo,  For  unlawfully  removing  the  aforesaid  Lma 
Schmidt  horn  the  Oastle  of  Hapsburg,  she  being  then  under 
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the  influence  of  his  poison,  and  conveying  her  to  the  hospital 
of  Brugg,  where,  in  the  absence  of  the  Herr  Superintendent, 
he,  the  prisoner,  had  succeeded  in  administering  more  of  the 
said  devil-concocted  poison,  and  causing  her  immediate  death. 

We  cannot  attempt  to  follow  this  mock  trial  through  all  its 
tedious  details,  and  in  the  phraseology  of  a  mediseval  court. 

Passing  over  the  glaring  perjuries  of  Inna's  suborned 
nurse,  and  the  inconsistent  depositions  of  some  of  the  hospi- 
tal menials,  we  will  notice  that  of  the  Superintendent  of  the 
JBrugg  hospital,  who  gave  his  evidence  with  apparent  re- 
luctance, awed,  it  should  seem,  by  the  eye  of  the  Prior,  which 
was  fixed  on  him. 

He  deposed  to  the  admission  of  Inna,  and  her  gradual 
improvement  in  health  under  his  care,  until,  on  his  return 
from  a  short  absence,  he  learnt  from  her  nurse  and  other 
attendants,  whose  evidence  was  already  before  the  Court,  that 
she  had  suddenly  sickened,  and  died  in  such  a  state  of  disease 
as  to  render  it  necessary  for  them  to  commit  her  body  to  the 
earth  before  his  return. 

The  evidence  for  the  prosecution  ended,  the  prisoner  was 
haughtily  asked  what  he  had  to  plead  in  his  defence. 

"  To  deny  in  toto  the  charges  brought  against  me,'*'  he 
calmly  yet  firmly  replied.  **  As  to  the  first  charge  :  the  elixir 
of  the  Quinte  Essenze,  be  it  even,  as  disrespectfully  averred, 
poison^  or — as  I  honestly  believe,  and  procured  to  use  as  such — 
its  most  sovereign  antidote  " — and  the  stress  he  laid  on  the  last 
word  was  not  unnoticed  by  his  accusers — "  whether,  I  repeat, 
its  virtues  are  recognized  or  suspected,  it  matters  little,  since 
not  one  drop  of  the  mixture  ever  reached  my  patient's  lips ; 
the  retort  in  which  the  valuable  ingredients  were  placed  for 
distillation  having  exploded  dxiring  the  process,  and  the  liquid 
been  spilt." 

A  disdainful  smile  curled  the  lip  of  the  President,  whilst  the 
Accuser  demanded  of  the  prisoner,  '*  if  he  had  any  witnesses  to 
prove  this  his  improbable  assertion  ?" 

**None  to  whom  you  will  allow  a  hearing,"  was  the  un- 
daunted reply. 
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"Then  my  duty  is  fulfilled,  and  my  Lord  Judge  will  give 
his  sentence  accordingly." 

"  Stop,  my  lord ! "  interrupted  the  presumed  Defender  of  the 
accused,  with  a  pretended,  and  no  doubt  preconcerted,  show  of 
justice.  "  I  am  here  to  plead  the  cause  of  the  prisoner ;  let  me 
therefore  implore  you  graciously  to  allow  a  few  moments' 
pause;  if,  mayhap,  some  witness  may  yet  appear  in  bis 
behalf." 

"  So  be  it." 

And  then,  after  a  short  interval  of  profound  silence,  the 
Judge  arose,  and  looking  round  on  the  awed  assembly,  said 
solemnly, — 

'*  I  solemnly  adjure  any  one  present  who  can  testify  to  the 
innocence  of  the  accused,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  of  Holy 
Mother  Church,  to  come  forward ! " 

The  echo  of  the  deep  fuU-toned  voice  died  on  the  walls  of 
the  vast  hall,  amid  a  silence  broken  by  no  other  sound ;  when 
the  strained  ear  caught  that  of  a  measured  footstep  approach- 
ing from  another  direction;  and  the  eager  eye  discerned  a  tall 
figure  moving  slowly  forward  towards  the  judges'  seats. 
Arrived  in  front  of  them,  he  paused  for  a  short  time,  dehber- 
ately  lifted  the  cowl  that  concealed  his  countenance,  and  threw 
off  his  disguise — discovering,  to  his  dismayed  summoners,  in 
the  witness  they  had  so  imprudently  called  for,  the  august 
person  of  the  Archduke  Frederick ! 

"My  Lord  Judge,"  he  said,  with  stem  dignity,  "you 
have  demanded  a  witness  to  Herr  Baumgarten's  innocenoe. 
Behold  your  Prince  ! " 

Then,  after  a  short  pause,  to  allow  the  excitement  which  so 
sudden  an  apparition  had  occasioned,  not  only  to  the  iniquitous 
judges,  but  the  whole  assembly,  he  continued  : — 

"  I  am  here  for  the  purpose  of  vindicating  the  innocence  of 
a  righteous  man,  and  demand  a  respectful  hearing  of  the 
circumstances  which  led  to  a  personal  and  undeniable  evi- 
dence thereof.  Having  been  led,  as  I  now  believe,  by  the 
hand  of  God  to  visit  St.  Hilda's  cave  some  two  weeks  since, 
I  foiind  the  Hermit  Celestine  engaged  in  the  distillory  of 
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that  well-known  elixir  and  long-tried  antidote^  the  Quinte 
Essenze.  Here,  whilst  awaiting  Father  Celestine's  leisure, 
and  hidden  from  his  sight  by  the  fumes  of  the  boiling  ingre- 
dients, I  watched  the  process  of  his  work  until  it  was  unfortu- 
nately marred  by  the  bursting  of  the  alembic,  and  the  wasting 
of  its  contents.  Yet,  why  call  I  it  unfortunate,  since  the  ac- 
cident proves  without  doubt  the  innocence  of  the  accused  ?" 

"It  is  enough,"  said  the  Judge,  his  words  being  more 
vehemently  echoed  by  his  trembling  co-officials ;  "  your  High- 
nesses evidence  is  conclusive.  The  Herr  Baumgarten  stands 
acquitted  thereby." 

**Stop!"  said  the  Archduke  authoritatively.  "The  Herr 
Baumgarten  shall  go  hence  only  in  virture  of  his  own  inno- 
cence. I  have  proved  him  free  of  the  lesser  charge,  and  am 
prepared  as  triumphantly  to  meet  that  of  having  caused  the 
death  of  Inna  Schmidt  in  the  Brugg  hospital.  Let  an  official 
be  sent  to  unbar  the  great  gate,  and  let  Father  S within 
be  despatched  with  him,  to  conduct  hither  certain  persons 
standing  without,  vainly  demanding  an  entrance." 

A  few  minutes  of  agitation  to  all,  of  torture  to  some,  passed 
in  profound  silence,  when  Father  Swithin  returned,  tremulous 
with  delight,  his  eye  glistening  through  tears  of  joy,  leading 
in  a  young  woman,  whose  deepening  blushes  evidenced  to  her 
being  the  real,  live  Inna,  and  not  a  spectre  risen  from  the 
grave ;  poisoned  by  one  party  and  prematurely  buried  by 
another.  A  murmur  of  astonishment  crept  round  the  cold 
hall,  and  one  or  two,  more  courageous  than  the  rest,  ventured, 
under  the  shelter  of  royal  patronage,  to  tender  their  congratu- 
lations to  the  emancipated  prisoner. 

His  benevolent  liberator  warmly  greeted  the  Leech,  and 
checked  his  expressions  of  gratitude. 

"I  came  to  ask  t/our  services  for  my  sick  daughter," 
he  said.  "  Leave  your  thanks  for  a  season  of  more  leisure, 
and  let  us  hasten  to  her ;  Inna  must  come  too." 

"And  the  sight  of  her  poor  tire-woman,  restored  to  health, 
will  do  her  Highness  more  good  than  the  whole  Pharma- 
copoeia." 
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"  Bating  the  renowned  Quinte  Essenze,  doctor."  The  Arcli- 
duke  said  this  with  a  cheerful  smile,  which  disappeared  as  he 
turned  towards  the  Prior  and  his  trembling  associates,  and  said— 
"  I  cannot  quit  this  court,  falsely  called  of  justice,  withoat 
stating  my  intention  of  expressing  to  my  Lord  Abbot,  on  Mb 
return,  my  high  displeasure  at  the  manner  in  which  his  depu- 
ties have  fulfilled  their  trust.  For  you,  Herr  Sperintendent, 
I  shall  take  judgment  into  my  own  hands,  by  dismissing  yoa 
from  a  situation  which  you  have  proved  yourself  incompetent 
to  fill ;  and  giving  it  to  an  abler  and  better  director." 

The  poor  man  threw  himself  almost  frantically  at  the  feet 
of  the  Prince,  whilst  Dr.  Baumgarten  entreated  him  to  defer 
his  sentence  until  he  had  graciously  considered  some  exculpa- 
tory circumstances  which  he  himself  would  bring  before  him. 
This  the  generous  rival  did  on  their  ride  towards  Hapsburg, 
and  wrung  a  promise  from  the  Duke  that  he  would  pardon, 
though  he  could  never  more  respect,  the  weak  dupe  of  such 
atrocious  villany. 

The  plea  urged  by  Baumgarten  in  exculpation  we  will  give 
in  his  own  words  : — 

"  When,  contrary  to  my  advice,  Inna  was  removed  to  the 
hospital  at  Brugg,  and  left  entirely  in  the  power  of  her  wicked 
nurse,  and  still  more  culpable  employers — although,  through 
extreme  watchfulness  I  had  succeeded  in  preventing  any  foul 
doings,  and  she  was  then  almost  restored  to  health — ^I  doubted 
the  ability  of  the  Superintendent  to  guard  against  the  wicked 
machinations  of  her  subtle  enemies.  I  therefore  thought  it 
right  to  use  precautions  for  her  safety  and  to  furnish  her  with 
a  powerful  antidote  to  such.  Your  Highness  knows  full  well 
the  fate  of  the  elixir  which  I  knew  would  prove  such.  When 
I  heard  of  its  destruction,  I  had  nearly  given  up  all  hope  of 
the  poor  girPs  preservation.  This,  however,  was  watched  over 
by  a  higher  hand,  who  ordered  the  following  circumstances, 
which  I  eagerly  embraced,  for  her  deliverance.  It  was  for- 
tunate that  at  this  time  the  Superintendent  was  called  to  a 
distant  patient,  a  man  of  station,  whose  danger  was  imminent; 
it  was  equally  so  that  the  Abbot  had  not  departed  on  his 
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annual  visitation,  and  that  I  obtained  his  permission  to  occupy 
the  Superintendent's  place  until  his  return.  I  found  Inna 
again  drooping,  and  I  determined  to  use  the  opportunity,  thus 
providentially  placed  in  my  power,  to  remove  her  from  the 
hospital.  I  need  not  weary  your  Highness  with  a  detail  of  all 
our — ^for  Father  Swithin  was  my  eflB.cient  helper  throughout 
— little  contrivances  to  elude  the  nurse  and  effect  our  purpose. 
I  will  only  add  that  Inna  had  a  lover,  a  clever  and  estimable 
youth,  at  whose  mother's  house  she  was  kindly  received ;  and 
that  her  berth  was  filled  by  a  patient  about  her  own  age  then 
in  an  advanced  stage  of  putrid  fever.  The  poor  g^l  died  that 
night,  and  the  statement  of  her  speedy  interment  was  correct." 

**  You  acquit  the  Superintendent,  then,  of  direct  false- 
hood?" 

"I  do ;  nay  more,  I  think  even  the  nurse  believed  the 
buried  woman  to  have  been  Inna.  Whether  her  own  con- 
science whispered  the  cause,  or  the  alarming  accounts  I  gave 
of  the  infectious  nature  of  the  disease  kept  her  from  the  pre- 
tended Inna's  room  I  know  not,  but  she  was  easily  kept  from 
entering  it,  and  declined  performing  the  usual  offices  for  the 
dead." 

**  Dr.  Baumgarten  "  said  the  Prince,  suddenly  drawing  in  his 
own  bridle  and  laying  his  hand  on  that  of  his  companion, 
**  explain  to  me  a  mystery  I  cannot  fathom :  how  comes  it  that 
the  life  of  that  obscure  maiden  is  of  such  import  as  to  warrant 
the  risk  and  guilt  that  have  been  incurred  to  get  rid  of  it  ?  " 

**Inna  had  become — through  her  own  imprudence,  I  grieve 
to  say — possessed  of  a  secret  which  it  was  of  consequence  to 
the  honour  of  the  Church,  and  especially  to  some  of  her 
highest  functionaries  of  the  Abbey,  to  conceal :  moreover,  she 
was  the  Princess's  tire-woman." 

**  Ha !  I  must  heeup  more  of  this  in  a  fitting  time  and  place  ; 
at  present  we  must  hasten  to  my  daughter."  The  anxious 
father  gave  the  rein  to  his  gallant  steed,  and  they  were  soon 
at  the  Castle  gates. 

The  Leech  was  right :  the  restoration  of  her  penitent  and 
almost  hopelessly-lost  Inna,  did  the  Princess  all  the  good  he 
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had  expected;  and,  with  the  unselfish  benevolence  of  her 
nature,  she  laid  aside  her  own  cares  and  sorrows  to  listen  to 
the  tale  of  poor  Inna's  sufEering^,  related  with  such  a  sense  of 
their  haying  been  merited,  and  so  miany  tears  of  penitence, 
that  Blandina  forgot  the  little  homily  on  the  sins  of  falsehood 
and  levity  which  she  had  intended  to  deliver,  feeling  that  the 
poor  culprit  had  been  snficiently  punished  for  them. 

The  future  prospect  of  the  restored  favourite  and  her  faith- 
ful betrothed  was  a  subject  of  general  interest;  and,  whilst 
Gertruda  and  Blandina  plied  their  needles  in  the  fabrication  of 
the  trousseau,  Bertha  consulted  with  her  uncle,  the  Archduke 
Albert,  on  the  furnishing  and  stocking  of  the  little  farm  he 
had  kindly  allotted  to  them  for  their  future  residence.  When 
the  wedding-day  arrived,  Swithin  and  Henga  were  early  with 
their  offerings ;  the  august  Abbess  sent  the  gifb  of  a  gilt 
crucifix,  permitting  her  nuns  to  add  cakes  and  sweetmeats 
for  the  feast.  The  three  Princesses  attended  the  marriage 
ceremony,  and  the  good  Doctor  gave  away  the  bride. 

Thus  this  little  episode  seemed  for  awhile  to  chase  care  and 
sorrow  from  the  generous  hearts  that  sympathized  so  warmly 
in  the  interests  of  the  humble  heroine. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXTTI. 

LE     CHATEAU    d'aMOTJB. 

"  ChateaxL  d' Amour,  te  venx  tn  pas  rendre, 
Veiix  tu  te  rendre,  ou  tenir  bon  ?  " 

CONSEBVATEUB   SUISSE. 

The  next  event  of  note  in  our  history  was  a  more  august 
betrothal — that  of  the  Princess  Alice  and  the  Earl  de  Courcy  ; 
a  ceremony  of  so  much  importance  and  display  that  we  would 
fain  have  entered  on  a  minute  description  thereof.  But,  alack ! 
even  the  Magician  of  the  North,  had  he  lived  in  these  recent 
days,  must  have  broken  his  wand  in  despair  of  ever  reviving 
scenes  so  glaring,  so  majestic,  so  wonderful,  as  those  daily 
passing  before  the  almost  satiated  eye  of  the  millions  of  our 
time. 

Moreover,  our  writers  of  romantic  history,  our  chroniclers 
of  Queens  and  Princesses,  have  so  exhausted  the  theme  of 
f(§tes  and  tournaments,  pomps  and  processions,  that  we  should 
haave  allowed  tibe  ceremony  of  the  betrothal  in  question  to  have 
passed  without  illustration,  had  it  not  been  celebrated  by  the 
enactment  of  a  graceful  and  national  Swiss  f^te,  termed  ^^  Le 
Chateau  d' Amour,"  which  possesses  the  rare  charm  of  novelty. 

At  an  early  hour  of  the  day  of  its  celebration,  and  that  fol- 
lowing the  day  of  the  betrothal  of  the  young  lovers,  a  Gymno- 
croiU^  consiBtuDg  of  all  the  female  rank,  matrons  and  maids,  of 
the  neighbourhood,  assembled  in  the  Archduchess's  apart- 
ments, for  the  purpose  of  electing  a  "  Queen  of  Beauty  "  to 
take  the  command  of  the  Oh4teau  d' Amour,  which,  so  it  was 
confidently  affirmed,  was  that  day  to  be  attacked  by  a  formid- 
able battalion  of  knights  and  squires ;  with  the  most  perfidious 
and  unwarrantable  design  of  battering  down  the  Oastle  itself, 
and  carrying  off  its  defenders. 

The  fair  assembly  comported  themselves  with  pro|)er  dignity, 
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and  discussed  the  business  in  hand  with  a  gravity  due  to  its 
exigence  and  importance. 

After  a  careful  register  of  votes,  it  was  found  that  the  throne 
was  awarded  to  the  Princess  Alice,  who,  whilst  pleased  at  her 
election,  modestly  declined  the  pre-eminence  in  favour  of  the 
superior  claims  of  Bertha  and  Gertruda — claims  which  the 
electresses  themselves  might  have  allowed,  but  for  the  radiant 
charm  of  happiness  which  animated  the  whole  being  of  the 
lovely  heroine  of  the  day. 

The  election  now  made,  it  was  ratified  by  the  investiture  of 
the  insignia  of  royalty — namely,  a  crown  of  roses,  and  a  sceptre 
of  myrtle-boughs ;  and  in  return  she  presented  to  each  of  her 
fair  subjects  a  flower,  which  they  received  on  one  knee,  en- 
gaging at  the  same  time  to  defend  the  precious  distinction  eyen 
with  their  lives. 

These  interesting  preliminaries  settled,  the  new-made  Queen 
and  her  maiden  train — their  path  strewn  with  flowers,  whilst 
attendant  minstrels  sang  the  legend  of  the  Castle  of  Love,  and 
the  praises  of  its  defenders — led  the  way  to  an  open  space  in 
the  forest. 

Here  arose  a  castle,  built,  it  is  true,  of  wood,  but  on 
the  approved  plan  of  a  regular  fortress,  with  donjon  keep  and 
outer  fortifications.  It  was,  moreover,  profusely  ornamented 
with  emblems  and  ciphers,  suited  to  its  designation  and  de- 
fenders, and  waggon -loads  of  suitable  ammunitions  vere 
laid  in  for  the  warfare — ^harmless  in  themselves,  but  some- 
times thrown  with  deadly  aim — such  as  bouquets  of  flowers, 
gloves,  fans,  perfumes,  and,  for  cases  of  extremity,  boughs  of 
fragrant  shrubs. 

On  the  outside  of  this  fairy  structure  was  ranged  an  am- 
phitheatre of  seats  for  the  spectators  of  the  drama,  including 
the  royal  party  and  the  ilite  of  the  neighbouring  nobles  and 
gentles ;  who,  already  assembled,  rose  as  the  Queen  and  her 
train  passed  through  their  centre  to  take  their  places  on  the 
ramparts — ^we  must  not  say  to  man  them. 

The  vaUant  defenders  were  habited  as  individual  taste 
directed,  their  considerate  Queen  having  declined  any  inter- 
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ference  with  the  costume  of  her  volunteer  supporters,  save 
and  except  in  the  standing  order  that  the  magic  flower,  already 
alluded  to,  must  be  worn  uniformly  by  each  on  the  left  side, 
tied  by  a  knot  of  green  ribbon. 

The  ladies  had  scarcely  reached  their  destination,  or  hcul 
time  to  take  a  survey  of  the  strength  of  their  fortifications,  ere 
the  sound  of  martial  music  was  heard ;  and  soon  a  line  of 
young  cavaliers  was  discerned  winding  through  the  narrow 
forest-paths,  habited  in  rich  and  somewhat  fanciful  array  and 
unarmed ;  they  passed  by  the  assembled  spectators,  bowing 
courteously  and  deferentially,  and  advanced  to  the  closed  gates 
of  the  Chdteau  d* Amour. 

Here  they  formed  in  line,  and,  falling  each  on  one  knee, 
made  a  low  obeisance  to  the  Queen  of  Beauty  and  her  adhe- 
rents, which  was  graciously  returned,  amid  the  plaudits  of  the 
spectators. 

A  few  preluding  notes  from  the  trumpet  having  restored 
silence,  the  leader  of  the  knightly  band,  who,  of  course, 
was  Erin's  belted  Earl  de  Courcy,  advanced  a  few  steps  in 
firont,  and  solicited  an  audience.  In  a  fair  and  flattering  ad- 
dress, he  humbly  solicited  an  entrance  for  himself  and  fellow- 
knights  into  the  Chateau  d' Amour,  pleading  in  moving  tones 
'*  the  distance  they  had  travelled,  the  pains  they  had  endured, 
and  the  services  they  were  prepared  to  render." 

To  this  appeal,  which  was  heard  with  much  indulgence,  the 
Queen  of  Beauty  replied  in  such  silver  tones  as  ''  the  listeners 
held  their  breath  to  hear," — 

"  That  the  only  service  she  and  her  subjects  required  or 
would  accept  was,  that  the  Knight  should  lead  off  his  chivalry 
from  their  walls — ^that  it  was  their  intention  *to  set  up  an 
independent  kingdom,  from  which  she  trusted  the  Knights 
would  keep  themselves,  and  all  the  like  intruders  aloof;  and 
allow  them  to  govern  it  as  seemed  best  to  themselves." 

Hereupon  there  arose  a  murmur  of  disapprobation  amongst 
the  assailants,  and  one  more  indignant  than  the  rest  declared, 
''that  sooner  would  he  patiently  submit  to  be  deprived  of  the 
light  of  the  sun  and  the  breath  of  day  than  the  presence  of 
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those  fair  beings  who  gave  light  and  life  to  his  existence; 
that  though  the  re^)ect  they  owed  to  the  Queen  of  Beauty 
and  her  compeers  was  such  that  they  were  ready  to  kneel  at 
their  footstool,  yet  the  threatened  deprivation  had  so  driven 
him  to  despair,  that  he  should  feel  obligated  to  propose  to  his 
miserable  fellow-exiles,  if  all  entreaties  failed,  that  they 
should  enter  the  Castle  by  force,  and,  like  the  Bomans  of  old, 
carry  away  each  one  a  captive  from  the  cruel  and  rebellious 
community." 

This  speech  was  received  very  differently  by  the  auditors ; 
one  half  crying  ** Shame!"  the  other,  perhaps  from  their  better 
appreciation  of  the  classical  allusion,  "Brava  !  "  All  parties, 
however,  warmly  agreed  in  applauding  the  courageous  Queen, 
and  could  scarcely  contain  the  desire  of  enlisting  in  her  de- 
fence— ^when  she  declared  herself  and  followers  ready  to  defend 
their  independence,  and  ordered  a  battle-charge  to  be  instantly 
sounded. 

Alas,  alas,  the  boast  was  all  too  confident !  The  assailants 
rushed  to  the  attack,  and,  though  unarmed,  the  weak  bar- 
riers gave  way  beneath  their  powerful  onslaught,  and  they 
soon  gained  an  entrance  into  the  court  of  the  Castle.  Here 
they  were  encountered  by  volleys  of  bouquets  and  branches, 
and  such  ammunition  as  we  have  enumerated,  fired  with 
undaunted  courage  and  unerring  aim  by  the  intrepid  Amazons 
on  the  ramparts;  yet  all  in  vain!  Nearer  and  nearer  the 
treacherous  foe  advances,  the  painted  barricades  crackling 
beneath  their  footsteps;  until,  the  floral  ammunition  exhausted 
and  the  enemy  nearly  on  their  ramparts,  the  panting  and  ex- 
hausted garrison  perceived  they  had  no  alternative  but  to 
surrender  and  make  the  best  terms  they  could  with  their 
conquerors.  Accordingly,  detaching  the  white  scarf  which 
bound  her  waist,  the  Queen  of  Beauty  bade  an  attendant 
herald  affix  it  to  the  Castle  tower,  and  demand  a  truce. 

The  signal  of  peace  was  most  courteously  hailed  by  the 
cavalier  band,  who  pressed  their  right  hands  on  their  hearts, 
and, bowed  a  graceful  assent  as  they  retired  to  their  former 
position  on  the  outside  of  the  now  shattered  walls  of  the 
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Chateau  d' Amour ;  the  minstrels  accompanying  the  movement 
by  strains  of  the  softest  music,  which  died  away  in  silence 
at  the  commencement  of  another  act  of  the  drama. 

This  began  by  a  protestation  of  amity  and  devotion,  made 
by  the  leader  in  his  own  name  and  that  of  his  companions, 
together  with  the  rehearsal  of  the  terms  of  capitulation  for 
the  conquered  garrison.  These,  the  Queen  and  her  subjects 
alike  indignantly  rejected,  declaring  they  would  never  consent 
to  a  surrender  which  might  peril  their  freedom  of  action,  and 
demanded  to  be  allowed  to  march  out  with  the  honours  of 
war,  that  they  might  go  elsewhere  and  found  another  inde- 
pendent settlement.  There  were  evident  signs  of  mutiny  at 
this  proposal ;  but  De  Courcy,  enforcing  patience  and  for- 
bearance, another  half-hour  was  pleasantly  spent  in  the 
endeavour,  as  it  should  seem,  on  the  one  side  to  gain  an 
unconditional  release,  and  on  the  other  to  make  the  most  of 
victory.  At  length,  as  some  of  his  adherents  began  to  exhibit 
symptoms  of  taking  the  management  into  their  own  hands, 
their  leader,  after  a  short  consultation,  informed  the  obstinate 
Amazons  that  he  advanced  for  the  last  time  to  propose  the 
most  indulgent  terms  ever  offered  to  a  captived  enemy; 
warning  them  if  they  did  not  receive  them,  he  could  no  longer 
defend  them  from  the  consequence  of  their  contumacy.  These 
terms,  which  the  Queen  and  all  her  ladies  declared  that 
nothing  but  stem  necessity  would  induce  them  to  listen  to, 
were,  that  each  Knight  in  the  conquering  army  should  be 
allowed  to  enter  the  Chateau  d' Amour  according  to  his  rank, 
and  to  select  from  thence  one  of  the  subjects  of  the  Queen  of 
Beauty,  who  was  herself  to  be  the  prize  of  their  leader.  It 
was  moreover  stipulated  (and  this  was  declared  to  be  the  most 
rigorous  article  of  the  capitulation),  that  each  fair  captive 
should  surrender  as  a  ransom  the  token  flower  she  wore  in 
her  bosom,  allowing  her  captor  to  kiss  the  fair  hand  that 
presented  it :  and  furthermore,  that  the  happy  possessor  of  the 
said  flower  was  thereby  qualified  as  attendant  cavalier  at  the 
ball  and  banquet. 

The  Queen  signified  her  acceptance  of  these  terms  by  giving 

-a -a  ^ 
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her  hand  and  bouquet  to  the  triumphant  Ambassador,  and 
leading  the  long  file  of  young  couples  who  left  their  dilapi- 
dated Castle  to  bend  their  steps  to  the  banqueting  hall  of 
Hapsburg,  followed  by  the  applauding  spectators  and  accom- 
panied by  the  minstrel  bemd. 

The  programme  was  perfect,  and  so  happily  acted  out  that 
each  one  seemed  to  have  the  partner  he  would  have  selected 
had  choice,  not  war,  decided.  Indeed,  so  exactly  was  every  part 
adjusted  that  there  was  a  whisper  of  pre-arrangement  between 
some  of  the  subjects  of  the  Queen  of  Beauty  and  their  assail- 
ants ;  but,  utterly  repudiating  such  a  malicious  insinuation, 
we  simply  record  the  universal  content.  Even  when  the  united 
pair  looked  anxious  ;  where  the  knight  betrayed  more  earnest- 
ness than  mirth ;  when  bright  eyes  were  bent  on  the  ground, 
and  even  suffused  with  tears, — there  seemed  no  inclination  on 
either  side  to  part.  One  such  couple  we  would  especially 
notice,  who,  evidencing  by  their  dejection  and  earnestness  many 
of  the  features  of  true  love,  showed  as  plainly  that  its  current 
did  not  run  smooth.  If  the  knight's  colour  was  heightened 
and  his  eyes  fixed  on  his  companion,  her  cheeks  were  deadly 
pale,  and  her  eyes  cast  down. 

**  You  are,  then,"  he  said,  **  determined  to  take  a  step  which 
desolates  me  ?  Cruel,  cruel  maiden  !  If  I  perish — and  I  swear 
to  thee  I  will  return  to  the  battle-field,  and  bare  my  breast  to 
the  first  weapon  that  is  pointed  at  it — thou  wilt  have  to  answer 
for  the  deed." 

'^  You  do  not  judge  righteously,"  replied  a  low  sweet  voice. 
"If  you  rush  on  self-destruction,  I  shall  have  no  more  to 
answer  for  it  than  I  have  for  your  blind  headlong  passion. 
You  must  remember  that  at  the  first  word  of  love — it  was  at 
the  Archduchess's  ball — I  undeceived  you  as  to  my  assumed 
character." 

**  I  know  it  well ;  but  as  soon  might  you  attempt  to  extin- 
guish a  fiame  by  the  soft  breath  of  the  perfumed  gale  of  eve— 
Besides,  it  was  all  too  late.  Prom  the  moment  I  knelt  before 
you  in  my  minstrel  guise,  and  you  hung  round  my  neck  this 
precious  chain,  which  shall  never  be  disengaged  from  it,  my 
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heart  vowed  its  eternal  aUegiance.  Why  did  you  wear  that 
fatal  disguise  ?  " 

"  I  feel  now  it  was  wrong,  even  for  one  moment  and  on 
whatever  pretence,  to  doff  the  holy  garb ;  yet  it  could  deceive 
you  but  for  one  short  moment ;  at  the  very  next  interview  I 
told  you  of  my  vows,  and  forewarned  you  that  I  held  them  to 
be  indissoluble— nay,  more,  when  you  still  urged  your  suit,  I 
imparted  the  fatal  secret  of  my  birth  and  that  of  the  tie  which 
bound  me  to  Koenigsfelden." 

*' All  but  as  the  withe-band  before  the  force  of  true  love. 
Oh,  Gortruda,  consent  to  fly'  with  me  !  The  proudest  of  my 
race  will  own  and  protect  thee ;  first  for  mine,  and  then  for 
thine  own  unrivalled  self." 

Gertruda  smiled  mournfully,  **  And  my  vows?" 

"They  are  not  indissoluble ;  those  of  probation  are  as  yet 
only  on  you ;  and  I  swear  to  thee,  my  first,  my  only  love,  that  if 
thou  wilt  consent  to  be  mine,  I  will  incur  the  penalty  of  sacri- 
lege, and  tear  thee  from  the  altar  ere  they  force  thee  to  pro- 
nounce those  that  would  separate  us  for  ever.  Oh,  come  to 
me  this  night  on  the  terrace,  and  we  will — " 

Gertruda  interrupted  her  ardent  lover.  **  And  were  I,"  she 
said  mournfully,  **  thus  far  to  forget  my  maiden  decorum, 
wouldst  thou  not  remind  me  of  it,  and  send  me  back  to  better 
thoughts  ?  No,  no ;"  and  here  a  smile  of  conscious  rectitude 
beamed  through  her  sadness.  **Thou  must  have  a  consort 
worthy  of  thy  high  deserts,  and  thou  wilt  be  rewarded  with 
such  for  the  victory  over  thy  vain  desires,  and  thy  patience  in 
contradiction." 

"Ay,  thou  mayest  talk  of  patience  who  knowest  not  what 
love  or  preference  is.  It  is  of  little  import  to  thee  to  give  up 
what  thou  dost  not  value ;"  and  the  beautiful  lips  which 
uttered  these  bitter  words  curled  in  scorn. 

"Not  value?"  said  the  suffering  girl  raising  her  tear- 
dimmed  eyes  as  if  in  appeal  to  Heaven,  and  forgetting  in  this 
moment  of  trial  the  reserve  she  had  hitherto  most  conscien- 
tiously imposed  on  herself, — "not  value?  then  were  I  the 
most  imgrateful  wretch  alive.     No  sacrifice,  sayest  thou,  to 
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give  up  one  so  generous,  so  disinterested — to  bid  adieu  to  life, 
when  for  the  first  time  it  offers  its  most  alluring  temptations, 
its  most  precious  g^fts  ?" 

She  stopped,  and  blushed  deeply  at  the  confession  her  words 
conveyed.     Her  lover  caught  at  it  with  rapture. 

*' You  do  not,  then,  hate  me  ;  you  do  not  scorn  the  devotion 
of  one  so  im worthy  ?" 

**  Let  not  your  impatience  do  me  this  wrong."  Then,  touched 
by  his  grief,  and  from  the  artless  sincerity  of  her  character, 
she  added,  "Will  it  soften  the  stem  necessity  of  my  rejection 
of  a  .suit  so  noble  to  own  (and  in  so  doing  may  the  Blessed 
Yirgin  pray  for  me  if  I  depart  from  the  decorum  of  my  estate !) 
that  were  I  free  from  my  religious  vows,  were  I  your  equal- 
nay,  were  I  queen  of  the  fairest  heritage  of  earth,  I  would—" 

Here  the  delighted  gaze  of  the  enraptured  Bard,  and  the 
consciousness  of  having  betrayed  too  much,  made  her  hesitate 
and  leave  him  to  finish  the  sentence,  which  he  did  by  a  thou- 
sand thanks  and  protestations,  and  yet  more  passionate  en- 
treaties that  she  would  not  pronounce  the  hated  vow  until 
he  had  laid  their  diflB.culties  before  the  friend  to  whom  he 
understood  she  had  promised  to  apply  to  in  her  straits, 
and  who  he  well  knew  had  power  as  well  as  ability  to  be  of 
service." 

The  latter  part  of  de  Lauffenburg's  speech  was  unintelli- 
gible to  Gertruda;  but  time  was  too  precious  to  admit  of 
explanation,  and  she  would  use  it  to  console  and  fortify. 

<*I  have  applied  to  no  friend,"  she  said,  "  but  One  who  ad- 
mits no  sacrifice  to  inclination,  no  compromise  with  duty.  I 
have  asked  no  consolation  but  from  Him  who  will  abundantly 
reward  us  for  all  we  give  up  for  His  sake.  Oh,  de  Lauffen- 
'burg,  let  this  hope  sustain  us  both !" 

They  had  now  arrived  at  the  gate  of  the  Castle,  where  the 
Queen  of  Beauty  stood  to  receive  the  homage  of  her  subjects, 
ere  she  led  the  way  to  the  banquet. 

It  was  a  relief  to  Oertruda  that  during  that,  and  the  ball 
which  followed,  the  Abbot  never  relaxed  in  his  watchful 
guardianship ;  for  she  feared  her  lover's  importunities,  and, 
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like  all  the  truly  strong,  mistrusted  her  own  powers  of  re- 
sistance. 

It  was  in  vain  that  poor  de  Lauffenburg,  who,  by  the  laws 
of  the  Chateau  d' Amour,  laid  claim  to  the  privilege,  so  highly 
prized,  of  acting  as  her  attendant  cavalier,  frowned  and  an- 
swered the  bland  propositions  of  the  accomplished  politician 
vsith  laconic  abruptness ;  it  neither  disturbed  his  equanimity 
nor  relaxed  his  watchfulness.  His  penetration  had  discerned 
how  matters  stood  between  the  young  pair,  and  his  heart  had 
done  justice  to  the  noble  self-denial  of  Gertruda :  and  if  long 
habit  had  not  stifled  its  dictates,  would  have  yearned  to  make 
them  happy. 

Whether  it  was  that,  thus  watched  and  prevented  from  ex- 
pressing feelings  with  which  his  heart  was  overcharged,  the 
Bard  felt  an  impetuous  desire  to  give  them  vent  in  song  ;  or 
that  he  sought  the  only  way  in  which  he  could  communicate 
with  her  he  loved,  and  warn  her  of  the  fate  that  awaited  her 
obduracy; — ^but  after  the  banquet,  and  just  as  the  assembly 
was  about  to  break  up,  de  Lauffenburg  complied,  most  unex- 
pectedly, with  a  request  conveyed  to  him  in  the  name  of  the 
Archduchess,  and  eagerly  seconded  by  all  present,  to  allow  his 
harp  to  be  brought,  and  again  to  enchant  them  with  his  divine 
art.  He  begged  first  to  be  allowed  to  string  and  tune  it  in  his 
own  apartment,  and  after  a  short  absence  returned  clad  in  the 
minstrel  dress  he  wore  on  the  first  evening  of  his  appearance 
at  the  Castle.  How  changed  in  all  beside  !  But,  if  then  he 
was  a  bright  personification  of  the  joyeuse  science,  radiant  in 
youth,  glowing  with  genius — yet  now,  even  in  his  pallor  and 
dejection,  there  was  a  deeper  fervour  in  his  eye,  a  more  heaven- 
breathing  inspiration  in  his  whole  being. 

Absorbed  by  one  idea,  totally  abstracted  from  all  conscious- 
ness of  the  gazing,  listening  throng  around,  he  struck  the  first 
chords  of  his  harp — ^low,  murmuring  notes,  gradually  swelling, 
until  the  tones  of  his  voice,  at  first  almost  imperceptibly,  min- 
gled with  them  in  a  low,  solemn  strain,  of  which  the  following 
may  convey  some  flEdnt  idea : — 
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THE  DIEGE. 

At  a  Blurine  in  convent  garden, 
A  fair  young  maiden  prayed, 

Where  moonbeams  throngh  the  leafless  bonghs 
A  flickering  carpet  made. 

Her  voice  is  as  the  night  breeze  low, 
And  o'er  her  pallid,  cheek  the  tear-drops  flow. 

" Father  1"  she  cries,  "whose  watchful  eye 

Beholds  the  sparrow's  fall. 
Whose  ear  is  open  and  attent 

To  the  young  raven's  call — 
Oh,  pity,  then,  the  sad  estate 
Of  one  more  weak  than  they — more  desolate  I 

"  Thon  knowest,  Thou  alone  canst  know 

The  struggle  of  the  soul 
That  would  each  memory  repress. 

Each  wand'ring  thought  control. 
Thou  know'st  my  weariness  and  woe, 
My  longing  hope  of  rest,  denied  below  I 

"  I  do  not  murmur — still  resigned, 

I  wait  on  Thy  behest ; 
But,  oh,  that  Thou  would'st  take  me  where 

The  weary  are  at  rest  1 
Would'st  call  me  to  Thy  world  above. 
Where  I  may  freely  breathe,  and  sinless  love." 

Her  prayer  is  heard,  her  ransomed  soul 
Has  soared  on  seraph's  wing — 

Whilst  the  soft  moon  her  night-watch  keeps. 
The  winds  her  requiem  sing ; 

And  fast  adown  the  snow-flakes  fall. 
Wrapping  her  lifeless  form  in  fleecy  pall. 

****** 
There's  a  stir  in  the  convent's  calm. 

An  echo  from  its  walls 
Of  tread  of  swift  and  searching  feet, 

Of  loud  and  anxious  calls. 
As  they  seek  her  in  choir  and  cell. 
And  fling  on  the  night  wind  the  passing  bell. 

The  snow  falls  fast,  the  moon  has  set. 

But,  by  the  torches'  glare. 
They  gain  at  length  the  shrine,  and  find 

The  lost  one  slumb'ring  there : 
And  with  low  chant  and  measured  tread, 
They  bear  to  the  cloisters  the  holy  dead. 
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Here,  mingling  with  the  organ's  peal 

And  soh  of  minnte  hell, 
Sweet  voices  of  the  sister  hand 

In  solemn  requiem  swell ; 
As  they  lay  her  in  the  tomh  apart, 
And  weep  for  the  ntm  of  the  hroken  heart. 

Some  time  after  the  melancholy  tale  was  ended,  and  the 
Minstrel's  voice  had  ceased,  interest  and  attention  were  kept 
alive  by  a  wondrous  imitation  of  the  receding  voices  of  the 
choir,  and  their  accompaniment  of  organ  and  minute  bell: 
when  these  had  sunk,  shaded  into  silence,  sobs  and  sighs 
broke  the  stillness.  Poor  Aletta  fainted,  and  was  borne  out 
of  the  haU  accompanied  by  Gertruda ;  whose  marble-like  com- 
posure concealed  the  yet  deeper  connexion  she  bore  to  the 
mournful  theme.  But  the  sensation  occasioned  by  the  master 
spirit  (who  left  the  hall  heedless  of  the  expressions  of  admira- 
tion his  spells  had  drawn  forth),  though  powerful,  was  transi- 
tory; the  hushed  voices,  commencing  in  whispers,  gradually 
rose :  and  when  the  parting  cup  was  circulated,  there  were 
few  traces  of  emotion,  save  on  one  or  two  pale  countenances. 
At  length,  to  the  merciful  emancipation  of  those  few  tor- 
tured spirits,  and  to  the  regret  of  many  of  the  gay  throng, 
the  signal  was  given  for  the  breaking  up  of  the  party,  when 
the  principal  actors  in  the  drama  of  "Le  Chateau  d' Amour" 
retired  to  "chew  the  cud"  of  fancies,  sweet  or  bitter  as  the 
case  might  be,  and  to  ruminate  or  dream  on  the  varied  amuse- 
ments of  this  chequered  party  of  pleasure. '  Alas,  there  were 
some  who  thought  not  of  rest  that  night,  and  who  had  yet  a 
painful  scene  to  enact  ere  the  curtain  dropped;  for  by  the 
earliest  dawn  Gertruda  was  to  depart  for  her  final  home ! 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIV. 

THE  TWO   HEROINES. 

But  it  is  flown,  that  fairy  ray 

Of  all  its  light  bereft — 
The  dreamy  mirage  passed  away, 

And  the  lone  desert  left  1 

The  day  of  vivid  enjoyment,  and  of  life-long  recoUections  to 
many,  had  to  the  Princess  Bertha  been  one  of  great  fatigue, 
disappointment,  and  mental  effort.    At  its  commencement,  she 
might  have  sought  amongst  the  assembled  knights  for  one  who 
could  not  well  have  been  overlooked  by  a  less  penetrating  ken 
— but  who  came  not.     She  had  obtained  leave,  on  the  plea  of 
recent  illness,  to  absent  herself  from  the  active  business  of  the 
drama ;  and  as  she  sat  next  the  Archduchess  in  that  same 
clearance  in  the  forest  in  which  the  most  important  scene  in 
her  own  life  had   occurred,  the  remembrance  came  almost 
with  the  force  of  reality  before  her,  followed  by  that  of  those 
recent  interviews  which  had  indelibly  stamped  its  impression 
and  deepened  its  interest. 

How  did  she  long  to  hear  the  music  of  that  voice  which  she 
had  last  listened  to  amid  the  din  of  the  dance !  and,  if  for  a 
few  brief  moments  she  regretted  not  having  pronounced  the 
three  little  words  which  would  have  kept  the  speaker  at  her 
side  for  ever,  the  approach  of  her  father  brought  back  the 
recollection  of  sterner  duties. 

He  did  not  allude  to  that  scene  of  earnest  life  which  had 
happened  on  the  very  spot  from  which  they  were  now  contem- 
plating the  graceful  drama ;  but  we  will  not  believe  that  he 
could  forget  it  in  the  presence  of  his  daughter.  Wherefore, 
then,  did  he  not  name  it  ? 

And  thus  that  sun  went  down  behind  the  trees  of  the  forest, 
and  the  remembrance  that  ere  another  rose  Gertruda — ^her 
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dearest  friend,  the  companion  of  her  youthful  years — ^would 
depart  for  her  final  abode,  ther^  to  spend  a  week  in  retire- 
ment, fasting,  and  prayer,  before  taking  those  vows  which 
were  to  separate  them  for  ever; — ^banished  all  other  regrets. 

They  had  not  met  for  many  days  without  witnesses ;  the 
vigilant  guardianship  of  the  Abbot  preventing  all  approach  to 
Gertruda  in  public,  as  we  have  already  seen ;  and  his  prudence 
in  providing  her  a  constant  companion  in  Aletta  equally  pre- 
vented all  private  communication. 

But  Bertha's  affection  was  not  to  be  thus  defeated ;  and, 
after  dismissing  Blandina,  she  sat  alone  in  her  room  imtil  she 
believed  Aletta  had  left  her  friend,  and  then  rose  to  seek 
her,  and  bid  her  a  last  farewell.  Ere  she  reached  the  door 
the  object  of  her  meditations  entered  it. 

The  poor  girl  had  thrown  aside  her  festive  attire  and  had 
resumed  her  novice  dress.  She  looked  so  pale,  so  calm,  so 
ethereal,  as  if  she  had  already  entered  a  world  of  spirits ;  but 
the  illusion  was  but  for  a  moment,  the  next  the  broken-hearted 
friends  were  clasped  in  each  other's  arms. 

"  I  am  come,"  said  Gertruda,  assuming  some  degree  of  self- 
possession,  **  to  tear  asunder  the  last  links  of  earth,  to  try — ^but 
oh,  how  vainly ! — to  express  to  thee,  my  more  than  sister,  my 
gratitude  for  every  ray  of  joy,  every  bow  of  peace  that  has 
illumined  my  otherwise  clouded  life." 

*'  And  has  not  the  boon  been  mutual  ?     Where  but  in  thee 

have  I  foimd  a  friend,  or  sought  one  ?  "     Bertha  stopped  for 

an  instant,  and  then  added,  *^  At  least,  before  we  entered  on 

this  new  world,  in  which  new  friends  and  new  interests  have 

sadly  separated  us." 

"Before  we  part,"  said  Gertruda,  the  tears  again  gathering 

in  her  eyes,  "you  shall  have  no  reason  to  complain  of  my  lack 

of  confidence :  I  would,  for  the  sake  of  others,  I  had  trusted 

thee  before." 

"And  wherefore  not  for  thine  own?" 

"  My  destiny  is  beyond  human  influence." 

"  Oh,  say  not  so  !     If  you  allude  to  Aletta — " 

"Not  exactly,"  replied  Gertruda,  blushing,   and  adding 
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quickly,  **I  knew  all  your  efforts  were  already  interested  , 
in  her  behalf." 

"  And  in  vain,  alas  !" 

"  Not  so ;  and  it  is  with  no  lightly-grounded  hope  I  tell  you 
that  all  danger  of  her  becoming  a  nun  is  for  the  present  passed 
away." 

**  Oh,  joy,  joy ! "  exclaimed  Bertha,  her  countenance  beaming 
with  delight.  **And  what  has  brought  about  this  happy 
change,  that  seems  as  sudden  as  her  determination  to  pro- 
fess, which  I  never  could  fathom ;  for,  being  detained  by  my 
sprained  foot  in  my  own  room,  I  could  not  see  how  mattei? 
stood." 

"You  shall  hear.  It  was  Duke  Leopold's  special  pleasure 
that  the  Earl  de  Courcy  should  be  ■  the  constant  companion  of 
himself  and  daughters ;  and  for  a  long  time  it  was  not  possible 
for  a  casual  observer  to  detect  any  preference  shown  by  the 
young  nobleman  to  either  sister  before  the  other.  Nay,  your 
remark  to  me  at  Castle  Brunig  first  drew  my  attention  to  poor 
Aletta  and  her  neglected  bird.  Then  the  secret  of  the  poor 
little  maiden's  drooping  spirits,  her  alienation  from  her  idoHzed 
sister  was  revealed,  as  well  as  her  sudden  determination  shortly 
after  to  take  the  veil." 

Gertruda  hesitated  and  blushed  at  this  unwonted  confession, 
nor  was  it  without  a  slight  confusion  that  Bertha  replied, — ' 

**  I  think  I  guess  your  meaning ;  and  to  one  so  young  and 
artless  it  was  but  natural ;  but  I  would  hear  further  of  the 
rise  and  fall  of  her  desire  for  the  veil." 

**  The  events  of  that  evening  confirmed  the  suspicions  your 
remarks  had  raised.  Aletta  declined  the  dance ;  and,  as  we 
sat  together  at  the  farther  end  of  the  hall,  my  Lord  Abbot 
joined  us,  appearing  by  his  gentle  kindness  to  suspect  that 
something  lay  heavy  at  her  heart.  I  received  his  commands — 
how  needless  ! — to  cultivate  her  friendship,  and  try  to  supply 
the  place  of  her  sister,  whilst,  he  added,  Aletta  would  in  her 
turn  make  up  that  I  should  sustain  in  you.  His  Lordship  was 
a  constant  guest  at  the  Oastle,  and  frequently  honoured  Aletta 
and  me  by  his  attentions.   Drawing  us  apart,  and  m  his  most 
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winning  manner  and  attractive  discourse,  he  would  expatiate 
on  the  divine  enjoyment  of  monastic  retirement,  contrasting  it 
with  the  noisy  pleasures  of  the  world.  We  both  hung  on  his 
words,  and  were  fascinated,  if  not  convinced.  One  day  our  con- 
fessor chid  me  for  neglecting  to  pray  in  the  turret  oratory,  and 
at  the  same  time  suggested  to  the  Princess  the  pleasure  and 
profit  she  might  derive  from  going  thither  with  me  and 
together  praying  before  the  image  of  the  blessed  Maria, 
which  he  averred  was  vested  with  peculiar  sanctity  and  mi- 
raculous gifts ;  so  that  if  our  fervour  were  sincere  and  our 
prayers — ^But  thou  wilt  not  choose  to  hear  what  now — may 
God  forgive  me  ! — I  feel  unwilling  to  repeat. 

"We  went,  as  we  were  commanded,  each  evening  at  ves- 
per-song to  the  oratory,  and  many  passed  by  without  anything 
noticeable  occurring.  I  never  entered  it  without  a  painful 
memory  of  what  I  had  seen  on  a  former  occasion,  of  which  you 
well  wot,  and  dreaded  the  effect  a  repetition  might  have  on 
my  frail  timid  companion.  My  fears  were  too  well  grounded ; 
but  I  dared  not  yield  to  them  or  your  remonstrances,  on  the 
evening  after  our  return  from  the  christening  f^te,  when  you 
would  faiu  have  prevented  us  from  entering  the  oratory.  As 
we  were  kneeling  together  on  the  steps  of  the  altar  (the  cham- 
ber lighted  only  by  the  one  lamp  which  burned  on  it),  a  sudden 
and  brilliant  light  irradiated  the  image  of  the  Virgin,  the 
eyes  rolled,  the  lips  moved  and  uttered  some  words ;  but  the 
shrieks  of  the  Princess,  which  brought  you  and  Blandina  to 
her  succour,  prevented  my  catching  their  meaning." 

"And  did  the  poor  affrighted  child  ever  again  return  to 
that  chamber  of  imagery  ?" 

"  Never !  I  believe  no  power  of  persuasion  or  coercion  could 
have  induced  her  to  venture  within  it ;  and  I  date  from  that 
evening  a  return  of  her  former  terror  of  Koenigsfelden." 

"  And  thou,  sweet  maiden,  wore  not  thou  afraid  ?" 

"  I  can  scarcely  define  what  my  feelings  were.  Certainly 
the  reverence  with  which  I  first  listened  to  what  I  deemed  a 
voice  from  Heaven  was  by  a  discovei^y,  which  I  will  relate — " 
Here  Gertruda's  voice  sank  almost  to  a  whisper  as  she  con- 
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tinued,  "Perhaps  thou  may'st  mind  that  on  the  day  we  went 
to  Koenigsfelden  for  the  fete  of  St.  Klare — and  thy  honoured 
sire  walked  together  with  us  under  Father  Swithin's  guidance 
through  the  convent  garden — thou  dost  ?  Well,  that  seK-same 
time,  Henga  detained  me  behind  to  give  me  some  bouquets; 
but  as  I  took  them  he  said  mysteriously, — 

**  If  thy  Princess  would  find  what  she  has  missed,  let  her 
seek  it  on  Sister  Eva's  painted  doll.  Whether  that  sister, 
whose  eyes  are  everywhere,  mistrusted  Henga's  confidence  or 
coveted  his  flowers,  I  know  not ;  but  she  took  all  his  posies 
from  me,  and  chid  me  for  talking  with  the  poor  lad,  to  whom 
she  has  ever  borne  an  ill-will.  His  words,  however,  were 
words  of  truth  ;  for  I  saw  the  lost  vest  where  he  bade  me  seek 
it,  and  I  perceived  that  the  owner  had  recognized  it  too." 

Bertha  assented;  and  at  a  moment  of  less  interest  the 
subject  would  not  have  been  so  lightly  dismissed. 

**I  have  mentioned,"  continued  Bertha,  "this  striking 
instance  of  my  poor  Henga' s  watchful  sagacity  in  order  to 
introduce  one  yet  more  striking.  After  the  scene  you  last 
witnessed  in  the  oratory,  I  was  obliged  to  visit  it  alone.  You 
were  at  that  time  laid  on  your  couch  in  the  inner  apartment, 
and  I  crossed  the  outer  at  an  hour  somewhat  later  than  I 
was  wont ;  and  found  the  oratory  imperfectly  lighted  by  the 
faint  rays  of  an  autumn  evening,  and  the  altar-lamp,  which 
burnt  but  dimly.  I  trimmed  it,  and  knelt  to  repeat  the  vesper 
service." 

"  My  poor  Gertruda,  how  I  tremble  for  you ! — But  go  on." 

**  I  will  not  conceal  the  terror  I  felt,  not  daring  to  raise  my 
eyes  towards  the  image,  lest  I  should  behold  something  to 
terrify  my  poor  weak  senses.  After  a  little  while  I  thought  I 
heard  a  footstep,  distant  as  from  the  bottom  of  the  tower,  and 
then  drawing  nearer  by  a  gradual  ascent  of  the  stone  stairs. 
A  gleam  of  hope  that  it  might  be  Blandina,  sent  by  your 
wakeful  forethought,  shot  across  my  mind ;  but,  no,  the  stairs 
now  ascended  were  on  the  opposite  side  from  those  of  the  usual 
entrance — and  though  there  was  no  apparent  inlet,  I  thought 
it  might  probably  be  concealed  beneath  the  Madonna's  dra- 
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peries.  Nearer  and  nearer,  higher  and  higher,  the  footsteps 
approached  until  they  stopped,  as  it  appeared  to  my  terrified 
apprehension,  just  behind  the  altar.  There  were  a  few  moments 
of  terrific  silence,  and  then  I  thought  I  heard  my  name, 
gliding  as  it  were  like  a  whispered  echo  along  the  walls. 
But  the  beatings  of  my  poor  heart  were  yet  more  audible,  and 
I  at  first  thought  my  terror  had  deceived  me,  till  it  was  re- 
peated a  second  time  more  distinctly.  The  image  opened  its 
mouth  and  called  me.  I  answered  falteringly,  *  Here  I  am ; 
what  would'st  thou.  Madonna  ? '  I  do  not  attempt  to  describe 
the  joy  I  felt  when  the  well-known  voice  of  Henga,  bidding 
me  not  to  be  afraid,  answered  my  appeal. 

'*  *  In  the  name  of  all  good  angels,  my  poor  boy,  how  camest 
thou  here,'  I  exclaimed. 

*'  *  I  watched  the  fox  out  of  his  hole,  and  crept  into  it,'  he 
replied." 

Bertha  clasped  her  hands  fervently,  but  uttered  not  a  word 
that  would  arrest  the  narrative  on  which  she  almost  breath- 
lessly hung ;  and  Gertruda  continued, — 

**  You  will  believe  how  anxious  I  was  to  get  Henga  to  quit 
his  perilous  hiding-place,  which,  I  conclude,  is  hollowed  out  in 
the  thick  wall  of  the  tower ;  but  he  was  so  amused  by  the 
complicated  machinery,  pulling  the  strings  at  random,  and 
throwing  the  figure  into  various  attitudes,  that  I  had  some 
difficulty  in  persuading  him  to  depart.  I  have  never  entered 
that  mysterious  chamber  since  alone." 

*  *  Yet  such  are  the  scenes,  such  the  people,  thou  wilt  persist 
in  returning  to,  when  Heaven  has  almost  by  a  miracle  shown 
thee  the  abyss  on  which  thou  stand'st !  "  expostulated  Bertha. 

'*  And  tremble,"  replied  Gertruda  gently ;  "  for  I  have  long 
since  fathomed  its  depth  and  darkness.  But  whither  can  I 
so?" 

**  Oh  that  I  had  a  home  to  offer  you !  "  and  Bertha  sighed 
deeply  as  she  breathed  the  wish,  whilst  it  called  a  faint  blush 
into  Gertruda's  cheek,  as  she  thought  on  the  one  offered  to 
her,  and  the  hand  held  out  to  conduct  her  to  it.  For  one 
noment  the  secret  was  on  the  brink  of  discovery :  but  of  what 
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avail  ?  to  tliink  of  either  were  a  sin ;  and,  as  the  blush  faded, 
and  the  smile  was  succeeded  by  an  expression  of  firm  resolu- 
tion, she  said, — 

"You  forget,  my  beloved  friend,  that  I  have  already  a 
home — ^the  home  of  my  vows — and  once  of  my  choice.  More- 
over, my  aunt  bound  me  by  a  solemn  adjuration  never  to  leave 
Henga." 

**  This  was,  methlnks,  to  exact  too  much  from  one  whose 
claims  surely  were  not  such  as  to  call  for  a  life-long  sacrifice." 

**  Listen,  and  I  will  confess  to  you  what  those  claims  are. 
My  aunt  had  other  and  stronger  reasons,  doubtless,  for 
desiring  to  keep  the  children  of  her  unfortunate  sister  within 
the  shade  and  shelter  of  a  convent.  I  know  not  what  those 
were  for  concealing  Irom  her  beloved  pupil  the  secret  of  poor 
Henga's  birth.  Did  you  never,  my  Princess,  surmise  that 
the  poor  Heaven-stricken  sapling  was  my  brother,  and  the  only 
remaining  scion  of  our  blasted  tree  ?  *' 

"  I  have  sometimes  thought  he  resembled  your  aunt ;  per- 
haps a  little  wondered  at  your  interest  in  the  poor  lad,  and 
his  love  for  you ;  but  not  in  either  case  felt  a  doubt  of  his 
being  any  other  than  poor  Dame  Hedwig's  grandson,  and 
your  companion  in  the  Hermit's  cave — that  is,  until  some  hints 
of  Dr.  Baumgarten  awakened  a  whole  train  of  surmises.  But 
continue  your  recital." 

*'  This  will  I  anon,  but  I  must  first  tell  you  what  I  owe  to 
this  dear  brother,  whom  men  call  fool.  When  brought,  as  the 
supposed  child  of  her  daughter,  and  at  the  Abbess's  command, 
to  be  daily  dipped  in  St.  Hilda's  well  by  Dame  Hedwig; 
though  then  a  child  myself,  it  was  my  chief  pleasure  to  nurse 
and  teach  him.  You  know  from  my  aunt  tiiat  we  remained 
under  the  shelter  of  the  blessed  Hermit's  cave  until  I  was 
twelve  years  old.  The  baby  Henga  was  greatly  afilicted; 
cruel  hands  had — " 

"Go  on !  go  on ! "  said  Bertha,  guessing  too  truly  the 
cause  of  her  friend's  hesitation.  **  I  know,  alas,  the  dire  deed 
you  alhide  to  ;  but  that  infant  martyr  was  the  heir  of  Eschen- 
berg,  not  De  Wart." 
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'*  Thus  it  was  believed,  as  the  child  was  found  in  the  castle 
of  the  Baron  von  Eschenburg,  having  been  sent  there  by  my 
poor  mother  when  her  own  was  in  flames.  It  was  carried 
thither  by  our  faithful  Seneschal,  the  husband  of  Dame 
Hedwig,  in  whose  house  we  all  found  shelter.  When  the 
Castle  of  Eschenburg  in  its  turn  became  the  scene  of  pillage 
and  destruction,  the  slumbering  babe — my  poor  Henga — was 
discovered  by — " 

Here  Gertruda  paused,  overcome  by  various  emotions ;  and 
her  deeply-sympathizing  hearer  interposed. 

"Do  not,  do  not  distress  your  aflfectionate  heart  by  any 
more  details !  I  see  it  all.  The  faithful  Seneschal  brought 
the  child  to  his  wife.  It  is  well  known  that  their  daughter, 
in  whose  arms  my  grandfather,  the  Emperor,  breathed  his 
last,  died  shortly  after  in  childbirth.  Her  babe,  probably, 
did  not  survive  her,  and  thus  the  change  was  easily  effected  ?  '* 

Gertruda  smiled  gratefully  on  her  friend  for  this  considerate 
relief,  and  continued : — 

"  You  have  surmised  rightly ;  and  the  piteous  condition  of 
poor  Hanchen's  supposed  baby,  who  the  Leech  feared  would 
never  either  walk  or  speak,  was  naturally  attributable  to  his 
mother's  sufferings.  It  was  from  my  lips  the  little  sufferer 
caught  his  first  accents.  It  was  by  my  help  he  took  his  first 
steps.  He  was  my  one  care,  my  chief  interest ;  and  his  love 
for  me  was  as  great  as  that  I  felt  for  him,  and  yet  more  un- 
divided. He  was  docile  and  duteous  to  Dame  Hedwig, 
obedient  to  the  Hermit  and  my  aunt ;  but,  unless  it  were  the 
filial  love  which  burned  so  brightly  afterwards  for  Father 
Swithin,  the  whole  affections  of  his  grateful  heart  were  mine. 
To  that  excellent  friend  he  owes  the  happiness  of  his  after- 
life— ^the  only  hours  of  sunshine  and  liberty  the  poor  lad  ever 
enjoyed.  You  know  how  the  dear  old  man  laboured  to  get 
him  out  of  the  gripe  of  Father  Anselmo,  and  only  succeeded 
by  a  personal  appeal  to  the  Abbess.''  ' 

•*  Dost  thou  opine  that  my  aunt  deems  Henga  to  be  the  son 
of  the  Baron  von  "Wart  ?  '* 

"  No  one  can  penetrate  that  fold  of  her  mysterious  heart ; 

c  c 
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but  whether  her  tenderness  for  him  proceed  from  a  belief  that 
the  poor  lad's  sufferings  were  of  her  own  infliction^  or  conse- 
quent on  the  deed  of  mercy  shown  to  her  dying  sire,  he  is  the 
only  being  to  whom  she  shows  any,  notwithstanding  his  cold 
reception  of  her  kindnesses." 

**  How  wonderful  are  these  instincts !"  said  Bertha  thought- 
fully. "  I  now  see  the  reason  of  his  marked  dislike  to  all  of 
our  race." 

"  Not  all ;  though  even  to  your  own  sweet  self  Henga's 

civilities  are  somewhat  of  the  roughest.    His  too  evident  fear 

of  the  Abbess  can  only  have  been  implanted  by  the  finger  of 

&od ;  but  that  finger  has  revealed  yet  stranger  secrets  to  this 

aumble  seer,  as  we  well  know." 

**  Which  I  trusted  might  have  been  warnings  you  would  not 
have  despised." 

**I  dare  not  charge  my  Church  with  the  errors  of  her  child- 
ren, or  make  them  a  pretext  for  breaking  the  vows  I  haTS 
made  her.  Yet,  but  for  the  love  I  bear  my  helpless  brother, 
I  might  have  been  weak  enough  to  have  forgotten  even  these. 
I  might  have  yielded  to  the  beatings  of  my  own  treacherous 
heart — ^have  tarnished  my  maiden  name,  and  have  drawn^on 
one  who  meant  me  only  honourable  unselfish  love  the  wrath 
of  his  family  and  the  misery  that  cleaves  to  mine.  Weep 
not  for  me,  my  Bertha !  I  shall  be  happy  in  the  fulfilment  of 
my  holy  duties,  and  in  watching  over  my  child-brother." 

Bertha  looked  in  silent  admiration,  nay,  reverence,  on  the 
beautiful  martyr,  whilst  the  truth  flashed  on  her  mind,  that 
she,  and  not  Aletta,  was  the  object  of  de  Lauffenburg's  love, 
and  the  cause  of  his  flight.  Other  thoughts  mingled  also,  ap- 
plicable to  her  own  case,  and  kept  her  silent. 

"  You  are  angry,  my  beloved  friend,"  continued  the  pleader. 
**  Oh,  let  not  this  bitter  drop  be  nodngled  in  our  parting  cup!" 
"  Angry,  my  noble-minded  girl?  Would  that  I  could  follow 
your  example,  and  as  unhesitatingly  sacrifice  all  dreams  of 
selfish  happiness  to  duty !" 

Our  two  heroines  spent  yet  some  hours  together  in  mutoal 
confidence  and  mutual  endeavours  to  strengthen  and  support 
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each  other,  through  the  hard  trials  which  lay  before  them  in 
their  separate,  but  equally  thorn-beset  paths.  The  mournful 
farewell  breathed,  the  young  Ohristians  sought  in  the  retire- 
ment of  their  chambers  the  best  consolation — intercessory 
prayer ;  and  the  blessings  they  implored  for  each  other  fell 
warm  on  their  own  lacerated  hearts.  Just  as  the  dawn  began 
to  streak  the  eastern  clouds,  G^rtruda  stepped  into  the  litter 
which  was  sent  by  the  Abbess  to  convey  Aletta  as  well  as  her- 
seK  to  Koenigsfelden ;  and  she  felt  consoled  even  in  this  hour 
of  bitterest  regret  that  she  had  no  participation  of  its  anguish, 
and  that  the  poor  little  Princess  had  escaped,  '^  as  a  bird  from 
the  net  of  the  fowler." 


Q^  ^ 
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OHAPTEE  XXXV. 

THE     BBIDAL     WREATH. 

I  promise  tbee,  thongh  antamn  bare 

Has  swept  our  garden's  bloom — 
Thoagh  the  sweet  rose  of  autumn  share 

Her  sister  lily's  tomb — 
Yet  I  will  bear  from  tinkling  rills, 

From  mountain's  craggy  side, 
Or  from  a  deeper  covert  still, 

A  garland  for  the  Bride. 

The  party  at  the  morrow's  early  meal  was  lessened  and  sad- 
dened by  the  departure  of  Gertruda — sweet  Gertruda !  who, 
loved  and  regretted  by  all,  was  gone — gone  for  ever  fifom  a 
world  she  had  only  looked  on  to  enjoy  and  quit. 

The  Princesses  could  scarcely  command  their  grief  for  tha 
loss  of  this  their  third  sister,  as  they  affectionately  termed  her, 
sufficiently  to  remain  at  table ;  and,  whilst  lihe  Archdukes  and 
De  Courcy  delicately  endeavoured  to  soothe  it,  they  deeply 
lamented  the  adverse  fate  of  the  beautiful  novice. 

The  Grand  Duchess  also  was  absent,  as  was  De  Lanffen- 
burg :  the  former  had  gone  to  share  Gertruda' s  retreat,  for 
whom  she  had  offered  to  fill  the  place  of  mother  at  her  near 
approaching  profession;  for  the  absence  of  the  Bard  there 
seemed  sufficient  reason  to  those  who  had  noticed  his  utter 
exhaustion  from  the  efforts  of  the  preceding  evening. 

Before  the  party  separated,  the  arrival  of  the  Abbot  waa 
announced.  Leopold  retired  with  him,  De  Courcy  went  to 
his  friend's  apartment,  and  the  fair  ladies  to  their  bower. 
The  Baroness  had  not  always  joined  them  there  of  late :  the 
betrothal  of  Alice  and  the  sobered  spirits  of  Aletta  had  re- 
lazed  much  of  her  watchfulness ;  whilst  the  increasing  weak- 
ness and  almost  total  blindness  of  her  mistress  called  for  her 
services  in  a  more  affecting  department.  The  sisters,  however. 
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■ 

^ere  not  left  long  alone  before  De  Courcy  joined  them,  his 
•nxious  countenance  betraying  ere  his  tongue  announced  his 
ruitless  search. 

"  I  can  find  De  Lauffenburg  nowhere,"  he  said  dejectedly. 
*  Neither  can  I  hear  of  him  from  any  one.  His  sleeping 
tamber  is  empty ;  and  on  his  bed,  which  he  has  evidently 
Lot  entered  the  last  night,  lies  the  festive  habit  he  wore  at  the 
§te ;  but  his  minstrel  garb  no  longer  remains  in  the  armoire 
a  which  he  hung  it  on  the  night  of  his  arrival.  His  harp, 
oo,  has  disappeared,  and  thus,  doubtless,  he  passed  undistin- 
guished among  Ins  joy  erne  brethren  through  the  gates." 

"Alas,  my  gentle  cousin!"  exclaimed  Alice.  "Can  you 
levise  no  reason  for  his  melancholy,  De  Courcy  ?" 

The  Earl  turned  to  Aletta,  and  said,  perhaps  with  more 
archness  than  sincerity, — 

"  Can  yow,  my  fair  sister,  give  us  any  tidings  of  the  run- 
iway  ?  I  marvel  if  one  kind  look  from  you  had  not  spared 
IS  this  anxiety,  and  him  a  long  heart-ache." 

Aletta  shghtly  blushed,  but  uttered  no  disclaiming  word, 
[t  was  evident  that  it  did  not  displease  her  that  De  Courcy 
ihould  believe  that  it  was  for  her  sake  the  gifted  bard  (a  con*- 
[uest  worthy  an  empress)  should  have  taken  so  eccentric  a 
;tep,  and  even  gone  distraught.  Poor  little  maiden  !  the  feei- 
ng came  not  from  heartless  coquetry.  It  was  natural — oh, 
low  natural! — that,  overlooked  where  she  had  hoped  for 
)reference,  she  was  pleased  to  show  that  all  did  not  set  as 
ightly  by  her  favour. 

Alice  did  not  thus  view  the  subject.  She  had  other  and 
adder  surmises,  to  which  she  did  not  give  utterance  until  a 
ummons  for  Aletta  to  attend  her  father  left  the  young  couple 
ogether  to  compare  their  suspicions  on  the  true  cause  of 
De  Lauffenburg' s  departure,  and  to  lament  over  the  fatal 
)arrier  between  two  such  beloved  friends. 

Since  the  shock  of  the  talking  image,  and  the  grave  aus- 
erities  to  which  she  had  been  subjected  had  perceptibly  re- 
lewed  her  sister's  aversion  to  a  monastic  life,  Alice's  fear  on 
ler  account  had  greatly  subsided ;  her  interest  in  Gertruda's 
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fate  had  been  quickened,  and,  happy  in  her  own  confiding 
love,  she  generously  sympathized  with  the  blight  that  had 
fallen  on  the  prospects  of  her  Mend :  not  that  the  subject  had 
ever  been  touched  on  between  them,  for  Alice's  views  of  the 
sanctity  of  Gertruda's  engagements  were  as  strict  as  those  she 
herself  entertained.  8he  had  discerned  the  tmmistakeable 
evidences  of  De  Lauffenburg's  passion,  and  had  watched  with 
tearful  eyes  the  change  that  its  hopelessness  had  wrought  on 
himself  and  on  the  object  of  it. 

But  we  return  to  Aletta.  The  motives  already  mentioned 
had  induced  her  readily  to  accede  to  the  wishes  of  her  Mends, 
and  to  postpone  her  novitiate;  to  which,  to  the  surprise  of  both 
father  and  daughter,  the  Abbot  had  readily  consented.  Pe^ 
haps  the  hope  of  her  becoming  the  consort  of  the  Prince  of 
Naples,  instead  of  her  cousin  Bertha,  might  have  had  some 
influence  in  his  ready  acquiescence ;  but  his  chief  reason  was 
that  a  closer  observance  of  her  character  had  convinced  him 
that  Aletta  was  unfit  to  fill  the  distinguished  position  in  which 
he  had  contemplated  placing  her;  and,  to  do  the  prelate 
justice,  it  was  not  his  nature  or  his  practice  to  inflict  mn* 
munerative  cruelty. 

How  he  adjusted  the  balance  is  another  matter.  Aletta  did 
not  suit  his  purpose  as  future  Abbess  of  Koenigsfelden,  so  the 
useless  little  bird  he  had  taken  so  much  pains  to  ensnare 
was  to  be  let  free.  Gertruda  did;  and,  however  painful  cap- 
tivity might  be,  she  must  endure  it. 

The  same  close  investigation  which  had  discovered  the 
incompetency  of  the  one  had  brought  forward  the  value  of 
the  other.  Gertruda's  character  wanted  nothing  but  oppor- 
tunity to  develop  its  varied  excellence.  Like  a  beautifol 
flower  whose  bud  remains  closed  in  cold  aoid  darkness,  if 
placed  in  the  sun  opens,  blushes,  and  emits  a  delicious  p6^ 
fume;  so  this  sweet  cloistered  blossom  had  daily  expanded 
beneath  the  sunny  beams  of  love  and  friendship,  exciting  the 
admiration  of  the  Abbot,  whose  appreciation  of  the  moralfy 
beautiful  was  dulled  but  not  eradicated — dulled  to  perceive 
that  the  convent  was  not  the  fitting  stage  to  display  the  graoee 
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he  admired,  and  to  the  duty  of  sacrificing  his  ambition  to  the 
happiness  of  a  fellow-creature.  But  let  us  not  do  him  injustice. 
Might  he  not  hesitate  in  believing  that  the  union  of  these 
young  people  would  be  for  their  happiness  ?  As  the  daughter 
of  him  whom  his  family  believed  the  murderer  of  the  head  of 
their  house,  would  they  not  spurn  her  ?  and  as  the  dedicated 
novice  of  KcBnigsfelden,  would  she  not  incur  universal  odium 
if  forgetful  of  her  vows?  moreover,  and  his  conscience  was 
furthermore  appeased  by  the  suggestion,  had  he  not  given 
back  the  Princess  Aletta  even  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  ? 

The  week  of  probation  passed  by,  and  the  day  fixed  for 
the  ceremony  was  the  morrow.  The  whole  court  of  Hapsburg 
were  to  be  present,  but  De  Lauffenburg  had  not  returned. 
How  could  the  sensitive  lover  bear  to  witness  the  sacrifice  of 
the  object  of  his  fondest  hopes,  of  his  most  romantic  dreams, 
of  his  first  and  only  love ;  for  such  natures  as  his  love  but 
once.  Had  he  seen  any  chance  of  removing  Gertruda's  con- 
scientious scruples,  there  was  no  enterprise,  however  rash,  he 
would  not  have  undertaken  to  free  her  from  her  vows — and 
even  then  ?  Yes,  the  Prior  of  St.  Gothard  was  right :  *^  Let  the 
boy  dream  on;"  and  he  did  dream  on,  and  even  amid  his 
baffled  hopes,  he  was  not  wholly  miserable. 

We  once  more  peep  into  the  convent  garden  ere  the  spell 
that  called  it  into  life,  coloured  its  fruits,  and  scented  its 
flowers,  be  dissolved ;  but  this  time  Father  S within  is  alone. 
The  Eden,  too,  is  changed — its  fruits  garnered  and  blossoms 
faded.  That  marvel  of  horticulturalists  has,  however,  con- 
trived even  now  to  collect  a  fair  show  of  autumnal  flowers, 
which  he  is  wreathing  with  evergreens  and  immortelles  dyed 
of  all  hues ;  and  though  Henga  was  not  just  then  near  him, 
he  addressed  him  as  if  bodily  presence  was  not  necessary  in 
Buch  a  dose  union  of  souls. 

"  'Tis  but  a  sorry  concern,  son.  I  would  that  Flora  (be 
she  saint  or  goddess,  for  verily  I  begin  to  forget  the  difference) 
would  come  and  foot  it  lightly  over  our  faded  parterres ;  so 
that,  as  the  legend  has  it,  fresh  flowers  might  spring  up  be- 
neath her  footsteps,  and  we  might  grace  our  pretty  Gertruda's 
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profession  with  fairer  garlands.  If  I  were  the  Pope,  the 
Emperor,  or  even  Jupiter,  I  would  make  a  law  that  there 
should  be  no  professions,  births,  deaths,  or  bridals  after  the 
last  Michaelmas  daisies  or  before  the  first  primroses ;  for  what 
are  either  of  these  festivals  without  flowers  ?  Didst  thou  ever 
reflect,  boy,  on  the  supererogatory  bounty  of  our  Almighiy 
Father  in  giving  us  such  lovely  sweet-smelling  evidences  of 
His  complacence  ?  He  might,  as  thou  knowest,  have  provided 
for  our  necessities  without  this  indulgent  catering  for  our 
enjoyments.  Man  might  have  lived  without  the  rose,  the  lily^ 
or  the  jessamine." 

"And  died,  and  been  buried  without  rosemary  and  cypress," 
said  Henga,  who  had  approached  near  enough  to  hear  the 
father's  last  truism. 

** Pshaw!  boy,  what  puts  dying  in  thy  head  on  this  bright 
eve  ?  But  come,  employ  thy  ready  wit  and  nimble  fingers  to 
frame  this  posy :  it  is  for  the  throne  of  the  bride." 

Henga  shook  his  head. 

"Then  lend  a  hand  in  fashioning  this  festoon.  Nay,  look 
not  so  mournfully !  At  the  least  thou  wilt  not  fail  me  in  the 
promised  crown,  wreath,  or  coronal  as  it  is  variously  called, 
for  the  new-made  spouse  ?  " 

**  I  have  said  ity*^  replied  Henga,  in  a  solemn  and  somewhat 
reproachful  tone,  as  if  he  thought  his  friend  doubted  his  word 
or  ability.  Truth  to  say,'  implicitly  as  he  relied  on  the  one, 
and  highly  as  he  estimated  the  other,  the  experimental  gar- 
dener was  not  perfectly  at  his  ease  in  trusting  this  most 
important  item  in  the  morrow's  programme  to  the  chance  of 
Henga's  mutations,  or  the  season's  lingering  blossoms;  and 
he  ventured,  not  without  hesitation,  to  ask, — 

"  But  where  wilt  thou  cull  thy  flowers,  my  son,  when  all 
are  now  faded  in  field  and  garden  ?  I  had  much  ado  to  find 
the  few  I  have  here.  But  lend  thy  ear,  and  I  will  confide  to 
thee ;  for  life  is  fleeting,  and  I  may  not  again  have  so  con- 
venient an  opportunity  of  whispering  in  it  the  secret  by  which 
I  have  preserved  these  roses  and  lilies,  and  the  colouring 
matter  I  have  applied  to  these  faded  immortelles.    But  thoa 
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dost  not  heed  me — ^Well,  well,"  continued  the  indulgent  gar- 
dener, who  knew  Henga's  humour  too  well  to  hope  to  restrain 
it,  '^thou  shalt  learn  the  process  another  time.  Yet  take  at 
present  some  of  my  prepared  dye  to  colour  thy  flowers." 

**  They  are  already  died,"  said  Henga,  with  a  peculiar  em- 
phasis. 

Father  Swithin  looked  inquiringly  at  the  youth,  and  com- 
bated the  vague  douhts  and  apprehensions  which  crept  over 
him  by  a  cheerful  smile,  as  he  drew  on  his  pseudo-classic 
memories. 

"  I  would  that  we  had  a  few  of  those  flowers  which  the  fair 
Proserpine  let  fall  from  her  apron  when — when — Well,  we 
will  not  stay  to  inquire  about  whens  or  wheres  at  this  busy 
time ;  but  do  thou  take  these  flowers  which  I  have  purposely 
laid  aside  for  thy  garland." 

Henga  pushed  them  disdainfully  away,  and  threw  himself 
at  the  foot  of  a  tree — and,  with  his  elbows  resting  on  his  knees 
and  face  buried  in  his  hands,  remained  silent. 

**  Why,  Henga,  my  dear  son,  what  aileth  thee  ?  I  thought 
to  have  seen  thee  blithe  of  mien  and  light  of  step  on  this  eve 
of  the  return  of  thy  dove  to  her  cote,  to  take  flight  from  it  no 
more." 

Henga  arose,  and  placing  himself  on  his  knees  before  Father 
Swithin  as  he  sat  on  a  low  bench  arranging  his  flowers,  laid  a 
hand  on  each  of  the  old  man's  shoulders,  shook  back  his  hair, 
and  with  his  soft  hazel  eyes  fllled  with  tears,  looked  earnestly 
in  his  face,  until  sympathetic  drops  ran  down  the  father's  fur- 
rowed cheeks. 

Father,"  he  said,  with  an  im wonted  calm  intelligence, 

dost  thou  remember  our  favourite  linnets.  Gold  Cap  and 
Silver  Wing?" 

The  father  bowed  the  assent  he  could  not  utter,  for  there 
was  a  mournful  expression  in  the  boy's  beautiful  countenance 
which  inspired  awe  as  well  as  pity. 

"  They  lived  and  loved  together  in  winter's  frost  and  sum- 
mer's sun,  till  one  mom  the  door  of  their  cage  was  left  open, 
and  Silver  Wing  flew  away.     Gold  Cap  remained;  for  you 
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know,  father,  he  was  a  sickly  bird,  whom  I  had  delivered  £rom 
the  gripe  of  a  hawk  that  left  the  mark  of  his  talons  on  its 
tender  throat,  and  he  cared  not  to  leave  his  perch  or  his  bene- 
factor. Silver  Wing  did  not  entirely  relish  his  liberty  either, 
without  his  friend,  and  came  each  mom  to  perch  upon  his 
cage  and  sing,  and  both  seemed  content,  till  one  day  the  door 
was  left  open,  Silver  Wing  went  in,  and  a  ruthless  hand  dosed 
it.     Oh,  my  father,  thou  know'st  the  rest!" 

**  I  do,  dear  son.  The  foolish  little  truant  beat  himself  to 
death  against  the  wires  of  his  prison." 

"  And  poor  Gold  Cap,  father  ?" 

"  The  dear,  loving  creature  pined  and  died." 

The  tears  of  Henga  now  flowed  unchecked,  for  the  kind  old 
man  was  himself  unable  for  some  time  to  speak.  He  hdA 
always  imagined  there  was  an  oracular  meaning  in  the  uttw- 
ances  of  Henga,  and  a  faint  shadowing  forth  of  his  little 
allegory  passed  before  his  mind's  eye. 

Anxious,  yet  unable  to  turn  his  own  thoughts  from  its  me- 
lancholy forebodings,  he  endeavoured  to  divert  those  of  Henga 
by  calling  on  him  once  more  to  help ;  but  when  he  raised  his 
head,  the  boy  had  fled,  leaving  poor  Swithin  to  tie  up  his 
half- withered  flowers  without  it,  and  for  once  in  his  life  glad 
to  see  the  roimd  figure  of  Sister  Eva  approach. 

*'  Where  is  Henga?"  said  she,  darting  at  one  of  the  gar- 
dener's most  elaborate  festoons.  "I  came  to  commission hiff 
to  gather  me  some  flowers  for  mt/  St.  Klare's  crown,  but  thes* 
will  serve  my  turn  as  well." 

**  Softly,  good  sister,"  replied  Swithin,  with  the  little  mis 
chievous  laugh  Eva  knew  full  well ;  **  relax  thy  hold  I  pray. 
Surely  thou,  who  canst  work  miracles  to  supply  thy  saint  w& 
a  petticoat,  cannot  lack  my  poor  flowers  for  a  head-gear!" 

The  nun  looked  a  little  askew  at  the  jest,  relcuced  her  grasp 
on  the  garland,  and  said  with  her  ready  tact, — 

'*  But  where  is  Henga ;  for  even  should  the  saint  provide  her 
own  flowers,  I  shall  need  his  taste  to  arrange  them." 

Softened  by  this  opportune  compliment  to  Henga's  skillt 
Swithin  said  he  believed  the  boy  might  be  found  on  Ihe  margin 
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of  tke  lake,  as  it  was  about  the  hour  he  fed  his  children  (as  he 
called  them)  on  its  banks ;  and  feeling  sure  Sister  Eva  would 
follow  him,  whether  he  asked  her  or  not,  he  courteously  in- 
vited her  to  accompany  him  thither. 

It  was  on  the  sides  of  the  identical  little  lake,  already  de- 
scribed as  the  locality  of  theyoo»^-bearing  tree,  that  they  found 
our  antecedent  Bobinson  Crusoe,  and  like  him  ^^  monarch  of  all 
he  surveyed  " — ^the  calm  waters  rippling  at  his  feet,  and  behind 
him  a  grove  of  trees,  now  glowing  with  the  rich  hues  of 
autumn;  and  where  the  leaves  had  dropped,  their  place  had 
been  filled  by  innumerable  little  birds  with  plumage  as  bright. 
Nor  did  these  compose  the  whole  of  Henga's  feathered  subjects ; 
the  island  was  tenanted  by  various  kinds  of  water-fowl,  and  the 
lake  dimpled  with  its  finny  tribes. 

Father  Swithin  laid  his  finger  on  his  lips  to  signal  Sister  Eva 
to  silence,  as  they  stood  concealed  by  some  evergreens  to  watch 
Henga's  proceedings. 

For  a  few  minutes  nothing  was  heard  but  a  twittering  of  the 
birds  amongst  the  branches,  and  now  and  then  a  plash  on  the 
water. 

Presently,  a  clear  whistle  glided  over  the  surface  of  the 
water,  and  was  as  clearly  echoed  from  behind  the  island ;  and 
anon  fiocks  of  wild  fowl  came,  half-flying,  half-swimming, 
towards  the  bank.  Shoals  of  fish  approached  also,  and  the 
carp,  tamer  than  the  rest,  glittered  beneath  the  shallow  ripple. 

Henga  now  approached  with  a  large  osier  basket  of  grain 
that  he  threw  with  unsparing  hand  around,  gently  reproving 
the  more  rapacious  for  their  greediness,  and  bidding  them 
share  the  bounties  of  Providence  ungrudgingly  with  their 
feebler  brethren. 

'*  Why  the  Jungfer  is  a  second  St.  Francis,"  exclaimed  Sister 
Eva,  in  tmfeignod  amazement  at  Henga's  imlooked-for  elo- 
quence. "  The  Saint  himself  never  preached  a  better  homily. 
Even  his  wonderful  serpion  to  the  larks  scarcely  outdoes  it." 

Father  Swithin  nodded  a  delighted  assent,  but  again  placed 
his  finger  on  his  lip  and  pointed  to  the  preacher. 

"  And  now,"  pursued  Hengai  "  my  winged  brethren,  having 
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satisfied  your  hunger,  and  finished  your  evening  meal,  sprecid 
your  wings  and  away  to  your  sedgy  nests,  praising  God  for 
His  bounties.  And  ye,  my  cousins  of  the  flood,  do  ye  "fcoo 
retire." 

Clapping  his  hands,  he  sang  in  his  clear,  fine  treble,  an^  in 
Latin,  this  following  yerse  from  the  canticle  Benedicite,  or9%ttia 
opera :   *'  0  all  ye  fowls  of  the  air,  bless  ye  the  Lord :  praise 
Him  and  magnify  Him  for  ever."  Whilst  the  sea- fowl,  circling 
round  his  head  with  wild  cries,  then  flew  across  the  lake,  and 
darted  down  into  their  nests  on  the  island ;  the  fish,  equally 
obedient,  though  not  so  graceful,  retired  to  their  homes  in  the 
deeper  waters  around  it. 

And  now  Henga  turned  to  the  expectant  congregation 
amongst  the  trees,  whose  twitterings  showed  some  signs  of 
impatience,  and  said  in  a  tone  of  mild  expostulation, — 

^^  Hist !  hist !  my  children ;  it  is  not  because  I  love  you  less 
that  I  have  tended  you  last.  No,  my  beloved,  I  have  wearied 
to  turn  to  you.  Come,  then,  my  little  ones,  to  your  father's 
arms." 

Saying  this,  he  stretched  out  both  arms,  and  in  an  instant 
his  head,  breast  and  arms  were  covered  with  the  loving  flock 
— some  pecking  his  lips,  some  nestling  in  his  bosom.  It  was 
difficult  to  make  out  poor  Henga' s  terms  of  endearment,  so 
stifled  was  he  by  the  soft  caresses  of  his  little  ethereals;  but 
something  he  said  about  "rewarding  their  love  with  some 
dainty  seed  reared  expressly  for  them  by  their  kind  Grand- 
father S within ; "  so  that  at  the  signal  whistle  the  pretty  crea- 
tures flew  down  on  the  groimd,  strewn  with  the  same  pearly 
seed,  and  ate  their  fill. 

**  And  now,  my  children,"  said  Henga,  "  we  will  sing  our 
vesper  hymn,  and  then  hie  home  to  our  nests." 

He  commenced  the  chant  with  a  low,  sweet  whistle.  His 
choristers  distended  their  little  throats,  each  striving  for  the 
lead,  till  the  master  of  the  choral  band,  dropping  the  softer 
accompaniment,  sang  the  Yesper  Hymn  aloud  in  conventual 
Latin,  and  thus  concluded  the  concert. 

He  then  clapped  his  hands  as  before,  and  ere  the  listeners 
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behind  tkeir  laurel  screen  could  reach  the  theatre  of  this  novel 
exhibition^  Henga  and  his  corps  dramattque  had  vanished. 

It  was  a  busy  evening  for  Father  Swithin  and  all  the  con- 
vent functionaries :  so  many  draperies  to  hang  and  garlands 
to  fix,  and  so.many  lamps  to  trim.  Then  there  were  masses  in 
the  chapel,  and  services  of  extra  length  in  the  choir.  But  there 
are  no  feet  more  noiseless  and  nimble,  no  hands  more  skilful^ 
no  heads  more  methodical,  than  those  of  the  cloister.  Arrange- 
ment is  their  business,  method  their  watchword,  display  their 
object ;  thus  the  effect  of  the  combined  motive  and  material  is 
admirable ;  and  these,  and  more  touching  adjuncts,  were 
united  to  enhance  the  profession  of  the  Novice  of  Kcenigs- 
felden,  for  she  was  a  great  favourite  amongst  the  sisters,  and, 
moreover,  the  chief  ornament  of  their  convent. 

Denied  all ^^«o»aZ possessions,  all  interests,  family  or  social; 
sworn  to  obedience,  poverty,  and  celibacy,  the  whole  pride  and 
ambition  of  the  recluse  is  centred — first,  in  his  Church ;  next, 
to  that  particular  order  to  which  he  belongs ;  and,  lastly,  the 
interest  increasing  in  intensity  as  the  circle  narrows,  in  the 
community  of  which  he  forms  a  portion,  the  monastic  building 
he  inhabits. 

Thus  every  nun  of  Koenigsfelden,  from  the  Abbess  down  to 
the  youngest  lay  sister,  looked  on  Gertruda  as  her  own  speciality; 
and  her  grace,  rank,  beauty,  and  accomplishments,  not  as 
belonging  to  herself  alone,  but  as  a  general  inheritance.  It 
mattered  not  how  old,  ugly,  or  stupid  they  themselves  were, 
she  was  young,  beautiful,  accomplished,  and  high  born,  and 
she  was  theirs ;  and  though  they  loved  and  pitied  her,  though 
they  knew  from  fatal  experience  how  distasteful  and  dreary  a 
convent  life  was,  there  were  few  amongst  them  who  had  not 
used  their  little  arts  and  cajolery  to  tempt  her  into  the  cage, 
against  the  wires  of  which  they  secretly  beat  their  own  wings. 

But  bigotry  and  deception  are  not  altogether  shut  up  within 
the  walls  of  a  convent,  although  their  mildewed  shade  is  emi- 
nently favourable  to  the  growth  of  such  noisome  weeds. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXVI. 

THE  FBOFESSION. 

Nearer,  now,  in  rapid  motion 

Bolls  the  fast-approaching  wave-^ 

Oh,  who  from  the  threat'ning  ocean. 
Shall  that  lost  one  seek  and  save  ? 

The  day  appointed  for  Gertruda's  j&nal  leave-taking  of  the 
outer  world  at  length  dawned,  bright  and  beautifully ;  but  it 
found  her  chief  Mend  unfit  both  in  mind  and  body  to  take  her 
part  in  the  ceremony. 

Dr.  Baiungarten,  who  felt  how  trying  it  would  be  for  both, 
interposed  his  authority,  and  his  patient,  thus  spared  all  im- 
portunity, remained  quietly  in  her  chamber. 

The  Abbey  church  was  filled  at  an  early  hour  by  the  neigk- 
bouring  families,  all  eager  to  view  the  profession  of  the  beaa- 
tiful  postulant  whom  they  had  lately  met  in  far  different 
scenes ;  eager,  too,  to  view  the  procession  by  which  she  was  to 
be  conducted  to  the  altar. 

But  the  hour  had  sounded  from  the  Abbey  tower,  and 
yet  it  came  not.  The  chimes  of  another  quarter  dragged  out 
its  drawling  tune,  and  yet  no  murmur  of  approaching  chant 
was  heard. 

What  mighty  cause  can  have  arrested  the  course  of  that 
wonderful  piece  of  human  mechanism,  in  which  the  springs  and 
wheels  were  so  nicely  adjusted  that  each  part,  like  a  planet  in 
its  orbit,  was  destined  to  move  in  undeviating  rotation  round 
the  central  sun?  That  cause,  mighty  as  its  effect,  was  the 
non-appearance  of  Henga  and  the  Bridal  Crown,  Henga, 
whose  eccentric  movements  submitted  to  no  laws,  was  nowhere 
to  be  foxmd ! 

Messengers  had  been  despatched  in  aU  directions,  but  they 
flEuled  to  bring  him.    Sister  Eva  was  in  aguish  fits  of  an- 
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guisli  and  admiration — she  whose  distinguished  office  it  was 
to  deliver  the  crown  into  the  jewelled  fingers  of  the  Abbot,  to 
be  by  them  placed  on  the  spouse's  head  after  they  had  shorn 
that  beauteous  head  of  its  glory.  And  now  the  procession 
will  surely  come,  and  she  must  take  her  place  in  it  without 
the  insignia  of  her  ofiB.ce — ^Henga's  eagerly-expected  coronal. 

Oh,  how  she  did  deprecate  the  poor  Pope,  and  half  wish 
Henga  had  tumbled  into  his  own  fish-pond,  and  the  fi3h  had 
eaten  him,  sooner  than  such  a  catastrophe  had  happened  as 
this  unhappy  chasm  in  the  otherwise  perfect  programme ! 

She  did  not  utter  this  pious  benediction  in  Father  S within' s 
ear,  who  stood  by  in  equal  but  silent  dismay ;  for  now  he  re- 
membered Henga's  emotion  the  evening  before,  and  his  but 
half-understood  allegory  of  his  linnets'  fate.  He  recollected 
also,  that  the  boy  had  been  restless  and  wayward  for  some 
days,  had  obstinately  refused  to  aid  in  the  festive  preparations, 
and  had  even  hidden  or  destroyed  a  holiday  suit  which  the 
Abbess  had  caused  to  be  made  for  him  for  the  occasion.  All 
this  was  a  mystery  to  honest  Swithin,  who  saw  nothing  but 
cause  of  rejoicing  in  the  return  of  their  favourite,  more  espe- 
cially as  the  Abbess  had  promised  she  should  be  free  to  visit 
the  garden  as  formerly,  and  help  to  tie  up  the  fSte-day  bou- 
quets. Still,  nothing  could  shake  his  faith  in  his  disciple  and 
his  assurance  that  he  would  appear — a  Httle  too  late,  perhaps 
— with  a  bridal  crown  worthy  the  occasion.  But  the  proces- 
sion begins  to  move,  and  he  is  obliged  to  go  forward  with  it. 

How  shall  we  find  words  grandiloquent  enough  to  de- 
scribe its  elastic  sinuosity  and  mediaeval  magnificence,  as  it 
glided  along  the  cloisters  and  threaded  the  pillared  aisles  of 
the  church  ?  First  marched  a  preluding  band  of  subordinate 
performers,  white -robed  and  bearing  banners  of  various 
colours  and  devices,  followed  by  a  gorgeous  band  of  priests, 
preceding  the  pavilioned  host,  the  tassels  of  whose  embroidered 
canopy  were  held  by  the  magnates  of  the  order,  the  Prior, 
Sub-prior,  and  Sacristan.  The  image  of  the  founders,  St. 
Francis  and  St.  Klare,  came  next,  surrounded  by  an  equal 
number  of  satellites ;  but  all  hearts  and  eyes  were  turned  from 
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them  to  be  fixed  on  the  beautiful  postulant,  who  next  appeared 
— the  Abbot  and  Archduchess  on  either  side,  and  the  Prin- 
cesses Alice  and  Aletta  following. 

Poor  Gertruda !  she  was  indeed  a  lovely  victim,  and  she 
looked  and  moved  a  queen.  Still,  neither  victim  nor  queen  iB 
the  right  designation,  for  there  was  more  of  the  calm  abstrac- 
tion of  the  martyr  in  her  demeanour.  It  was  evident,  to  all 
who  could  understand  her  lofty  self-abnegation,  that  to  her 
the  present  was  whoUy  absorbed  in  the  past  and  the  future: 
in  the  one  she  saw  only  the  sorrowing  forms  of  Bertha  and 
De  Lauffenburg ;  in  the  other,  the  service  of  her  God  and  the 
solace  of  her  helpless  brother.  But  whilst  her  mind  was  un- 
clouded by  a  doubt  of  the  imperative  duty  of  her  self-imposed 
sacrifice,  it  was  not  in  ignorance  of  its  cost,  or  of  the  dreary 
future  it  entailed,  that  she  had  offered  it :  like  the  self-immo- 
lating martyr,  who  approaches  the  pyre  in  the  full  conscious- 
ness of  its  burning  intensity. 

Amongst  the  elaborate  preparations  for  the  pageant,  it  will 
be  supposed  that  nothing  was  omitted  to  heighten  the  effect  of 
the  foreground  figure.     Her  dress  had  been  the  subject  of 
more  than  one  conclave,  at  which  the  Lord  Abbot  himself  as- 
sisted, and  to  his  more  refined  taste  Gertruda  owed  her  escape 
from  the  cumbrous  and  long-hoarded  coronation  robe  (which 
it  was  the  express  wish  of  the  ex-Queen,  now  Abbess  of 
Koenigsfelden,  should  have  been  displayed  on  the  occasion), 
and  that  the  present  of  Duke  Albert  was  substituted  for  its 
cumbrous  and  somewhat  tarnished   magnificence^that  robe 
linked  with  so  many  memories!     The  superb  tiara  of  dia- 
monds, however,  could  not  be  declined,  and  the  Abbess  herself 
directed  the  trembling  fingers  of  Sister  Ethel  how  to  fasten  it 
amid  the  beautiful  tresses  that  were  so  soon  to  be  laid  on  the 
altar:  a  mistaken  sacrifice  to  One  who  gave  to  woman  this 
beautiful  adornment,  and  whose  Word  teaches  us  that  it  is  her 
glory.* 
Next  in  the  order  of  procession  walked  the  nuns  of  Koenigs- 

*  1  Cor.  xi.  16. 
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felden,  their  persons  shrouded  in  long  cloaks  of  ample  dimen- 
sions, and  the  large  lighted  taper  borne  by  each  failing  to 
penetrate  the  thick  veil  which  fell  in  folds  over  their  counte- 
nances. The  stately  Agnes  walked  last,  bearing  her  abbati- 
cal  crook  and  mitre.  Her  calm  statue-like  features  were 
Tinveil^d,  but  her  lofty  form  was  shrouded  in  a  cloak  of 
ermine.  She  took  her  seat  on  a  throne  erected  on  one  side  of 
the  high  altar,  her  nuns  grouping  themselves  with  studied 
effect  around  it ;  whilst  the  Abbot,  leaving  his  kneeling  charge 
on  its  steps,  seated  himself  on  a  throne  of  similar  construction 
on  the  other  side,  surrounded  also  by  his  monastic  satellites. 

And  now  followed  a  few  minutes  of  silence,  so  breathless 
that  it  seemed  as  if  the  arrested  procession  and  eager  spec- 
tators had  hardened  into  stone.  Not  a  whisper,  not  even  the 
hum  of  a  sunmier  fly  or  the  buzz  of  imprisoned  bee,  moved 
the  silent  air,  till  the  rolling  diapasons  of  the  organ  broke  the 
oppressive  stillness,  accompanied  by  the  voices  of  the  choir 
chanting  in  effective  chorus  the  Eructavit  cor  meum,  the  sup- 
posed epithalamium  of  the  Hebrew  monarch,  the  mystic 
symbol  of  the  marriage  of  Christ  with  His  spouse  the  Church, 
and  therefore  usually  selected  for  occasions  like  the  present. 
High  mass,  with  its  pompous  ceremonials,  was  next  celebrated. 
At  its  clo«e  the  pale  postulant  arose  and  approached  the  regal 
Abbess,  who  descended  some  steps,  embraced  her,  and  de- 
manded what  she  desired. 

"I  humbly  crave  your  permission,  reverend  mother,  to 
enter  the  sisterhood  of  St.  Klare,  in  this  your  Abbey  of 
Koenigsfelden,"  replied  the  suppliant,  **and  to  become  the 
humblest  of  your  daughters." 

This  formulary  of  the  Order  was  uttered  in  low  but  unhesi- 
tating accents,  and  was  answered  by  the  Superior  in  the  same 
prescribed  terms,  "  that  if  her  admission,  so  dutifully  craved, 
was  in  accordance  with  the  wishes  of  her  beloved  daughters, 
she  would  right  gladly  admit  the  petitioner  amongst  their 
happy  number." 

Thereupon  the  Abbess  laid  her  hand  on  the  head  of  the 
kneeling  candidate  and  pronounced  a  solemn  benediction  iu 
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conventiial  Latin,  kissed  lier  fair  brow,  and  returned  to  her 
chair  of  state.  The  petition  for  admittance  into  the  sisterhood 
had  to  be  repeated  separately  to  each  nun,  all  of  whom  re- 
ceived their  new  sister  affectionately  with  a  kiss  of  welcome, 
and  the  Abbot  then  came  forward  to  receive  and  condttot  her 
back  to  the  altar,  amid  the  jubilant  hallelujahs  of  the  choir. 
Again,  with  dramatic  effect,  all  was  hushed,  and  expectation 
raised  to  a  breathless  degree,  whilst  pity  and  regret  struggled 
in  many  breasts,  as  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  her  spiritual  father 
the  lovely  victim  calmly  prepared  to  pronounce  the  fatal  vow 
of  irrevocable  seclusion. 

"My  daughter,"  demanded  the  Abbot,  in  a  voice  that 
betrayed  emotion,  which  he  evidently  endeavoured  to  suppress, 
— "my  daughter,  is  it  thy  desire  in  truthful  earnestness  to 
become  the  spouse  of  Christ  ?" 

"  Such  is  verily  and  truly  my  wish,"  wa«  the  reply. 

"  Wilt  thou  from  heaceforth  renounce  the  world,  its  pomps 
and  vanities,  and  live  a  dedicated  vestal,  taking' on  thee  the 
vows  of  poverty,  obedience,  and  celibacy  in  the  Order  of  tlw 
blessed  St.  Klare?" 

"  Such,  God  helping  me,  is  my  resolve." 

"  In  token  thereof,  my  well-beloved  daughter,  I  cast  from 
thee  these  vain  baubles  of  earthly  vanity,"  and  saying  this 
the  Abbot  disengaged  the  jewelled  diadem  from  the  fair  brow 
that  had  so  well  become  it,  loosening  thereby  the  long  tresses 
of  fair  hair,  which  fell  like  a  golden  web  adown  the  back  and 
over  the  shoulders  of  the  wearer,  whose  pale  cheeks,  from  the 
sudden  movement,  was  tinged  with  a  blush  which  was  soon 
succeeded  by  a  yet  more  deadly  whiteness.  The  Abbot  saw 
it,  and  hastened  to  terminate  the  painful  scene.  "  And  even 
these  adornments  of  nature,  my  daughter,  must  be  laid  on 
the  altar,"  and  his  hands  trembled  as  he  gathered  up  the  rich 
luxuriance  within  it,  and  stretched  out  the  other  to  receifO 
the  fatal  shears. 

Alas,  alas,  poor*  Sister  Eva !  she  hesitated,  reluctant  that 
the  beautiful  head  should  be  shorn  of  its  glory  ere  she  had 
another  crown  to  place  on  it. 
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lenga !  Henga !  where  art  thou  ?"  and  in  her  agony  she 
ed  his  name  aloud. 

1  he  hear  the  call  ?  A  scuffle  at  the  door  of  the  chtu*ch, 
dng  the  silence  of  suspense,  turned  all  eyes  from  the 
t  that  had  so  long  riveted  them  to  one  of  almost  equal 
)st — Henga  and  the  eagerly-expected  garland.  Bushing 
e  guards  at  the  gate,  tearing  himself  from  the  loving 
of  Father  Swithin,  Henga  entered  the  church.  His  hair, 
m  back  from  his  face, 

"  Streamed  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  air  ;  " 

leeks  were  deeply  flushed,  his  eyes  glowed  like  the  embers 
LB  hearth,  and  in  his  right  hand,  held  high  above  his 

fluttered  the  eagerly- expected  bridal  crown — a  strange, 
3rious    garland  of  withered  immortelles    almost  crum- 

into  dust,  tied  together  with  bows  and  long  ends  of 

and  yellow  ribbon  equally  time-worn.  Striding  up 
rowded  aisle,  and  pushing  aside  all  who  impeded  his 
'ess,  he  reached  the  high  altar,  g£Lzed  for  one  minute 

streaming  eyes  on  the  kneeling  Gertruda,  placed  the 
3rious  garland  on  her  head,  and  vanished  like  a  falling 

ader,  if  thou  hast  failed  to  remember  the  early  history  of 
hiatal  garland,  there  was  one  now  present  who  recalled  it 
)0  well,  with  all  its  burning  memories, 
jing  from  her  seat,  the  wretched  Agnes  uttered  a  piercing 
md,  pointing  to  the  receding  apparition,  remained  as  one 
bound,  motionless  and  speechless,  her  eyes  flxed,  her  arm 
ded,  the  long  white  flnger  pointed  in  vacancy.  But  how 
ipt  to  describe  the  scene  that  followed  ? 
8  arm  of  the  Abbot  prevented  the  fall  of  the  fainting  girl, 
t  Leopold,  pushing  aside  all  other  assistance,  bore  her  in 
•ms  into  the  vestry.  The  nuns  gathered  trembling  around 
Superior ;  Sister  Ethel  stood  ready  prepared  with  her 
iies,  which  she  applied  with  the  usual  result,  and  the 
ss  passively  suffered  herself  to  be  conducted  to  her  own 
ment. 
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Dr.  Baumgarten  was  prompt  in  his  attendanoOy  but  his  skill 
was  for  a  long  time  powerless  in  restoring  life  to  his  patient, 
who  lay  pale  and  senseless  in  the  arms  of  Blandina ;  whilst  the 
sister  Princesses  hung  over  her,  their  warm  tears  falling  on  her 
marble  brow. 

At  the  end  of  two  hours,  a  smile  which  lightened  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  Leech,  as  he  kept  his  finger  unremittingly  on  the 
wrist  of  the  reviving  patient,  gave  the  happy  notice  of  return- 
ing life. 

Gertruda  opened  her  eyes,  and  murmured  the  name  of 
Henga. 

''He  shall  be  sought  and  cared  for,  and  screened  from  all 
blame,"  Whispered  the  Princess  Alice,  as  she  bent  to  kiss  the 
fair  brow. 

Gertruda's  eyes  again  closed,  and  Dr.  Baumgarten,  fearing 
a  relapse,  obtained  the  permission  of  the  Abbot  to  remove  his 
patient  to  the  hospital,  and  to  enforce  perfect  retirement. 

**I  cannot,"  he  said  to  the  deeply  interested  inquirers, 
'*  answer  for  the  consequences  of  so  sudden  a  shock  on  neryes . 
already  stretched  to  their  utmost.   She  must  see  no  one  but  the 
hospital  nurse  and  her  doctor." 

"And  to  whose  care  could  we  better  confide  out  beloved 
daughter  ?"  said  the  Abbot. 

Then,  turning  to  the  Princesses,  he  courteously  invited  them 
to  take  some  refreshment  in  his  private  apartments,  assuring 
them  that  Sister  Monica  (Gertruda's  conventual  name)  should 
be  carefully  nursed,  and  intelligence  of  her  state  duly  fo^ 
warded  to  the  Castle. 

The  royal  party  accepted  the  hospitality  offered,  and  before 
their  departure  heard  from  the  doctor  that  Gertruda,  "though 
feverish  and  restless,  had  been  restored  to  consciousness." 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

THE  DSEAM  AND  ITS  FULFILMENT. 

In  thonghtfl  from  the  yisions  of  the 
Night,  when  deep  sleep  f  alleth  on  men, 
A  thing  was  secretly  brought  to  me. 
And  mine  ear  received  a  little  thereof 

More  than  one  acliing  head  pressed  a  sleepless  pillow  that 
night  in  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg.  The  watchful  Leech  came 
late  in  the  evening  to  bring  intelligence  from  the  Abbey,  and 
also  to  inquire  for  the  Princesses,  all  of  whom  he  found  in 
great  need  of  all  the  comfort  he  could  bring  them,  and  that 
was  but  little,  though  administered  with  tact  and  discretion. 

The  Abbess,  he  told  them,  appeared  to  feel  no  effects  £rom  the 
shock  she  had  undergone,  nor,  indeed,  to  retain  any  recollection 
of  the  events  of  the  morning,  as  she  had  spoken  of  Gertruda's 
profession  as  a  thing  of  the  future.  Of  Gertruda  herself, 
although  he  did  not  confess  his  more  serious  apprehensions, 
he  could  not  report  favourably.  She  was  restless,  feverish, 
and  at  times  delirious  ;  calling  on  Henga  to  loosen  the 
garland  he  had  bound  so  tightly  on  her  brow.  Then,  in 
intervals  of  consciousness,  she  would  ask  tenderly  for  the 
Princesses,  and  charge  her  doctor  not  to  let  them  grieve  for 
her,  for  she  was  quite  contented  and  should  soon  be  better. 
Of  poor  Henga  Dr.  Baumgarten  could  give  no  account,  as  he 
could  nowhere  be  found.  It  was  feared,  too,  that  he  must 
suffer  from  want  of  food,  as  Dame  Hedwig  said  he  had  refused 
to  touch  his  morning  meal.  The  night,  moreover,  threatened 
to  be  wet  and  stormy ;  and,  to  complete  the  gloomy  anticipa- 
tions, the  doctor  was  full  of  affectionate  apprehensions  for 
Father  Swithin,  and  of  the  effect  of  his  continued  wanderings 
in  search  of  his  beloved  son. 

''  The  human  frame,"  added  this  cIobq  ob^^T^^t^  ^^\&\i^<^  ^ 
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Dr.  Baumgarten  was  prompt  in  his  attendance,  but  his  sMll 
was  for  a  long  time  powerless  in  restoring  life  to  his  patient, 
who  lay  pale  and  senseless  in  the  arms  of  Blandina ;  whilst  the 
sister  Princesses  hung  over  her,  their  warm  tears  falling  on  her 
marble  brow. 

At  the  end  of  two  hours,  a  smile  which  lightened  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  Leech,  as  he  kept  his  finger  unremittingly  on  the 
wrist  of  the  reviving  patient,  gave  the  happy  notice  of  return- 
ing life. 

Gertruda  opened  her  eyes,  and  murmured  the  name  of 
Henga. 

''He  shall  be  sought  and  cared  for,  and  screened  from  all 
blame,"  wliispered  the  Princess  Alice,  as  she  bent  to  kiss  the 
fair  brow. 

Gertruda's  eyes  again  closed,  and  Dr.  Baumgarten,  feaiing 
a  relapse,  obtained  the  permission  of  the  Abbot  to  remove  his 
patient  to  the  hospital,  and  to  enforce  perfect  retirement. 

"I  cannot,"  he  said  to  the  deeply  interested  inquiren, 
*'  answer  for  the  consequences  of  so  sudden  a  shock  on  neryee . 
already  stretched  to  their  utmost.   She  must  see  no  one  but  the 
hospital  nurse  and  her  doctor." 

"And  to  whose  care  could  we  better  confide  our  beloved 
daughter  ?"  said  the  Abbot. 

Then,  turning  to  the  Princesses,  he  courteously  invited  them 
to  take  some  refreshment  in  his  private  apartments,  assoiing 
them  that  Sister  Monica  (Gertruda's  conventual  name)  should 
be  carefully  nursed,  and  intelligence  of  her  state  duly  fo^ 
warded  to  the  Castle. 

The  royal  party  accepted  the  hospitality  offered,  and  before 
their  departure  heard  from  the  doctor  that  Gertruda,  "  though 
feverish  and  restless,  had  been  restored  to  consciousness." 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

THE  DSEAM  AND  ITS  FULFILMENT. 

In  thoughts  from  the  yisions  of  the 
Night,  when  deep  sleep  f  alleth  on  men, 
A  thing  was  secretly  brought  to  me. 
And  mine  ear  received  a  little  thereof 

More  thaa  one  aclimg  head  pressed  a  sleepless  pillow  that 
night  in  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg.  The  watchful  Leech  came 
late  in  the  evening  to  bring  intelligence  from  the  Abbey,  and 
also  to  inquire  for  the  Princesses,  all  of  whom  he  found  in 
great  need  of  all  the  comfort  he  could  bring  them,  and  that 
was  but  little,  though  administered  with  tact  and  discretion. 

The  Abbess,  he  told  them,  appeared  to  feel  no  effects  £rom  the 
shock  she  had  undergone,  nor,  indeed,  to  retain  any  recollection 
of  the  events  of  the  morning,  as  she  had  spoken  of  Gertruda's 
profession  as  a  thing  of  the  future.  Of  Gertruda  herself, 
although  he  did  not  confess  his  more  serious  apprehensions, 
he  could  not  report  favourably.  She  was  restless,  feverish, 
and  at  times  delirious  ;  calling  on  Henga  to  loosen  the 
garland  he  had  bound  so  tightly  on  her  brow.  Then,  in 
intervals  of  consciousness,  she  would  ask  tenderly  for  the 
Princesses,  and  charge  her  doctor  not  to  let  them  grieve  for 
her,  for  she  was  quite  contented  and  should  soon  be  better. 
Of  poor  Henga  Dr.  Baumgarten  could  give  no  account,  as  he 
could  nowhere  be  found.  It  was  feared,  too,  that  he  must 
suffer  from  want  of  food,  as  Dame  Hedwig  said  he  had  refused 
to  touch  his  morning  meal.  The  night,  moreover,  threatened 
to  be  wet  and  stormy ;  and,  to  complete  the  gloomy  anticipa- 
tionSy  the  doctor  was  full  of  affectionate  apprehensions  for 
Father  Swithin,  and  of  the  effect  of  his  continued  wanderings 
in  search  of  his  beloved  son. 

''  The  human  frame,"  added  this  cloBO  ob^^T^^i^  ^^\&\i^^  ^ 
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Dr.  Baumgarten  was  prompt  in  his  attendance^  but  his  skill 
was  for  a  long  time  powerless  in  restoring  life  to  his  patient, 
who  lay  pale  and  senseless  in  the  arms  of  Blandina ;  whilst  the 
sister  Princesses  hung  oyer  her,  their  warm  tears  falling  on  her 
marble  brow. 

At  the  end  of  two  hours,  a  smile  which  lightened  the  conn- 
tenance  of  the  Leech,  as  he  kept  his  finger  unremittingly  on  the 
wrist  of  the  reviving  patient,  gave  the  happy  notice  of  return- 
ing life. 

Gertruda  opened  her  eyes,  and  murmured  the  name  of 
Henga. 

''He  shall  be  sought  and  cared  for,  and  screened  from  all 
blame,''  Whispered  the  Princess  Alice,  as  she  bent  to  kiss  the 
fair  brow. 

Gertruda's  eyes  again  closed,  and  Dr.  Baumgarten,  feaiing 
a  relapse,  obtained  tbe  permission  of  the  Abbot  to  remove  his 
patient  to  the  hospital,  and  to  enforce  perfect  retirement. 

''I  cannot,"  he  said  to  the  deeply  interested  inquirers, 
*'  answer  for  the  consequences  of  so  sudden  a  shock  on  nerres , 
already  stretched  to  their  utmost.   She  must  see  no  one  but  the 
hospital  nurse  and  her  doctor." 

''And  to  whose  care  could  we  better  confide  our  beloved 
daughter  ?"  said  the  Abbot. 

Then,  turning  to  the  Princesses,  he  courteously  invited  them 
to  take  some  refreshment  in  his  private  apartments,  assuring 
them  that  Sister  Monica  (Gertruda's  conventual  name)  should 
be  carefully  nursed,  and  intelligence  of  her  state  duly  fo^ 
warded  to  the  Castle. 

The  royal  party  accepted  the  hospitality  ofltered,  and  before 
their  departure  heard  from  the  doctor  that  Gertruda,  "  though 
feverish  and  restless,  had  been  restored  to  consciousness." 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

THE  DSEAM  AND  ITS  FX7LFILMENT. 

In.  thonghtfl  from  the  yisions  of  the 
Night,  when  deep  sleep  f alleth  on  men, 
A  thing  was  secretly  brought  to  me. 
And  mine  ear  received  a  little  thereof. 

MoBE  than  one  acliing  head  pressed  a  sleepless  pillow  that 
night  in  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg.  The  watchful  Leech  came 
late  in  the  evening  to  bring  intelligence  from  the  Abbey,  and 
also  to  inquire  for  the  Princesses,  all  of  whom  he  found  in 
great  need  of  all  the  comfort  he  could  bring  them,  and  that 
was  but  little,  though  administered  with  tact  and  discretion. 

The  Abbess,  he  told  them,  appeared  to  feel  no  effects  £rom  the 
shock  she  had  undergone,  nor,  indeed,  to  retain  any  recollection 
of  the  events  of  the  morning,  as  she  had  spoken  of  Gertruda's 
profession  as  a  thing  of  the  future.  Of  Gertruda  herself, 
although  he  did  not  confess  his  more  serious  apprehensions, 
he  could  not  report  favourably.  She  was  restless,  feverish, 
and  at  times  delirious  ;  calling  on  Henga  to  loosen  the 
garland  he  had  bound  so  tightly  on  her  brow.  Then,  in 
intervals  of  consciousness,  she  would  ask  tenderly  for  the 
Princesses,  and  charge  her  doctor  not  to  let  them  grieve  for 
her,  for  she  was  quite  contented  and  should  soon  be  better. 
Of  poor  Henga  Dr.  Baumgarten  could  give  no  account,  as  he 
could  nowhere  be  found.  It  was  feared,  too,  that  he  must 
suffer  from  want  of  food,  as  Dame  Hedwig  said  he  had  refused 
to  touch  his  morning  meal.  The  night,  moreover,  threatened 
to  be  wet  and  stormy ;  and,  to  complete  the  gloomy  anticipa- 
tions, the  doctor  was  full  of  affectionate  apprehensions  for 
Father  Swithin,  and  of  the  effect  of  his  continued  wanderings 
in  search  of  his  beloved  son. 

''  The  human  frame,"  added  this  close  observer,  '<  is  like  a 
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Dr.  Baumgarten  was  prompt  in  liis  attendancOy  but  his  skO 
was  for  a  long  time  powerless  in  restoring  life  to  his  patient  . 
who  lay  pale  and  senseless  in  the  arms  of  Blandina ;  whilst  th^ 
sister  Princesses  hung  over  her,  their  warm  tears  falling  on  he:3 
marble  brow. 

At  the  end  of  two  hours,  a  smile  which  lightened  the  conn.^ 
tenance  of  the  Leech,  as  he  kept  his  finger  unremittingly  on  tl^c 
wrist  of  the  reviving  patient,  gave  the  happy  notice  of  return- 
ing life. 

Gertruda  opened  her  eyes,  and  murmured  the  name  of 
Henga. 

''He  shall  be  sought  and  cared  for,  and  screened  from  aJl 
blame,"  Whispered  the  Princess  Alice,  as  she  bent  to  kiss  the 
fair  brow. 

Gertruda's  eyes  again  closed,  and  Dr.  Baumgarten,  feaiing 
a  relapse,  obtained  the  permission  of  the  Abbot  to  remove  his 
patient  to  the  hospital,  and  to  enforce  perfect  retirement. 

"I  cannot,"  he  said  to  the  deeply  interested  inquirers, 
"  answer  for  the  consequences  of  so  sudden  a  shock  on  nerves . 
already  stretched  to  their  utmost.   She  must  see  no  one  but  the 
hospital  nurse  and  her  doctor." 

"And  to  whose  care  could  we  better  confide  our  beloved 
daughter  ?"  said  the  Abbot. 

Then,  turning  to  the  Princesses,  he  courteously  invited  them 
to  take  some  refreshment  in  his  private  apartments,  assuiisg 
them  that  Sister  Monica  (Gertruda's  conventual  name)  should 
be  carefully  nursed,  and  intelligence  of  her  state  duly  &^ 
warded  to  the  Castle. 

The  royal  party  accepted  the  hospitality  offered,  and  before 
their  departure  heard  from  the  doctor  that  Gertruda,  "though 
feverish  and  restless,  had  been  restored  to  consciousness." 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

THE  DSEAM  AND  ITS  FULFILMENT. 

In  thoughts  from  the  visions  of  the 
Night,  when  deep  sleep  f alleth  on  men, 
A  thing  was  secretly  brought  to  me, 
And  mine  ear  received  a  little  thereof 

thaa  one  acliing  head  pressed  a  sleepless  pillow  that 
Q  the  Castle  of  Hapsburg.  The  watchful  Leech  came 
the  evening  to  bring  intelligence  from  the  Abbey,  and 

inquire  for  the  Princesses,  all  of  whom  he  found  in 
eed  of  all  the  comfort  he  could  bring  them,  and  that 
it  little,  though  administered  with  tact  and  discretion. 
Abbess,  he  told  them,  appeared  to  feel  no  effects  £rom  the 
he  had  undergone,  nor,  indeed,  to  retain  any  recollection 
events  of  the  morning,  as  she  had  spoken  of  Qertruda's 
ion  as  a  thing  of  the  future.  Of  Gertruda  herself, 
^h  he  did  not  confess  his  more  serious  apprehensions, 
Ld  not  report  favourably.  She  was  restless,  feverish, 
;  times  delirious  ;  calling  on  Henga  to  loosen  the 
1  he  had  bound  so  tightly  on  her  brow.  Then,  in 
Is  of  consciousness,  she  would  ask  tenderly  for  the 
ises,  and  charge  her  doctor  not  to  let  them  grieve  for 
r  she  was  quite  contented  and  should  soon  be  better, 
r  Henga  Dr.  Baumgarten  could  give  no  account,  as  he 
lowhere  be  found.  It  was  feared,  too,  that  he  must 
rom  want  of  food,  as  Dame  Hedwig  said  he  had  refused 
li  his  morning  meal.  The  night,  moreover,  threatened 
ret  and  stormy ;  and,  to  complete  the  gloomy  anticipa- 
the  doctor  was  full  of  affectionate  apprehensions  for 

Swithin,  and  of  the  effect  of  his  continued  wanderings 
ch  of  his  beloved  son. 
le  human  :&ame,"  added  this  dose  observer,  '<  is  like  a 
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time-worn  building,  which  outwardly  may  look  fair  and  strong ; , 
but  pull  out  one  stone  jfrom  its  walls,  or  tear  away  the  ivy  that: 
roots  in  its  crevices,  and  it  speedily  falls  to  the  earth." 

Having  directed  Blandina  in  the  preparation  of  some  herhi^ 
of  soothing  properties  for  his  patients,  and  trusting  the  ad^ 
ministration  into  her  careful  hands.  Dr.  Baumgarten  took  hk^ 
leave,  scarcely  hoping  that  his  sleeping  potion  would  counter 
act  the  intelligence  he  felt  obliged  to  give,  as  a  preparative  fo: 
that  yet  sadder  which  he  feared  the  morning  would  announa^. 

Blandina  performed  her  commission  with  the  most  scrupuloiz^ 
fidelity,  the  House-dame  furnishing  the  necessary  ingredients 
of  dried  herbs  and  spices,  and  watching  their  gentle  sunmeruz^ 
the  prescribed  time. 

She  then  administered  the  aromatic  potion  to  each  weaiy  and 
weeping  patient,  and  watched  by  her  own  sweet  charge  until 
she  perceived  her  eyes  to  close  in  sleep,  even  whilst  the  tears 
struggled  through  their  lids  ;  after  which,  overpowered  by 
fatigue,  she  retired  to  rest  in  her  own  chamber. 

Bertha  slept  heavily — probably  from  the  effect  of  the  sleeping 
potion — ^for  two  hours,  and  then  awoke,  roused,  as  she  imagined, 
by  a  voice  calling  on  her  by  name  to  rise.  She  sat  up  for  8om« 
time,  and  then  lay  down,  but  in  a  perturbation  of  spirit  which 
prevented  her  sleeping  for  a  little  while.  Forgetfulnees, 
however,  again  crept  over  her,  and  again  she  heard  the  samo 
caU,  '*  Princess  Bertha,  arise !  arise !  "  The  voice  evidently 
proceeded  from  the  turret  oratory,  and  this  time  she  hastened 
to  obey  its  call.  Hastily  quitting  her  bed,  she  took  up  her  i 
lamp.  It  burned  dimly,  and,  in  essaying  to  trim  it,  it  went 
out,  and  left  her  in  darkness  !  And  now  how  weary  was  her 
search  for  the  key  of  the  turret  staircase  I  and,  when  found, 
she  tried  in  vain  to  turn  it  in  the  lock.  A  blast  of  wind 
proceeding  from  within  at  length  burst  open  the  door;  but 
how  shall  she  climb  the  stairs,  half  of  which  were  entirely 
broken,  and  the  others  crumbled  beneath  her  footsteps? 
This  dangerous  ascent  was,  however,  at  length  attained,  and 
she  entered  the  mysterious  oratory.  The  lamp  stood,  as 
usual,  on  the  altar,  but  on  the  pedestal,  occupied  formerly 
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oy  the  image  of  the  Madonna,  appeared — did  her  eyes  de- 

eeireher?  could  it  be  Henga  ?    It  was — ^yet  so  gaunt  and  wan. 

"  Food  !  food ! "  he  cried,  "  I  perish  with  hunger !  " 

There  lay  a  bunch  of  grapes  on  the  altar.     Bertha  eagerly 

seized  and  offered  it  to  him ;  but,  dashing  it  to  the  ground, 

lie  exclaimed, — 

"  Thinkest  thou  I  will  eat  of  the  sacrifice  offered  to  idols  ?  " 
Kebuked,  and  abashed  at  what  she  considered  a  reasonable 
reproof.  Bertha  cast  down  her  eyes,  and,  when  she  at  length 
raised  them,  behold  !  Henga  no  longer  stood  before  her,  but 
his  place  was  fiUed  by  a  hideous  image,  which,  extending  his 
bony  arms,  dasped  her  in  them,  and  held  her  so  tightly 
against  his  iron  ribs  that  she  could  not  breathe.  She  tried  to 
cry  out  for  help,  but  no  sound  would  pass  her  lips ;  to  fly,  but 
her  limbs  refused  their  office.  At  length,  exerting  her  utmost 
strength  in  a  final  effort,  she  freed  herself  from  the  incuhtis, 
awoke — "  and  behold  it  was  a  dream." 

It  was  some  time  before  the  dreamer  could  collect  her 
agitated  spirits  sufficiently  to  feel  it  to  have  been  only  such  ; 
nor  did  the  return  of  her  awakened  faculties  diminish  the 
solemn  importance  of  the  vision,  for  they  recalled  to  her 
memory  Gertruda's  account  of  Henga' s  visit  to  the  concealed 
passage,  and  she  hesitated  not  to  obey  what  she  considered  a 
divine  call  to  seek  him  therein.  It  is  true,  that  in  the  yet 
agitated  state  of  her  nerves,  it  was  some  time  before  she  could 
summon  resolution  to  visit  the  scene  in  which  they  had 
received  so  many  shocks;  but  after  a  fervent  prayer  for 
strength  and  guidance  she  arose,  dressed  herself  in  a  loose 
robe,  and  left  her  chamber,  meaning  to  go  to  that  of  Blandina 
and  rouse  her  to  accompany  her — But  no,  the  faithful  creature 
was  sick  and  weary,  and  she  would  go  alone. 

The  dawn  had  begun  faintly  to  streak  the  eastern  sky,  but 
her  lamp  had  burned  down  to  the  socket,  thus  far  verifying 
her  dream.  The  key  of  the  turret  door,  however,  was  happily 
in  the  lock,  neither  were  the  steps  in  any  dangerous  state  of 
dilapidation;  so  that  the  summit  was  easily  gained.  But, 
brave  as  our  heroine  was,  her  stout  heart  beat  and  her  hand 
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trembled  as  she  laid  it  on  the  latch  and  entered  the  ''  chamber 
of  imagerr." 

All  within  was  in  its  nsnal  order:  the  image  on  its 
pedestaly  the  altar  with  its  nsnal  decorations,  and  the  lamp 
bnming  bright  above  it ;  bnt,  nothing  daunted  and  nothing 
doubting,  with  a  firm  faith  in  the  warning  of  her  dream,  and 
an  abiding  conyiction  of  the  yidnitj  of  Heng^  Bertha  ap- 
proached the  statae,  and  placing  her  month  dose  to  its  lips 
softly  prononnced  his  name.  All  was  silent.  She  again 
called  on  him,  adjuring  him  in  the  names  of  GFertruda  and 
Father  Swithin  to  speak.  A  low  but  audible  groan  was  the 
only  response,  but  it  was  enough  to  assure  her  that  Henga 
was  there,  perhaps  dying,  and  that  there  was  no  time  to  be 
lost.  '^I  must  now  call  Blandina  and  consult  what  can  be 
done  to  rescue  the  perishing  boy,"  was  her  first  thought. 

The  affectionate  guardian  needed  no  rousing.  She  had 
heard  as  she  imagined  her  lady's  call,  had  hastened  to  answer 
it,  and  was  crossing  the  antechamber  as  Bertha  entered  it' on 
her  descent  from  the  oratory.  Biandina's  faith  in  the  dream 
and  its  fulfilment  was  implicit,  and  she  equally  confirmed  the 
fears  of  the  Princess,  lest  succour  might  even  now  be  too  late. 
They  revisited  the  oratory  and  endeavoured  to  arouse  the 
attention  of  the  sufferer,  but  in  vain ;  and  the  only  sound 
they  could  distinguish  was  a  quick  and  laboured  breath 
which  eventually  subsided. 

"  He  is  dead ! "  exclaimed  Bertha.  "  Oh,  my  poor  Qertruda. 
"  But  come  with  me  to  my  chamber,  and  let  us  consult  how  to 
procure  assistance,  if  happily  it  be  not  too  late." 

The  question  was  of  difficult  solution  and  the  sun  arose  on 
their  conference.  Bertha  at  leng^  proposed  to  summon  the 
Leech  and  get  him  to  acquaint  the  Abbot,  who<  was  un- 
doubtedly acquamted  with  the  secret  staircase  and  could 
extricate  poor  Henga  from  his  perilous  imprisonment. 

**  Nay,  my  Princess,  it  would  be  a  dangerous  experiment 
to  tell  that  proud  man  that  you  have  discovered  his  secrets. 
Our  Leech's  safety  must  not  be  placed  on  such  a  venture. 
Let  me  go." 
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"  No,  Blandina,  no!  I  would  seek  him  myself ^But  softly  ! 
I  have  just  thought  of  a  better  way.  Do  thou  go  at  once  and 
rouse  good  Everard  whilst  I  prepare  a  note  that  he  shall  bear 
to  the  Abbot." 

And  Bertha  wrote  thus  :— 

^^  To  the  Eight  Honourahle  and  Most  Reverend  the  Lord 

Ahhot  of  Kanigsfelden, 

"  My  Lord  Abbot, — ^Having  been  this  last  night  advertised 
by  a  notable  dream,  that  the  poor  strayed  lad  Henga,  so 
especially  considered  by  the  royal  Abbess,  lies  now  in  a  state 
of  great  bodily  weakness  and  extreme  necessity  in  some  con- 
cealed recess  of  the  eastern  tower  of  this  castle,  I  do  beseech 
you,  reverend  father,  if  the  approach  to  the  same  be  known 
to  your  lordship,  not  to  slight  this,  as  I  believe.  Heaven- 
vouchsafed  warning,  but  to  send  at  once  in  search  of  this 
perishing  youth,  and  for  ever  oblige, 

**  Your  dutiful  daughter, 

**  Bertha." 

Old  Everard  speedily  and  faithfully  executed  his  embassy, 
delivered  the  letter  into  the  Abbot's  own  hand,  and  brought 
back  a  message  from  his  own  lips  (with  an  apology  that  the 
urgency  of  the  Princess's  request  did  not  allow  of  his  com- 
mitting to  paper),  that  ''not  a  moment  should  be  lost  in 
attending  to  her  Highness's  commands." 

The  pleasant  morning  chamber,  or  then  so-called  "  Lady's 
Bower,"  was  vacant  that  day.  The  Archduchess  went  to  the 
Abbey  to  inquire  for  the  Abbess  and  Q-ertruda;  the  gentlemen, 
too,  had  left  the  Castle  not  to  return  to  it  for  some  days ; 
whilst  the  sister  Princesses  were  both  ill  from  fright  and 
fatigue.  The  repose  was  as  grateful  as  it  was  needful  to  our 
exhausted  heroine,  and  she  passed  the  entire  morning  on  her 
couch,  in  melancholy  musings  on  the  past  and  vigorous  resolves 
for  the  future,  occasionally  exchanging  a  word  with  her  faith- 
ful nurse,  who  sat  knitting  beside  her. 

From  time  to  time,  she  despatched  this  tcu&tY  m<^«^^\^sL^T 
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with  inquiries  and  attentive  courtesies  to  her  cousins,  and 
also  to  the  House-dame,  to  find  out  if  any  servant  had  arrived 
from  the  Abbey,  or  any  intelligence  had  been  received  of 
Henga.  And  thus  wore  away  the  day,  so  still,  so  calm,  so 
unlike  those  which  preceded  it.  The  sun  was  getting  low  on 
the  horizon  and  the  evening  breezes  beginning  to  stir  the 
branches  of  the  trees,  causing  the  bright  but  crisped  leaves  to 
fall  in  showers  to  the  earth — when  Blandina  returned  from 
one  of  her  missions,  bringing  with  her  a  most  welcome  visitor 
in  the  person  of  Doctor  Baumgarten. 

The  first  inquiry  was  for  Gertruda. 

"That  she  is  not  worse  I  consider  a  favourable  symptom; 
I  can  hardly  report  her  better." 

"  And  my  aunt  ?  " 

"Just  as  I  reported  last  evening.     The  shock  has  left 
trace  on  the  calm  rigidity  of  her  countenance  or  demeanour 


indeed,  I  have  never  known  her  to  retain  any  recollection  o£ —  f 
the  exciting  cause  of  her  fearful  seizures." 

"  It  thus  would  appear  that  their  influence  extended  to  the 
memory?" 

"And  well,  poor  lady,  that  it  is  so,"  replied  the  Leech 
with  a[very  deep  sigh.  "  But  for  these  seasons  of  forget^ilnesf 
the  gnawings  of  remorse  must  long  ago  have  shattered 
reason,  if  not  destroyed  her  life." 

"  Yet  it  does  not  appear  that  memory  fails  her  in  regard 
events  long  past,  for  by  this  token  witness  her  recollection 
the  mysterious  garland.     Oh,  Doctor  Baumgarten,  I  prithe^- 
tell  me,"  pursued  Bertha,  with  eagerness,  "can  that 
coronal  have  been  the  one  so  fatally  offered  by  the  Emperor  ^ 
Albert  to—" 

"The  unfortunate  John  of  Suabia?    Such  is  my  beKe^^> 
drawn  from  the  still  more  imfortunate  Agnes' s  recognition  c^^ 
it  and  some  words  she  uttered  in  her  delirium.     But  how  tx^ 
account  for  its  getting  into  Henga' s  possession  1  know  no*f 
unless  it  were — " 

"  Is  the  lad  found  ?"  eagerly  interrupted  Bertha,  forgetting 
the  lesser  in  the  greater  interest. 
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The  Doctor  answered  moumfallj,  **  He  ii  found,  but  soon 
^  ^ar  to  be  lost  to  us  for  ever.  Yet  wherefore  weep  for  him, 
^^^rlady? — andjou^  Blandina,  mourn  not  for  one  who  is  more 
&t;t;ed  for  the  companionship  of  angels  than  of  his  fallen 
^^ortals.  Let  us  rather  rejoice  that  he  should  be  taken 
*^^lbre  those  aged  protectors  who  shield  his  helplessness.** 
^Ut  the  Doctor's  fast-filling  eyes  belied  his  counsel. 

Bertha's  first  impulse  was  to  tell  him  the  adventures  of  the 
past  night;  but  remembering  Blandina's  caution,  she  only 
^sked,— 

"  Did  you  discover  poor  Henga's  hiding-place  ?  " 
**  No.    The  first  intelligence  I  received  of  its  having  been 
^ound  was  a  summons   to   attend   him   at  his  home  at  his 
grandame's,  to  which  some  officials  of  the  Abbey  had  carried 
him.     I  found  him,  poor  harmless  being,  quite  exhausted  and 
almost  insensible.     We  placed  him  in  his  bed,  rubbed  his 
stiffened  limbs,  and  having  succeeded  in  forcing  a  little  warm 
cordial  down  his  throat,  he  gradually  recovered  his  conscious- 
ness.     His  first  inquiry  was  for  Gertruda,  but  he  readily 
acquiesced  in  the  impossibility  of  her  visiting  him,   only 
begging  to  see  Father  Swithin,  who  was  already  on  the  thres- 
hold, and  will  not  leave  him.     Always  devout,  Henga's  next 
desire  was  to  receive  the  last  offices  of  the  Church ;  and  pre- 
parations being  afoot  for  the  administration  of  the  sacred 
rites,  I  took  the  opportunity  of  a  few  minutes*  liberty,  telling 
him  whom  I  was  about  to  visit.     *  Do  you  think  the  Princess 
Bertha  would  come  and  see  poor  Henga  ?  *  he  said  eagerly, 
fixing  his  mournfully  beautiful  eyes  on  me.   ^  She  is  Gertruda' s 
friend,  and  she  would  take  my  parting-gift  to  her  and  tell  her 
not  to  grieve  ;*  and  here  the  poor  boy  broke  down  and  wept 
silently  for  a  little  while.    But  I  must  be  brief,**  continued  the 
Doctor ;  **  the  day  is  waning,  and — **     He  could  not  finish  the 
sentence,  but  Bertha  comprehended  its  allusion  and  said, — 
"  Tou  answered  for  my  ready  acquiescense  in  dear  Henga*s 
wish  I  am  sure.    Blandina  and  myself  will  not  detain  you  one 
minute  ere  we  are  ready  to  accompany  you  to  his  bed-side.** 
The  sorrowing  trio  descended  the  steep  knowle  on  which 
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the  Tower  of  the  Hawk  still  stands,  though  now  only  a  ruin — 
winded,  through  the  narrow  forest  paths  to  the  brink  of  the 
crystal  stream,  and  stood  reverentially  at  the  garden  gate  to 
let  the  priest,  who  had  borne  the  host,  pass  through. 

A  few  short  weeks  only  had  gone  by  since  Bertha  had 
bounded  over  the  same  paths  with  her  now  lost  Gertruda,  i 
the  wild  joyousness  of  a  newly  found  liberty — and  now  ?   Yet#^ 
even  now  there  was  a  chastened  solemnity  of  spirit,  a  peace  i 
the  inward  soul  that  better  fitted  her  for  the  solemn  scene  o: 
which  she  was  about  to  enter. 


^k 
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CHAPTEE  XXXVin. 

THE  YESFEB  HYMN. 

Oh,  could  thy  spirit  teach  us  now, 
Full  many  a  truth  the  gay  might  learn  ; 
The  value  of  a  hlameless  life 
Full  many  a  scomer  might  discern. 

TiaB   chamber    of   the    djdng  boy  was  approached  by  an 

oixtward  gallery,  from  whence  it  was    entered    through  a 

<5a43einefit,  one  of  whose  sides,  being  near  the  little  uncur- 

tctined  bed,  was  shaded  from  the  western  sun,  now  near  its 

sotting,  by  a  slight  crimson  curtain.    The  other  side  was  open, 

^xxd  near  this  Bertha  stood,  whilst  the  doctor  prepared  his 

patient  for  her  visit,  deeply  interested  in  the  scene  within. 

^he  countenance  of  the  dying  boy  had  undergone  that 

^>©autiful  transformation  not  unusual  at  the  approach  of  death, 

^Jid  seemed  already  gleaming  with  light  from  heaven.     His 

^y©8  were  raised,  his  lips  slightly  apart,  and  his  head  turned 
as  if 

"  He  heard  a  voice  none  else  could  hear, 
That  bade  him  not  delay, 
He  saw  a  hand  none  else  could  see, 
That  beckoned  him  away." 

-father  Swithin  knelt  on  one  side  of  the  bed,  gazing  lovingly 
^^  Ms  adopted  son,  and  with  an  awe  that  seemed  to  check  the 
^^^J^ent  of  his  tears;  one  hand  grasped  that  of  Henga,  the 
ptlxej,  'vras  laid  on  the  neck  of  a  large  mastiff,  the  guardian  of 
^Hxe  Hedwig's  homestead,  and  one  of  her  grandson's  chief 
P^^panions.  But  there  was  a  yet  more  cherished  pet  near 
^  •  a  beautiful  bullfinch,  whose  osier  cage  hung  near  the 
^^dow,  mute,,  and  still  as  all  beside  in  that  quiet  chamber, 
^Ve  for  the  low  moan  of  the  dog,  who,  raised  on  his  haunches, 
^®  Hose  laid  flat  on  the  bed,  his  bright  eager  eyes  wandering 


414  THE  TOWER  OF  THE  HAWK. 

&om  the  pale  countenance  of  his  master  to  the  grief-swollen 
features  of  the  poor  old  woman,  showed  his  vague  conscious- 
ness of  her  grief  and,  as  unmistakeably,  demanded  the  reason 
of  it.  At  the  end  of  a  few  more  minutes  the  "half  reasoning" 
creature  sprang  suddenly  to  his  feet,  approached  nearer  to 
Henga's  pillow,  looked  fixedly  on  him  for  a  few  seconds,  then 
uttered  a  long  mournful  howl,  his  head  raised  in  the  air,  and 
walked  slowly  out  of  the  chamber. 

The  fearftd,  and  to  her  ominous,  howl  of  poor  Trusty  en 
tirely  overcame  the  restraint  Dame  Hedwig  had  placed  on  th 
indulgence  of  her  grief,  and  she  followed  the  faithful  share: 
of  it  to  where  they  could  more  freely  give  it  vent. 

At  a  signal  from  the  Doctor,  Bertha  took  the  old  dame' 
place,  whilst  he  informed  Henga  of  her  presence. 

"  Henga  thanks  the  Princess  Bertha,"  he  replied,  using, 
was  his  wont,  the  third  for  the  first  person.    He  tried  to 
himself  in  his  bed,  and  smiled  sweetly  as  he  added,  "  This  i 

kind.  Princess.     Q-ertruda  could  not  come  to  Henga,  and  th e 

angels  will  not  allow  him  to  go  to  her.    You  will  tell  her  thi 
for  you  love  Q-ertruda ;  and  tell  her,  too,  that  they  have  coi 
down  from  heaven  to  fetch  him."     Here  he  beckoned  her 
come  nearer,  and  said,  with  a  smile  in  which  earth  had  no 
" Don't  you  hear  them  call,  Come  away!  come  away?    Yc^"a 
must  tell  this  to  Q-ertruda,  and  also  that  they  have  promis^^^ 
to  come  and  fetch  away  my  father ;  so  she  must  tend  om:^^ 
flowers  and  feed  our  birds,  and — and — " 

His  languid  eyes  closed  slowly.     The  watchful  physidai''^ 
had  mixed  a  cordial,  which  he  brought  to  Father  Swithin,  ar^  ^ 
as  the  old  man  held  it  tenderly  to  his  lips,  the  grateful  hOJ 
kissed  the  trembling  hand  that  presented  it,  and  with  ^^ 
expression  of  confiding  affection  said, — 

"Don't  grieve,  father ;  they  have  promised  before  the  fir^ 
violet  peeps  to  fetch  you  to  help  me  to  tend  our  gard^^ 
above." 

If  the  angelic  choir  had  themselves  announced  this  graoion' 
advent,  the  aged  head  could  not  have  been  bowed  with  mo** 
reverence,  nor  would  the  intelligence  have  been  received  wi^ 
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more  joyftil  faith.     Somewhat  revived  by  the  restorative 
S^nga  turned  towards  the  Princess. 

*'Henga  has  yet  more  to  say,"  he  whispered;  *'but  we 
xxxuBt  not  delay.  Do  yon  not  hear  them  call/' — he  raised  his 
&iger,  and  continued  with  a  sweet  smile  of  thoughtful  at- 
tention, "  Gome,  come  away  ?  You  may  not  hear  them, 'Prin- 
cess Bertha,  but  Henga  does,  and  must  obey.  But  first  he 
will  ask  you  to  bear  his  little  Liebchen  to  Gertruda,  as 
Senga's  parting  gift." 

He  whistled  low,  so  low  as  scarcely  to  be  heard  by  mortal 
Qair,  but  the  little  bird  heard  the  call,  and  flew  towards  Henga 
with  every  sign  of  joyful  recognition. 

**  My  Liebchen,"  he  said,  "  thou  wilt  love  poor  Q-ertruda, 
^nd  wilt  whistle  to  her,  to  cheer  her?" 

The  bird  flew  round  the  head  of  his  benefactor,  nestled  in 
^a  bosom,  pecked  playfully  at  his  hands  and  lips ;  but  it  was 
^oon  evident  that  even  its  ethereal  love  was  too  much  for  the 
struggling  spirit. 

**  There,  go,  my  birdie ;  Heng  is  sleepy ;  go  to  thy  cage.  The 
*^11,  thou  knowest,  has  not  yet  rung  the  vesper  hour ;  when  it 
^oes,  we  will  sing  our  hymn  together." 

liebchen  flew  obediently  back,  but  instead  of  entering  his 
^^^ge,  alighted  on  the  cross  of  wicker-work  that  surmounted  it. 
-Bengals  head  again  dropped  on  the  pillow,  and  his  eyes 
dosed. 

**  It  is  sleep,"  said  the  Doctor,  laying  his  finger  on  the 
^©ble  pulse.  "  Do  not  speak  or  even  move.  If  he  have 
J^ength  to  awake,  we  may  admit  a  ray  of  hope." 

He  was  obeyed ;  and  whilst  Bertha  and  the  Father  remained 

their  kneeling  posture,  the  Doctor  stood  at  the  foot  of  the 

i  on  the  same  silent  watch.     All  eyes   were  alike  riveted 

the  beautiful  countenance  of  the  sleeping  boy,  tinged  at 

t    time  with  an  almost  seraphic  glow,  for  the  sun  had 

reached  the    verge  of  the    horizon,     and  its    lowered 

OS,  transmitted  through  the  crimson  screen,  feU  directly 

It.     Yet    a    few     moments,    and     the    sun     has    sunk 

d  the  mountains,  the  glowing  hues  have  faded,  and 


repressed  tears  Uowed  deliciousiy  iree  as  nenga's  J 
bowing  its  head  and  swelling  its  downy  breast,  whie 
and  clear  the  notes  of  the  well-known  vesper  hymn- 

"  Meet  requiem  for  the  gentle  soul  ere  now  fled 
ever  in  the  fold  of  the  (Jood  Shepherd!" 

The  fortitude — nay,  more,  the  cheerful  resignati 
"wbich  Father  Swithin  bore  the  extinction  of  that  lig 
had  BO  long  gladdened  bis  path  was  an  enigma  to  t 
knew  not  the  faith  which  sustained  that  aged  saint, 
'self-uegation  that  caused  him  to  rejoice  in  the  bl 
moral  of  one  who  might,  with  too  much  likelihood, 
future  time  have  needed  his  care.  Moreover,  how  n 
him  when  they  were  so  soon  to  meet  again  in  a  < 
tbomleBs  paradise?  Often  when  alone  iu  his  cell, 
son  aud  his  now  unaided  age  obliging  him  to  de 
outdoor  occupation,  even  whilst  tears  of  regretful 
rolled  down  hie  furrowed  cheeks,  he  would  utter 
dimittii  as  he  recalled  the  glorious  departure  of  hie 
Henga,  and  exultingly  dwelt  on  the  dying  boy's  e 
that  his  messenger  angels  would  return  to  take  hii 
heaven.     Hour  by  hour  he  would  sit  listening  till  1 
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were  planted  on  their  united  graves,  which,  by  the  same 
agency,  and  oftentimes  by  her  own  hand,  was  daily  strewn 
with  grain  for  the  downy  choristers  who  delighted  to  sing 
among  the  overhanging  branches. 

Qertruda's  grief  at  her  brother* s  untimely  death,  poignant 
and  pathetic  as  it  was,  was  nevertheless  tempered  with  thankful- 
ness.    Henga — her  gentle,  harmless  Kenga — could  never  now 
fenow  scorn  or  desertion,  both  of  which  she  had  feared  for  him 
since  his  protectors  were  aged ;  and  when  she  heard  of  the  death 
of  his  best  firiend,  her  gratitude  was  heightened,  though  her 
sense  of  loneliness  was  increased,  as  in  Father  S  within  she  lost 
one  who  had  added  much  to  the  few  pleasures  of  her  joyless 
life.     The  really  strong — we  speak  of  moral  power — are  often 
the  most  doubtful  of  their  strength,  and  Gertruda,  humble 
©ven  in  the  moment  of  triumph,  was  grateful  that  one  power- 
ful tie  to  her  convent  had  not  been  removed  before  she  had 
inrevocably  made  the  costly  sac^rifice  of  all  earthly  joy.     But 
she  was  unjust  to  the  integrity  of  her  own  motives.     Doubt- 
less the  solace  of  the  afflicted  boy  was  the  sweet  reward  she 
promised  herself  on  her  return  to  Koenigsfelden,  but  fidelity 
.  to  her  vows  was  the  sole  impelling  motive.     But  Q-ertruda  and 
Swithin  were  not  the  only  mourners  over  Henga' s  grave  : 
fte  Abbess  and  Dame  Hedwig  grieved  as  deeply,  though  on 
Cerent  grounds.     Nor  could  his  poor  reputed  grandame 
feel  the  same  gratitude  as  Gertruda  did  at  his  release ;  for 
kow  could  she  believe  that  any  one  whom  the  royal  Abbess 
fevoured  coidd  ever  want  a  friend  ?    Neither  did  she  perceive 
that  death  had  released  him  from  any  suffering  here.     She 
^w  him,  amid  the  multitude  of  God's  creatures,  loving  and 
beloved — saw  how  the  earth  yielded  her  fruits  and  flowers 
to  his  labour,  how  the  lambs  and  goats  knew  his  voice  and 
Returned  his  caresses,  and  how  the  birds  of  the  air  came  at  his 
^.    She  remembered  how  willingly  he  rose  to  his  labour, 
*^ow  contentedly  he  returned  to  his  rest.     She  believed  him 
happy,  and  how  could  she  rejoice  at  his  removal  ?    Now^  her 
^^y  pleasure  was  in  visiting  his  grave  and  cherishing  his 
pets,  more  especially  his  faithful  Trusty,  whose  companionship 
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was  her  best  solace,  since  she  was  convinced  he  loved  to  hear 
of  his  master,  and  sympathized  in  her  lamentations. 

It  was  thus,  the  long  winter  evenings  through,  she  used  to 
relate  to  Henga  stories  of  the  past,  assured  that  he,  like  poor 
Trusty,  understood  and  sympathized  with  what  she  told, 
and  as  surely  would  never  repeat  them.  The  history  of  the 
wrongs  and  sufferings  of  his  parent,  of  his  own  and  sister's 
orphaned  infancy,  was  almost  daily  repeated  in  his  ears  ;  and 
though  the  boy  never  by  a  word  betrayed  that  they  sank 
deeper,  his  aversion  to  all  of  the  Hapsburg  race  (neve 
relaxed  but  once,  as  we  have  seen,  in  his  dying  moments 
significantly  proved. 

This  unsuspected  imprudence  in  the  talkative  old  woma 
may  account  for  Henga' s  possession  of  the  faded  garland 
whose  history  the  chronicler  did  not  fail  to  relate.  It  was 
with  many  other  relics  of  the  past,  carefully  hoarded  in 
old  oaken  chest  which  always  stood  in  Henga's  bedroom,  an< 
to  which  he  had  unbidden  access. 

The  Dame's  husband,  as  it  will  be  remembered,  was 
faithful  servant  of  the  Baron  von  Wart,  and  it  was  he  wh.    -^> 
sheltered  his  imfortunate  lady,  her  child  and  sister  in  hK-S 
forest  hiding-place.     This  faithful  servant  had  accompanie*'^ 
his  lord,  the  Baron  von  Wart,  to  the  fatal  banquet  at  Bad»:^i 
Castle,   and  there  probably  picked  up  the  garland  who^^ 
memory  is  entwined  with  so  many  tragic  histories.     It  is 
possible  to  trace  its  link  with  Gertruda  in  poor  Henga's 
perfectly-balanced  mind,  but  we  can  imagine  there  xnigb-t 
have  been  one. 

There  was  yet  another  mourner  over  his  untimely  loss,  arm<l 

perhaps  the  deepest.    Whatever  might  have  been  lite  cause 

was  it  gratitude,  pity,  or  remorse?  it  lay  too> deep  for  hum;0>^ 
ken  to  discover.     The  effects  were  the  most  imlimited  ix>' 
dulgence  of  his  benefactress  towards  the  poor  lad  whil^ 
living,  and  the  most  sincere  grief  at  his  loss ;  yet  so  silent  axi<2 
tearless  was  it  that  it  could  only  be  discerned  in  the  homa^ 
the  Abbess  paid  to  his  memory,  which  we  have  alrea4f 
noticed;  and  that  when  the  removal  of  Father  Swithin  do- 
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prired  her  of  liis  warm  sympathy  and  eloquent  appreciation, 
filie  would  summon  Dame  Hedwig,  and  encourage  her  partial 
S^rrolity  on  the  never-tiring  theme. 

But  we  too  must  bid  adieu  to  what  our  readers  have  doubt- 
less discovered  to  be  an  equally  favourite  topic  with  our- 
selves. Poor,  guileless  Henga !  We  do  not  term  him  ill-fated, 
^ongh  such  would  be  the  generally-accepted  term  ;  for  if  he 
lad  grown  to  man's  estate,  in  the  full  development  of  mind 
^and  form  which  nature  intended — if  he  had  succeeded  to  his 
T)ir(liright  of  title,  wealth,  and  honour,  what  greater  happiness 
^K)uld  he  have  inherited  than  was  the  portion  of  the  marred, 
demented  Henga  of  our  tale? — a  guileless  life,  a  blissful 
^eath,  and  a  lamented  grave  ! 

The  Castle  of  Hapsburg,  erewhile  so  teeming  with  family 
tmion,  so  bright  with  chivalry  and  beauty,  whose  halls  were 
^lled  with  guests,  and  whose  forests  rang  with  sportive  jollity, 
"was  day  by  day  becoming  more  silent  and  empty.  Gertruda 
lad  left  for  her  convent  seclusion.  The  poor  Archduchess's 
state  was  yet  darker ;  and  she  had  taken  up  her  abode  at  the 
-Abbey  in  the  hope,  in  conjunction  with  the  Abbess,  to  avert 
T)y  certain  rites  and  ceremonials  the  dreaded  return  of  her 
Insband  to  his  prison. 

The  next  departure  was  that  of  De  Courcy  and  his  lovely 
Iride,  whom  he  was  naturally  eager  to  introduce  to  his  home 
^d  kindred  in  the  Green  Isle  of  the  West.     Aletta,  too,  re- 
stored to  health  and  cheerfulness,  accompanied  them.     She 
*^  benefited,  with  coimtless  others  of  Qt)d's  favoured  chil- 
^n,  by  early  disappointment.     Perhaps  the  near  view  of  the 
*®iTible  fate  to  the  brink  of  which  her  impatience  had  hurried 
*^r,  recalled  her  to  a  juster  view  of  the  many  blessings  which 
^^©  was  about  so  ungratefully  to  renounce.     She  now  regarded 
^^  Oourcy  as  her  sister's  husband  and  her  own  kind  brother. 
"^  the  young  earl  at  parting  knelt,  with  mingled  gallantry 
^d  respect,  to  kiss  the  Princess  Bertha's  hand,  he  said, — 

•*  My  fair  cousin,  if  ever  you  lack  a  champion,  this  trusty 
j^lade  shall  leap  from  its  scabbard  to  do  battle  for  you."  Then 
^^'Wering  his  voice  he  added,  "  Or  rather,  as  the  bride  of  the 
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bravest   and   noblest   Prince   in  Obristendom,    to    do    yon 
homage." 

The  parting  of  the  sister-cousins,  for  such  the  fair  trio 
might  truly  be  termed,  was  very  touching. 

Farewells  in  those  days  were  separations — ^to  women  es- 
pecially, who  rarely  left  their  husbands'  or  fathers'  castles  for 
distant  voyages.  To  cheer  each  other,  however,  they  spoke 
of  future  meetings,  for  which  they  scarcely  hoped;  but  they 
could  never  be  again  under  the  roof  so  fondly  loved  by  all — 
that  one  fairy-land  of  our  existence — the  home  of  our  earliest, 
happiest  years ! 

Poor  Bertha !  as  she  sat  at  her  casement,  trying  through  hei 

hazy  tears  to  trace  the  long  cavalcade  in  their  wanderingig -  ' 

through  the  forest  path,  she  felt  a  sense  of  loneliness  an( 
desertion  she  had  never  experienced  before,  and  could  scarcel] 
comprehend  now.    Could  this  be  the  bright  world  which  a  fei 
weeks  since  was  so  affluent  of  Mends?    Where  were  thei 
now  ?   All  gone ;  lost  to  her  for  ever :  the  playmates  of  h( 
childhood,  the  Mends  of  her  youth,  the  betrothed  husband  o: 
her  choice !    But  she  checked  herself  banished  with  stroni 
effort  the  seductive  image ;  and  bitterly  accusing  herself 
murmuring  ingratitude  in  forgetting  the  one  precious  Men« 
who  remained — her  beloved  and  suffering  father — she  left  he^^^^ 
own  apartment  to  seek  and  cheer  him  in  his. 
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CHAPTEE 

THE   BATJGHTEB. 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee,  or  to  return 

From  following  after  thee  ;  for  whither  thou 

Goest,  I  will  go :  and  where  thou  lodgest,  I  will  lodge : 

Thy  people  shall  be  my  people 

And  thy  God  my  God.  Buth  i.  16. 

A  FEW  days  of  repose  succeeded  those  whose  vicissitudes 
have  been  recorded  in  the  foregoing  chapters. 

Leopold  accompanied  his  daughter  and  son-in-law  to  Basle, 
from  which  place  they  were  to  pursue  their  course  on  the 
abounding  river  to  Eotterdam. 

Albert  remained  with  the  father  and  daughter,  and  the  trio, 
tacitly  agreeing  to  avoid  aU  subjects  of  irritation  and  excite- 
ment, enjoyed  the  few  hours  of  intercourse  which  were,  too 
probably,  the  last  they  should  ever  spend  together  on  earth. 

They  passed  the  greater  part  of  each  day  together,  took 
their  meals  in  common,  and  rambled  together  on  the  plain,  or 
through  the  depths  of  the  forest — that  is  to  sayj  the  invalid 
was  borne  on  an  open  litter,  his  brother  and  niece  walking  on 
either  side.  The  well-remembered  localities  through  which 
they  passed  drew  forth  many  an  anecdote  of  youthful  adven- 
ture from  the  brothers,  of  which  Bertha  was  an  interested 
listener.  Tet  it  was  evident,  whilst  the  past  only  found  its 
way  to  the  lips,  the  present  and  the  future  lay  heaviest  at  the 
heart;  for,  even  after  a  few  minutes  of  social  cheerfulness, 
the  party  would  relapse  into  silence,  and  walk  forward  for 
some  distance  seemingly  forgetful  of  each  other  and  all  around. 
Yet  with  all  this  reserve  one  subject,  with  slight  variation, 
occupied  all  thoughts — their  threatened  separation. 

Equally  ambitious  as  his  more  turbulent  brother  Leopold, 
the  milder  Albert  entertained  the  saiiiQ  hatc^d  '^  "^^  'Sib^- 
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peror's  claims ;  but  he  was  far  from  sharing  the  confidence  he 
expressed  of  Frederick's  acquiescence  in  the  means  thej  had 
concerted  for  his  deliverance.  He  was  too  wise  not  to  feel  the 
risk  incurred  by  resistance — too  candid  not  to  see  its  in- 
justice. He  loved — ^nay,  more,  he  venerated  his  elder  brother ; 
yet,  whilst  admiring  his  self-forgetting  integrity,  he  had  not 
strength  of  mind  to  follow  it. 

Frederick's  path,  though  rugged  and  thorny,  was  straight 
before  him,  and  he  followed  it  with  a  martyr's  resignation. 
He  would  unhesitatingly  have  gone  back  to  a  prison  far  stemei 
than  that  which  awaited  him,  but  how  could  he  resist  th( 
entreaties  of  brothers  he  so  truly  loved?     How  mar  thei] 
schemes  and  disappoint  their  hopes?    How  vain  to  remin( 
them  that  he  had  placed  before  them  from  his  earliest  arrivf 
the  Emperor's  stipulations — that  the  choice  was  theirs,  th( 
necessity  his !      But  this  was  not   the    only  or    the 
heavy  of  poor  Frederick's  trials.     He  had  recently  receive 
an  intimation  from  the  Prior  of  St.   Gothard  of  the  in — 
tended  demand  of  Prince  John  of  Luxemburg  (titular  Kin( 
of  Bohemia)  of  the  hand  of  his  betrothed  bride,  which 
filled  him  with  the  gravest  apprehension ;   for  though  the 
Prior,  in  forwarding  this  information,  had  not  even  hinted  a*^ 
the  source  from  which  it  was  obtained,  and  had  abstained 
any  allusion  to  the  visit  of  the  Prince  to  the  mountain  mon- 
astery in  pilgrim  disguise,  ecclesiastics  of  high  degree 
in  those  days  so  conversant  with  the  secrets  of  princes,  thi 
the  Archduke  felt  no  doubt  of  the  authenticity  of  his  good  oli 
friend's  statements. 

Of  poor  Bertha's  secrets  and  confiicts  the  reader  is  alrftml^:    ry 
the  confidant.     We  therefore  readily  spare  him  the  tedium 
further  recapitulation,  which,  though  sometimes  necessary 
the  dear  understanding  of  the  story,  is  generally  wearisomi 
both  to  the  reader  and  writer  of  it. 

This  season  of  rest,  though  of  short  duration,  was  essentiaV-^ 
beneficial  to  the  whole  of  the  little  party.    It  gave  them  tiocB-^ 
to  consider  their  plans  of  future  action,  and  thus  gaard^»^ 
them  from  rash  decision.     It  braced  their  nerves  for  aizi- 


THE  DAUGHTER.  42( 

durance,  preparing  them  with  prudence  and  fortitude  to  meet 
the  coming  inevitable  struggle. 

The  ridtum  of  Leopold  broke  like  a  tornado  on  the  calm. 
Ihe  parting  with  his  daughters  had  deeply  affected  him,  and 
be  stroye  by  ceaseless  action  to  banish  it  from  his  mind. 

A  few  days  after,  and  almost  at  ihe  same  moment,  two 

ftuthoritatiye  heralds  demanded  entrance  at  the  castle-gates, 

<Uid  a  private  audience  of  the  Archduke   Frederick.     This 

being  Beparat.ely  accorded  them,  they  placed  the  documents 

Mth  which  they  were  charged  in  his  hands,  and  retired. 

**  The  Emperor's  mandate ;"  he  said  to  himself,  and  his 

Raised  eyes  showed  from  whence  he  sought  strength  to  meet 

it.     He  disengaged  the  string  which  bound  one  of  the  packets, 

broke  the  numerous  seals,  and  calmly  conned  its   contents. 

^hese  were  an  imperial  command  (in  default  of  compliance 

'^th   certain  stipulations)  for  the  return  of  the  Archduke 

t^rederick,  as  agreed  by  him,  at  a  period  of  time  now  fully 

accomplished.     A  few  autograph  lines  from  the  Emperor, 

^hich.  accompanied  the  official  document,  softened  its  rigid 

phraseology,  but  held  out  no  hope  of  relaxation  from  its 

Btem    requirements.     Frederick    closed   the   packet   with   a 

deep  sigh  over  the  frail  tenure  of  friendship  and  affection 

\vhen  opposed  to  ambition  and  self-interest ;  and  yet  he  asked 

Iximself, — 

*  *  Am  I  not  unjust  to  the  Emperor  in  expecting  frx)m  him  sacri- 
fices which  my  own  brothers  refuse  to  concede,  even  when  my 
liberty,  my  happiness,  nay,  most  assuredly,  my  life,  is  staked 
n^ainst  their  dream  of  ambition  and  revenge  ?    My  daughter 
oo — ^my  own  Bertha — wiU  she  desert  the  wretched  outcast  for 
ne  but  little  worthy  of  her  love  ?    Will  she  let  him  go  forth 
lone  to  his  captivity?" 
The  thought  was  too  painful ;   the  feeling  of  utter  deser- 
on  overcame  the  sufferer's  fortitude  ;  he  covered  his  face  with 
s  hands,  and  wept.     But  if  fortitude  had  for  an  instant  for- 
ken  him,  habitual  resignation  soon  resumed  its  influence 
erthat  gentle  nature  ;  and  accusing  him  of  rebellion  against 
ovidence  and  ingratitude  towards  his  relations  and  friends, 
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enabled  him  to  submit  to  the  decrees  of  the  One,  and 
with  indulgence  on  the  shortcomings  of  the  others. 

At  length  he  summoned  resolution  to  take  up  the  otli 
patch,  but  his  trembling  hands  long  essayed  in  vain  t 
the  silken  cord  that  bound  it ;  and  the  characters  swam 
his  eyes  in  attempting  to  decipher  them. 

The  contents  were,  as  he  had  anticipated,  a  deman 
Prince  John  of  Luxemburg  for  the  promised  hand 
Archduke's  daughter,  the  Princess  Bertha. 

The  document  was  couched  with  formal,  almost  in« 
coldness,  conveying  an  intimation  that  honour,  not  incli 
bad  dictated  it. 

The  pride  of  the  father  was  roused  at  what  he  de 
slight  to  the  acknowledged  merit  of  his  beautiful  and 
plished  daughter,  and  his  first  impulse  was  to  ret 
indignant  refusal ;  but  he  could  not  forget  how  cordi 
had  consented  to  the  Prince's  suit,  nor  could  he  conce: 
himself  the  conviction  of  his  daughter's  attachment 
betrothed. 

*  *  Bertha  shall  herself  decide.  Why  should  my  dark  i 
fall  upon  her  sunny  prospect  ?  " 

As  the  father  uttered  these  words  aloud,  it  seemed  a 
unselfish  resolution  they  implied  gave  vigour  and  ci 
ness  to  his  whole  being.  He  locked  up  the  ducumei 
massive  cabinet,  and  taking  those  received  from  the  Ei 
proceeded  with  a  firm  step  to  his  brothers'  apartme: 
solved  to  make  them  acquainted  with  their  contem 
firmly  to  express  his  determination  to  fulfil  his  enga, 
unless  (but  of  this  he  had  no  hope)  they  would,  by  time 
cession,  prevent  the  sad  necessity  for  his  departure. 

The  Archduke  found  his  brothers  in  urgent  confabi 
They  had  heard  of  the  arrival  of  the  Emperor's  mes 
and,  with  the  animosity  of  ancient  and  unsuccessful  ] 
Leopold  determined  to  resist  that  Prince's  claims.  Mo 
the  success  they  had  recently  met  in  engaging  some  p( 
allies  had  considerably  altered  the  cautious  Albert's  ju( 
of  their  chance  of  victory;  and  he  almost  allowed  a  hoj 
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Frederick  might  eventually  become  a  convert  to  their  opinion, 
that   there  were   circumstances   in   his    case   which   would 
justify  a  breach  of  faith.     But  they  erred  in  their  estimate  of 
A  character  whose  lofty  principles  they  could  not  understand. 
To  Leopold  especially  it  was  a  riddle.     High-minded,  am- 
bitious, implacable  men  called  him  **  the  Glory  of  Chivalry." 
They  admired,  yet  feared  and  hated  him.     Q-entle,  merciful, 
forgiving,  they  pitied  Frederick  alike  for  his  misfortunes,  and 
what  they  deemed  his  weakness ;  but  posterity  acknowledges 
that  the  furmness  of  the  one  brother  proceeded  from  nobler 
iiiotives  than  the  dogged  obstinacy  of  the  other,   and  that 
Frederick  was  the  truer  hero. 

L/eopold  heard  his  brother's  determination  to  quit  his 
dominions,  and  sacrifice  all  that  was  dear  to  him,  rather  than 
break  his  faith  with  the  Emperor,  with  indignation  bordering 
on  frenzy;  but  when  Albert,  whilst  repressing  his  younger 
brother's  wild  demonstration,  dwelt  on  the  right  and  probable 
Success  of  resistance,  and  hinted  at  the  ready  absolution  of  the 
Holy  Father, — Frederick's  eyes  flashed,  and  he  replied  in  the 
spirit  of  his  grandfather,  the  great  Eudolph, — 

**The  legions  of  Xerxes  could  not  force  my  conscience, 
^or  could  a  conclave  of  popes  absolve  me  of  a  broken 
^ow.  The  oath  was  pledged  by  man  to  man,  and  in 
the  presence  of  One  who  will  strengthen  me  to  perform 
^t.  But  why,  my  brothers,"  he  continued,  his  fine  counte- 
nance softening  into  tenderness  and  his  voice  tremulous  with 
^niotion, — "  why  go  ye  about  to  break  my  heart  by  pressing 
^hat  I  cannot  concede  ?  Why  brand  with  the  name  of  weak- 
ness what  it  needs  the  bravest  heart  to  resolve  ?  Should  ye 
not  rather  strengthen  me  for  a  sacrifice  at  which  the  flesh 
Rebels  ?  Think  ye  that  I  do  not  love  my  home,  my  country, 
niy  child,  my  friends,  as  well  as  ye  do — that  the  breath  of 
Heaven  is  not  as  sweet,  that  liberty  is  not  as  grateful  to  me  ? 
^o  know  the  price  set  on  that  liberty,  but  you  deem  your 
nonour  would  be  compromised  in  paying  it.  And  have  /  no 
nouour  to  guard  ?  Nay,  I  will  discard  that  name,  too  often 
n^ade  the  pretext  for  wrong  and  bloodshed,  and  substitute 
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that  of  every  honest  man's  birthright,  a  good  name  ;  and  shall  I 
recklessly  throw  away  the  only  remaining  treasure  of  my  once 
rich  inheritance?    But  I  say  not  this  to  upbraid  you.     Have  I 
ever  done  so  ?    Have  I  asked  you  by  word  or  look  to  yield 
your  pretensions  ?    Nay,  be  not  wroth,  Leopold,  I  will  mend 
the  phrase,  and,  if  it  please  thee,  call  them  rights.     But,  be 
they  what  they  may,   when  weighed    against  a  brother's 
freedom  they  were  found  too  precious  to  be  resigned.    When 
have  I  urged  the  sacrifice  or  resented  its  refusal  ?    Let  us,  oil 
let  us,  who  have  lived  so  many  years  in  loving  unity,  now  part 
in  peace!     Let  no  bitterness  mingle  with  our  last  embrace; 
let  our  last  look  be  a  look  of  lingering  love.     On  my  part 
it  will  be   accompanied  with   grateful   thanks   and  fervent 
prayers.    These  thanks  I  would  also  render,  and  in  person,  to 
the  generous  Barons  and  Knights  who  have  offered  their 
swords  and  services  in  my  cause." 

"  They  shall  be  summoned,"  exclaimed  Leopold,  anxionsto 
conceal  the  effect  his  brother's  pathetic  appeal  had  produced, 
not  only  on  the  wiser  and  more  affectionate  Albert,  but  on  his 
own  untamed  self;  ''and  perchance  their  united  voices  may 
win  from  you  a  consent  which  your  brothers  have  been  denied." 

"  Let  the  gathering  be  quick,"  said  Frederick  mournfully. 
**  I  shall  not  have  many  more  days  to  spend  beneath  the  old 
roof-tree." 

It  was  immediately  after  this  harassing  interview  that 
Frederick  bent  his  steps  towai'ds  his  daughter's  apartment. 
The  victory  he  had  just  won  inspired  him  with  strength  to 
venture  another  struggle. 

**My  time  for  action  is  short,"  he  said  mentally.  "My 
years  for  solitude  and  reflection  may  be  many.  Now,  <w«^» 
whilst  the  fire  bums  brightly  on  the  altar,  let  me  offer  up  ^y 
last  and  costliest  sacrifice." 

He  entered  the  chamber  with  a  more  elastic  step  and  cheer- 
ful countenance  than  had  been  lately  his  wont ;  sat  down  a* 
Bertha's  side,  and  talked  of  recent  events — of  Henga's  death, 
of  Gertruda's  profession,  of  De  Lauffenberg's  sudden  disappea^ 
ance ;  and  then,  after  a  short  pause,  in  which  he  had  mark^ 
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ds  daughter's  pale  dejection,  said,  '^  Time  is  bringing  all 
liings  around,  meseems,  to  abrupt  conclusion  or  sudden 
change;  passing  away  is  written  on  all  I  behold.  Home, 
Bountry,  friends,  liberty — " 

"Oh,  my  father,  say  not  so!"  exclaimed  Bertha,  beginning 
to  comprehend  the  drift  of  his  reflections.  ''  Have  you  not 
[Qany  precious  blessings  left  ?" 

«  My  Bertha,  I  have  been  called  on  this  day  to  relinquish 
jhree  of  the  moat  precious — honour,  liberty — " 

"  Not  yet,  oh,  not  yet ;  speak  not  those  dreadful  words  !"  and 
;he  cheeks  of  the  poor  girl  became  paler  and  paler  as  her  father 
continued, — 

«  The  Emperor's  mandate  arrived  this  day  for  his  prisoner's 
return." 

''  Tou  must  not,  you  shall  not  go  !  Shame,  shame  on  my 
ancles,  if  they  refuse  any  concession  to  prevent  such  an  in- 
human sacrifice !  I  will  go  to  them  this  instant.  I  will  entreat 
■^remonstrate — ' ' 

"Stop,  my  child,"  said  the  Archduke,  reseating  her.  "/ 
have  not  stooped  to  ask,  neither  shalt  tbou.  Thou  only  shalt 
decide  my  fate.     I  will  go  or  stay  as  thou  desirest." 

**  Then  be  my  prisoner ;"  and  as  she  spoke  she  took  her 
father's  hand  in  both  hers,  and  said  with  a  smile  that  scarcely 
concealed  her  heavy  forebodings,  "  and  I  will  hold  you  fast." 

"  Thou  must  hear  my  case  first  ere  thou  pronounce  judg- 
iJient.     Listen,  and  do  not  interrupt  my  confession." 

With  trembling  earnestness  Bertha  fixed  her  eyes  on  her 
&ther  as  he  proceeded : — 

"I  am  the  Emperor's  prisoner — taken  in  lawful  combat 
^and  to  hand.  For  two  years  he  treated  me  rather  as  a  brother 
^Vereign  than  a  captive.  I  shared  his  palace,  his  confidence,  his 
possessions,  and  might  have  shared  even  his  throne  had  not 
'*^e  Pope  forbad.  His  heart  was  knit  to  mine  with  the  truest 
^Ve,  and  he  was  happy  only  in  my  companionship ;  but  when 
^^  discerned  that,  in  spite  of  his  indulgent  affection,  the 
^ome-sickness  was  preying  on  my  vitals,  he  offered  to  set  me, 
^nsomless,  free,  and  with  no  other  stipulation  than  an  agree- 


428  THE  TOWER  OF  THE  HAWK. 

ment  on  my  brother's  part  to  give  up  all  pretensions  to  a  crown, 
which  the  fortune  of  war  and  the  votes  of  a  powerful  party 
had  taken  from  my  head  to  place  on  his.  Neither  the  Emperor 
nor  myself  harboured  a  doubt  but  that  kinsmen  so  loving 
would  readily  give  up  a  shadow  for  the  life  and  happiness  of 
a  brotoer.  I  bade  my  generous  captor  a  grateful  adieu, 
promising  to  return  at  the  end  of  two  months  if  my  brothen 
refused  their  consent  to  his  propositions." 

Bertha's  indignant  astonishment  would  here  have  found 
vent,  but  her  father  imposed  silence. 

**  Stop,  my  child ;  hear  me  to  the  end.  Thy  uncles  refose 
with  disdain  the  Emperor's  compromise.  They  have  engaged 
a  numerous  host  to  oppose  my  return,  They  urge  me  to  break 
my  solemn  oath,  and  thus  to  plunge  thousands  into  an  unjust 
war  in  defence  of  broken  promises  and  betrayed  trust.  Now, 
my  child,  pronounce  my  doom !  Shall  your  father  stay  a  dis- 
honoured and  perjured  man,  or  go,  leaving  all  but  integrity 
and  the  approbation  of  God  and  all  good  men  ?" 

**  Go  ;  and  your  child  will  share  your  exile  I" 

In  the  rapture  of  the  moment  the  father  pressed  his  dutiful 
child  to  his  breast,  and  she,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  filial  love, 
pity,  and  admiration,  forgetful  of  all  other  claims,  returned 
his  embrace. 

But  there  fell  a  cloud  on  each  warm  heart  as  memoiy 
brought  up  other  and  conflicting  duties. 

**  Make  no  rash  promises,  my  Bertha,"  said  Frederick,  the 
transport  of  the  moment  subsiding  before  its  stem  exaction& 
**  Thou  hast  yet  to  learn  that  the  third  sacrifice  I  have  been 
called  on  to  make  is  of  thyself y  my  precious,  my  dutiful,  my 
only  child  !  John  of  Luxemburg  has  at  length  sent,  to  claim 
his  betrothed.  This  very  day  of  manifold  renunciations,  I 
have  received  his  request — nay,  demand — ^for  thee,  my  only 
treasure.  Bertha,  I  know  thou  regardest  him  with  favour. 
Go,  then,  my  child,  take  the  hand  he  offers,  adorn  the  station 
to  which  thou  art  called,  and  may  Heaven  bless  you  both!  " 

The  head  of  Bertha  had  sunk  lower  and  lower  at  her 
father's  long-diead^^  aiuiavxii^^mjeal  ot  ker  lover's  proposabi 
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'or  one  brief  moment  the  seductive  image  of  the  rapture  of 
hat  lover  when  he  discovered  the  object  of  his  own  free  devo- 
ion  in  the  coldly-wooed  princess, — ^mingled  with  a  self-accus- 
ng  charge  of  ingratitude  for  love  so  true  and  disinterested, 
mgrossed  her  whole  being.  The  sound  of  her  father's  voice 
iras  in  her  ears,  but  she  heeded  not  the  subject  of  his  dis- 
course. When  that  voice  ceased,  only,  did  she  awake  to  the 
consciousness  of  the  crushing  responsibilities  that  called  her 
to  action. 

When  at  length  she  raised  her  drooping  head,  her  counte- 
nance, in  its  pale  intensity,  bore  at  the  same  time  an  expres- 
sion of  suppressed  anguish  and  calm  determination.  The 
tears  were  dried  on  her  cheeks  ;  and,  though  weak  and  low, 
W  voice  did  not  falter  as  she  answered  her  father's  request 
to  hear  from  her  own  lips  the  answer  he  should  give  to 
Prince  John's  proposals. 

"One  stipulation,  my  beloved  child,  I  may  not  conceal 
from  you :  your  decision  must  be  irrevocable  and  cannot  be 
<ieferred.  The  Prince,  it  seems,  waits  for  your  answer  to 
decide  whether  his  future  consort  shall  be  a  daughter  of 
the  house  of  Hapsburg  or  the  heiress  of  the  late  King  of 
Bohemia.  This  latter  Princess  will  bring  a  crown  as  her 
Sower,  to  which  it  is  probable  he  would  not  otherwise  be 
^ected.  Speak,  Bertha ;  what  is  your  choice  ?  Have  I  not 
already  divined  it  ?  " 

**My  father,  you  condescended  erewhile  to  make  me  the 
arbiter  of  your  choice ;  I  beseech  you  now  to  decide  on  mine. 
3hall  I,  your  only  child,  suffer  you  to  go  alone  into  unmerited 
3xile  ?  Shall  I,  over  whom  you  have  watched  with  a  double 
parental  love,  forsake  you  in  your  heaviest  need  ?  Shall  your 
3hild,  your  poor  Bertha,  leave  you  even  for  the  only  rival  you 
will  ever  know  in  her  love  ?  Se  will  find  many  to  supply  my 
place ;  but  you,  you,  my  father,  in  your  lonely  prison,  who 
but  she  will  cheer  you  in  life,  tend  you  in  sickness,  and  weep 
over  you  in  death  ?  Speak,  my  father :  shaU  your  Bertha 
accompany  you  ?  " 

The  father  held  out  his  arms,  and  the  tears  which  flowed 
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from  the  eyes  of  hip  heroic  daughter  were  not  altogether  tears 
of  regret. 

And  here  we  would  acquit  poor  Frederick  of  entire  selfish- 
ness.    He  had  not,   as  she  had,   discovered  the    disguised 
Prince,  and  therefore  thought  the  attachment  he  could  not  but 
perceive  she  felt  for  him  was  but  a  childish  preference,  which 
would  soon  be  forgotten.     He  knew  not  the  impression  made 
on  his  daughter's  mind  by  the  consciousness  that  she  was 
loved  for  herself  alone — loved  in  her  humble  disguise  ;  that 
she  had  from  childhood  been  the  guiding  star  of  that  lofby^ 
spirit,  so  worthy  of  her  love,  and  so  loved.     Moreover,  th^ 
Archduke  hoped  thus  to  throw  her  into  the  companionship  o^ 
Prince  Maurice,  whom  he  thought  a  far  more  desirable  hus- 
band for  her.     These  thoughts  passed  rapidly  through  tho 
Archduke's  mind  without  finding  vent  at  his  lips. 

Bertha  too  was  silent,  and  he  rose  to  depart,  the  interview 
having  become  intolerably  painful  to  both. 

After  tenderly  embra<}ing  his  daughter,  Frederick  said  sig*- 
nificantly, — 

**The  day  after  to-morrow." 

*'  So  soon !  Yet  we  will  be  ready.  But,  my  father,  let  your 
refusal  be  gentle.     He  deserves — " 

**  Our  utmost  courtesy,  doubt  me  not." 

The  struggle  was  now  over,  the  victory  won;  but  nature 
was  exhausted. 

When  the  door  closed  on  her  father.  Bertha  felt  a  doud 
come  over  her  sight.  She  staggered  to  a  couch,  and  there 
Blandina  sought  and  found  her ;  and  on  that  gentle  bosom, 
in  which  she  reposed  all  her  joys  and  sorrows,  Bertha  wept  a 
long  time  in  silence.  Then,  with  a  tacit  agreement  to  banish 
all  reference  to  the  past,  both  the  Princess  and  her  equally 
noble-minded  attendant  applied  themselves  vigorously  hi 
preparations  for  their  melandioly  journey.  Jiu 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

THE   TEIUMPH. 
"  Gather  up  thy  wares  out  of  the  land,  O  inhabitant  of  the  fortress." 

I.  VARLTKE  assembly  of  the  chivalry  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
worthy  of  the  portraiture  of  a  Froissart,  met  by  appointment 
k  Hapsburg,  to  offer  their  services  to  its  Princes,  and  to 
^dare  their  firm  resolve  to  do  battle  with  the  Emperor  in 
jfence,  not  only  of  the  liberty,  but  the  crown  of  their  lawful 
id  well-beloved  Prince. 

Standing  in  the  alcove  in  which  we  first  introduced  him  to 
IT  readers,  looking  down  on  the  waves  of  eager  faces  in  the 
lU  below,  whilst  the  first  accents  of  his  voice  stilled  the 
mult  of  its  crowded  occupants,  the  Archduke  Frederick 
lened  his  address  in  the  well-known  announcement  of  his 
andfather,  Eudolph  the  Great. 

"  This  is  the  time,*  These  words,"  he  continued,  "my  noble 
urons,  my  valiant  Knights,  my  well-loved  friends,  were,  as 
>u  well  know,  the  watchword  of  one  who  never  allowed 
ipatience  to  anticipate,  or  indolence  to  retard  the  performance 
'  a  duty.  •  This  is  the  time,'  then,  which  his  unworthy 
ascendant  deems  the  most  fitting  to  express,  as  far  as  lan- 
lage  can  express,  his  deep  and  lasting  gratitude  for  the 
fep  of  your  faithful  services,  and  to  explain  to  you  the 
operative  duty  which  obliges  him  to  decline  them  ;  whilst — " 
But  a  sudden  and  imiversal  tumult  amongst  the  assembled 
irong  here  drowned  the  voice  of  the  speaker :  many  laid 
leir  hands  on  the  hilts  of  their  swords,  some  drew  them 

*  Bndolph  is  reported  never  to  have  been  either  too  late  or  too  early  on 
f  important  occasion,  and  that  the  above  was  his  favourite  motto. 
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half-way  from  the  scabbard.  Albert,  who  sat  on  one  side  ofl 
his  brother,  tried  in  vain  to  be  heard,  whilst  Leopold,  who  had 
stood  on  the  other,  left  it  to  rush  into  the  throng,  applauding^ 
if  not  dictating,  oaths  of  dissatisfaction  and  measures  c^ 
resistance. 

The  Knights  grouped  in  parties,  argued  with  angry  energ^^ 
whilst  amongst  the  most  reasonable  anger  found  its  vent  3 
condemning  Leopold,  and  even  Albert,  for  the  coucealm^^ 
of  their  brother's  determination  to  keep  his  faith  with  tlX: 
Emperor.     In  the  midst  of  this  hurricane  of  fierce  passioxiK.^ 
Frederick  remained  silent  and  self-possessed,  waiting  for     a 
moment  of  returning   calm.     This  for  a  long  time  seemed 
hopeless,  for  discussion  seemed  to  increase  rather  than  prove 
a  vent  for  angry  passions,  and  threatening  gestures  began  to 
accompany  words  of  defiance.     Amid  much  that  we  rightly 
blame  in  the  manners  of  our  rude  yet  heroic  forefathers  of  the 
middle  ages,  they  possessed  one  quality  in  which  we  of  a 
later  period  would  do  well  to  imitate  them — ^the  virtue,  now 
almost  ignored,  of  reverence  for  age.     Amid  the  tumult  that 
reigned  in  the  hall,  even  at  its  height,  the  voice  of  the  Duke  of 
Zahren-gen,  the  Nestor  of  the  assembly,  commanding  silence) 
was  heard  and  obeyed.     Advancing  into  their  midst,  he  lifted 
his  helmet  from  his  finely-formed  head,  still  covered  with 
silvered  locks,  and  looking  around  with  commanding  autho- 
rity, he  exclaimed, — 

*'  Shame  on  ye,  my  brethren  in  arms !    Is  it  by  clamour  and 
rebellion  ye  prove  your  loyalty  ?    Is  it  by  refusing  to  hear  his    ^ 
defence  you  show  your  love  to  your  Prince  ?    Hear  him,  I    j 
command  ye — yea,  command  as  a  father  does  his  children,  to 
give  your  Prince  a  silent  and  respectful  audience,  and  then 
to  judge  his  pleadings  righteously  as  before  God  and  man." 

Profiting  by  the  silence  thus  attained,  and  with  a  gratefiJ 
look  of  recognition  to  the  venerable  author  of  it,  the  Archduke 
resumed  his  address.  He  spoke  long  and  with  an  energy  and 
pathetic  eloquence,  when,  after  relating  what  the  reader  is 
already  acquainted  with — the  solemn  engagement  he  had 
entered  into  to  return  to  his  imperial  captor — he  iiriplor^d 
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lais  hearers  to  give  up  all  intention  of  resistance,  but  the 
.rather  to  aid  him  in  the  painful  duty  he  trusted,  with  God's 
^race,  he  should  be  enabled  to  perform,  and  from  which  not 
«yen  the  loye  he  bore  his  brothers  and  gallant  supporters, 
etill  less  the  lures  of  ambition,  could  turn  him  aside.  He 
Tirged,  what  was  a  little  later  so  gracefully  expressed  by  an- 
cther  captive  prince,*  that  if  honour  were  banished  from  the 
xest  of  the  earth,  it  ought  to  inhabit  the  breeist  of  princes. 

The  noble  simplicity  of  this  address  made  a  suitable  im- 
pression on  many,  and  those  the  most  reasonable  of  his 
liearers ;  but  as  the  noble  orator  continued  the  spell  fell  on 
all,  and  the  silence  deepened. 

"And  even  my  friends,"  he  said,  *' were  I  to  agree  to 
joxa  unrighteous  scheme  of  resistance— were  you  to  shed 
your  blood  and  lavish  your  treasure,  so  generously  ofltered — 
'were  you  even  to  succeed,  against  all  probabilities,  in  snatch- 
ing the  iron  crown  from  Louis's  brow  to  place  on  mine, — think 
ye  it  could  support  its  weight  ?  Look  on  me,  0  my  friends, 
a  worn  old  man  even  in  my  noon  of  years — few  and  evil  they 
have  been,  but  they  have  done  their  work.  Lay  not,  therefore, 
on  me  the  crushing  burden  of  a  broken  vow !  Grudge  me 
not  an  honourable  grave,  a  spotless  reputation.  Let  me  live 
in  the  annals  of  my  race  as  the  man  who  kept  his  word ! 

As  Frederick  paused,  the  aged  Duke  approached,  and 
Vending  his  knee,  laid  his  sword  on  the  lowest  step  leading 
to  the  alcove,  and  said,  whilst  vainly-combated  tears  rolled 
down  his  aged  cheeks, — 

"  My  beloved  Prince,  though  forbidden  to  draw  my  sword 
in  your  cailse,  let  me  at  least  lay  it  at  your  feet." 

The  tears,  the  devotion  of  his  aged  friend  overcame  the 
ealm  dignity,  which  the  consciousness  of  a  righteous  cause  had 
hitherto  enabled  Frederick  to  fulfil  his  task.  Deeply  moved, 
he  descended  into  the  hall,  warmly  embraced  the  noble  veteran ; 
^d  as  he  passed  through  its  length  a  scene  of  much  interest 
followed. 

*  John  Baliol,  King  of  Scotland. 

■R  V 
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Those  who  had  lately  censured  their  Prince  now  thronged 
round  him  to  kneel  at  his  feet  and  implore  a  last  look,  a 
token  a  blessing  valued  and  sacred  as  the  blessing  of  a  saint 
or  martyr.     Even  the  most  turbulent  were  subdued — ^if  not  by 
his  words  and  presence,  by  the  secret  promise  of  Leopold  to 
forcibly  resist  the  departure  of  his  brother. 

And  thus  ended  the  interview  so  long  dreaded  by  the  noble 
Victor — ended  in  the  most  complete  yet  difficult  of  triumphs 
— a  moral  victory,  as  superior  to  a  physical  as  heart  and  soul 
are  to  bones  and  sinews. 

Although  the  weaker  flesh  felt  exhausted  by  the  conflict,  ; 
Frederick  was  a  far  happier  man  now  it  was  over.  He  liad  | 
resigned  much  that  was  dear  to  him — ^his  liberiy,  his  country,  | 
his  friends ;  but  he  had  saved  his  honour,  and  still  possessed 
his  daughter. 

Whilst  engaged  in  an  act  of  grateful  devotion  in  the  re- 
tirement of  his  chamber,  the  Duke  was  recalled  to  the  press- 
ing duties  of  the  passing  hour  by  the  entrance  of  Pr* 
Baumgarten. 

"Thou  dost  not  repent  of  thy  generous  devotion?"  asked 
the  Archduke. 

"  I  came  to  announce  that  aU  is  ready  for  our  departure  at 
the  first  streak  of  to-morrow's  dawn." 

''To-morrow's?^^ 

"  It  is  sudden,  but  necessary.  I  have  discovered  a  scheme 
for  the  detention  of  your  Highness,  which  is  planned  for  execu- 
tion on  the  day  following.  I  may  not  stay  to  explain  it  now ; 
let  it  suffice  to  add  that  I  have  just  witnessed  the  departure  of 
your  royal  brothers  for  the  Fortress — " 

"  When  to  return  ?  "  broke  in  the  impatient  querist. 

**  To-morrow  at  noon.'* 

"  Then  we  meet  no  more !  But  this  is  no  time  for  regret- 
But  the  Princess  ?  " 

"  She  is  gone  to  the  Abbey ;  but  Blandina  answers  for 
their  prompt  readiness.     All  else  is  arranged." 

"  I  went  thither  myself  this  morning,"  said  the  Prince, 
relapsing  into  deep  dejection;  **  but  I  did  not  then  know  it 
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irtia  a  last  visit.  I  would  not  that  my  sister  should  hear  of 
my  departure  first  from  rumour.  I  wished,  too,  to  place  my 
poor  afiiicted  wife  under  that  sweet  Gertruda's  (Sister  Monica 
I  think  they  now  call  her)  care,  and  to  solicit  for  them  all 
the  guardianship  of  the  Abbot.  Oh,  Doctor,  is  it  indeed  that 
we  shall  meet  no  more  ?  " 

<<  On  earth,  perhaps.  But  your  Highness  must  banish  the 
past,  and  vouchsafe  me  your  attention  whilst  I  inform  you 
of  my  arrangements  for  the  morrow." 

As  Bertha  had  left  the  Castle  before  the  assembly  in  the 
hall  had  broken  up,  it  was  impossible  Sister  Eva  could  have 
heard  the  intelligence  of  the  projected  flight ;  but  whether,  as 
IB  often  the  case,  the  consciousness  of  the  possession  of  a  secret 
made  her  suspicious  of  its  betrayal,  she  fancied  there  was  a 
something  even  more  than  usually  significant  in  her  tone  and 
manner  as  she  ushered  her  into  her  little  parlour,  and 
exclaimed,  "  Bless  the  Pope !  what  a  red  letter  day !  Two 
royal  visits  in  one  blessed  morning.  But  does  my  Princess 
come  hither  alone  ?  Where  is  her  waiting- woman,  the  Donna 
Blandina?" 

''  I  was  borne  hither  in  a  litter,  the  good  Seneschal  walk- 
ing at  my  side. 

*^  Doubtless  our  reverend  mother  is  cognizant  of  the  pleasure 
that  awaits  her." 

''How  fares  she?"  asked  Bertha,  evading  the  nun's  ques- 
tion. 

'*  Our  reverend  mother  is  well,  Dei  gratia,  but  the  poor 
Archduchess  is  sadly  dark  and  wandering,  bless  the  Pope ! 
Sister  Monica  tends  her  like  a  ministering  angel." 

"Which  she  m,"  said  Bertha  emphatically.  ''And  here  is 
another,"  she  thought,  as  Sister  Ethel  entered  the  porteress's 
parlour  to  lead  her  to  the  Abbess. 

The  pallid  cheeks  and  swollen  eyes  of  the  nun  plainly  told 
her  knowledge  of  the  intended  separation ;  but  the  subject 
^as  wisely  shimned  by  both  friends,  as  they  walked  hand  in 
hand  through  the  long  silent  passages. 

FF  2 
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The  Abbess  received  her  niece  in  the  same  apartment,  and 
with  the  same  cold  exterior,  as  we  have  described  on  her  first 
introduction  to  the  reader. 

But  how  different  were  Bertha's  feelings  towards  her  then- 
dreaded  aunt  to  those  she  now  entertained  !  Pity  had  banished 
fear  ;  and  an  earnest  desire  to  comfort  and  enlighten,  a  deeper 
view  of  the  corruption  and  weakness  of  their  common  nature 
had  softened,  though  it  could  not  eradicate,  the  remembrance 
of  the  burning  indignation  she  then  felt  for  cruelties  inflicted 
on  those  she  best  loved. 

After  the  first  formal  ceremonies  of  meeting,  the  usui 
silence  ensued ;  but  Bertha  felt  she  had  little  time  to  lose,  an< 
every  tick  of  the  clock  called  on  her  to  improve  it.     Conquer- 
ing as.  far  as  she  could  her  own  emotion,  she  spoke  of  hei 
father's  approaching  departure,  and  her  intention  of  accom —  — •• 
panying  him,  when  the  Abbess,  although  she  did  not  imme —  "^- 
diately  reply,  evinced  an  emotion  painful  as  it  was  strange^  ^^* 
The  veins   swelled  on   her  pale  forehead,  their  azure  hu^^  -^ 
deepening.     Her  eyes  became  red  and   swollen,  though  nc^^  o 
tear  moistened  their  lids,  and  a  cold  tremor  seemed  to  cree^^EP 
through  her  frame.     With  an  evident  effort,  after  a  minute'^      s 
silence,  she  regained  her  rigid  composure,  and  spoke  in  he::r  -*r 
usual  slow  and  measured  cadence. 

^*  Filial  piety,  my  niece,  has  ever  been  the  jewel  of  th»— * 
House  of  Hapsburg.  On  your  bosom  it  has  shone  in  a  fail — -^ 
setting  of  goodness  and  mercy;  on  mine  its  lustre  has  bee: 
dimmed  by  blood,  cruelty,  and  revenge.  Oh,  my  daughtei 
may  you  never  know  that  bitterest  of  human  anguish  remorse 
May  your  fair  youth  never  be  stained  by  crime,  or  your  afkei 
years  be  maddened  by  the  remembrance  of  deeds  too  fomJ^ 
even  for  Infinite  Mercy  to  pardon.  Go;  fulfil  your  bless^^ 
mission.  May  He  who  hung  on  the  Bood  bless  you  ars-^ 
pardon — No,  even  Me  cannot  pardon  me." 

**  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  from  all  sin,"  Ba^^^ 
Bertha  solemnly,  one  of  the  texts  in  the  Hermit's  rosaiy  havir>^ 
been  suggested  to  her  mind  in  this  distressing  moment. 

A  ray  of  unusual  light  shone  through  the  Abbess's  ha^ 
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eyes,  as  snatching  lier  niece's  hand  she  exclaimed,  **  All  sin 
didst  though  say  all  sin  ?" 

"  Tea  yerily,  my  aunt,  all  sin,  to  those  who  are  willing  to 
apply  the  gracious  remedy." 

"  Repeat  it.  From  whence  didst  thou  draw  the  soul-reviving 
promise?" 

"  From  God's  own  Word.  You  shaU  read  it  yourself,  copied 
hy  the  pious  Hermit  of  St.  Hilda  from  the  Sacred  Writ." 

And  as  Bertha  said  this  she  disengaged  the  bead  that  con- 
t;amed  the  text  from  the  rosary  of  the  spiritual  Franciscans, 
^hich  always  hung  at  her  side,  and  offered  it  to  the  Abbess. 

"  Take  this,  my  aunt.  You  will  keep  the  little  casket  for  my 
^ake,  and  may  you  be  enabled  by  faith  to  apply  its  contents  to 
^e  everlasting  comfort  of  your  soul ! " 

She  laid  her  finger  on  the  spring,  and  the  penitent  eagerly 
seized  on  the  little  roll,  unfolded  it,  and  her  eyes  seemed 
almost  to  devour  the  contents,  when — oh,  miracle  of  mercy ! — 
ihose  eyes,  which  during  years  of  agony  had  never  been 
moistened  with  a  tear,  now  shed  them  in  torrents;  the  big 
dropi|  mingled  into  streams  as  they  coursed  down  her  slightly- 
coloured  cheeks. 

Bertha  remained  in  silent  adoring  thankfulness,  broken  too 
soon  by  the  watchful  nun,  who  had  from  a  distant  part  of  the 
room,  to  which  she  had  retired,  beheld  the  unusual  excitement 
of  her  charge,  and  hastened  to  her  side. 

. ''  Fear  not,  my  faitMiil  Ethelind ;  I  have  a  talismcm  here 
which  will  prevent  the  approach  of  the  wicked  one ; "  and,  as 
the  Abbess  spoke  this  in  a  tone  of  unusual  cheerfulness,  she 
held  out  the  magic  scroll,  and  then  returning  it  to  its  casket 
placed  both  in  her  bosom.  The  poor  nun,  who  had  never 
tested  the  panacea,  and  therefore  knew  nothing  of  its  efficacy, 
still  pressed  Bertha's  departure. 

**  May  the  peace  you  have  brought  go  with  you,  my 
niece,"  said  the  Abbess,  as  she  embraced  her  niece.  *'  But 
you  will  come  again  to-morrow?" 

This  Bertha  promised,  as  she  knew  not  then  that  this  Iqave- 
taking  would  be  the  last,  and  that  on  that  morrow  she  would 
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leaye  for  ever  the  home  of  her  fathers.  And  this  was  well : 
how  else  could  she  have  sustained  the  parting  from  Qertruda  ? 
They  had  met  but  once  since  her  profession,  and  that  was 
when  Bertha  carried  her  poor  Henga's  parting  gift ;  but  then 
the  friends  thought  not  of  the  distance  which  was  now  to 
separate  them. 

Gertruda  (Sister  Monica  as  she  was  now  called  by  all  else) 
had  been  appointed,  by  the  desire  of  the  Archduchess  and  her 
own  especial  wish,  the  constant  attendant  on  the  afflicted  lady, 
from  whose  bedside  she  came  with  a  message  expressing  regret 
at  not  being  able  to  admit  her  step-daughter,  so  OTercome  was 
she  by  the  dreadful  intelligence  her  husband  had  that  day 
come  to  break  to  her. 

**  Poor  lady,"  said  Gertruda,  "  she  is  sinking,  1  fear ;  each 
day  I  see  her  decline  both  in  mind  and  body :  yet  what  do 
I  not  owe  her !  I  speak  not  only  of  past  kindness,  but  of  the 
solace  it  affords  me  to  minister  to  her  weakness.  Without 
this  interest  life  would  be — "  She  checked  herself  as  she  looked 
on  the  anguish  depicted  on  her  friend's  face,  and  they  neithei 
of  them  spoke  for  some  time. 

What  had  they  to   say  but  on  subjects  they  4ared  not- 
discuss?   Had  they  any  hope  to  impart,  any  consolation  to 
give?    None  on  ec^th.     In  parting  from  each  other,  the] 
were  tearing  asunder  the  last  links  to  the  past :  their  happj 
childhood,    their   loving  youth,    even    those   brief   days  oi 

chequered  light  and  shadow — those  deeper  interests  known- 

to  both,  but  never  to  be  recalled  by  ei^er — all  were  to  be^^ 
severed,  and  for  ever ;  for  what  hope  was  there  of  a  future^^ 
meeting  between  the  nun  of  Koenigsfelden  and  the  exiledl^^ 
Princess  ?  These  thoughts  passed  through  the  mind  of  both^"** 
weeping  girls  as  they  sat  silently,  their  hands  locked  together. 
Only  one  comforting  word  was  uttered  by  both  as  they  em- 
praced  at  parting — "  To-morrow." 

But  there  was  yet  another  leave  to  take.  The  Abbot  ha< 
sent  a  request  that  the  Princess  would  not  quit  the  Abbey"""^ 
without  visiting  him,  pleading  severe  iUness  in  excuse  for  no<^^ 
going  to  Hapsburg  to  bid  her  farewell.     He  had  risen  from  hi^ 


THE  TEITJMPH.  439 

l)ed  in  order  to  receive  her,  and  his  pale  countenance  and  at- 
tenuated form  bore  witness  to  the  truth  of  the  plea,  and  together 
with  his  subdued  manner  excited  her  ever-ready  sympathy, 
Taanishiiig  all  her  former  suspicions.  Francis  Montolivo  had 
lately  been  under  the  salutary  influences  of  pain  and  weak- 
ness, and  that  yet  more  subduing  one  of  mortiiication.  He 
liad  received  from  the  Monk  of  St.  Gothard  (whom  we  have 
seen  as  the  confessor  of  and  unremitting  attendant  on  his  own 
emissary,  the  dumb  friar,  Gotfried)  an  account  of  the  ex  cathedrd 
communication  made  to  the  Prince  John  of  Luxemburg,  and 
of  the  visit  of  that  Prince  to  the  Hospice  in  the  disguise  of  a 
pilgrim. 

Although  the  contents  of  that   communication  had   not 
"inspired,  the  Abbot  doubted  not  his  name  had  been  men- 
^oned  in  it;  and,  as  the  most  mortifying  circumstance  of 
^le  whole  affair,  the  Pope,  at  whose  instigation  he  had  been 
"Educed  to  effect  the  detention    of  the  Prince    (for  of  his 
^^urder  he  was  even  in  thought  guiltless),   had   given  his 
^^romised  guerdon  to  another.     That  his  fortunate  rival  was 
^^e  obnoxious  Prior  of  his  own  monastery,  whilst  it  added  to 
^le  niortification,  eventually  proved  the  happiest  relief  both  to 
'^Ae  Abbot  and  his  community,  by  ridding  them  of  one  who 
'4:iad  sown  the  seeds  of  discord  and  discontent  amongst  them. 
The  waning  honour  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg  had  preached 
^  the  ambitious  prelate  from  another  strain  of  the  vanity  of 
-looking  forward  to  the  future  aggrandizement  of  an  abbey, 
^hose  supremacy  he  felt  was  fast  escaping  from  his  feeble 
^;ra8p.    Did  he,  in  these  moments  of  declining  health,  think 
of  that  early  love  whose  happiness  he  had  sacrificed  to  his 
ambition  ?     Did  no  thought  of  Gertruda's  sacrifice,  which  one 
word  firom  him  might   have  averted;   no  remorse  for  the 
efforts  made  by  him  to  separate  the  Princess  Bertha  from  her 
betrothed — aggravate  his  sufferings  and  make  him  recognize 
them  as  retribution  ?  We  know  not.    The  human  heart  is  fertile 
in  deception ;  but  this  effect  we  would  record :  the  wise  deter- 
mination to  quit  the  cabals  of  courts,  and  dedicate  all  of  life 
that  remained  to  the  studies  in  which  he  so  much  delighted. 
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jointly  with   the   rule    and  improvement  of  his  Order  and 
monastery. 

A  genuine  admirer  of  all  that   is  beautiful  and   exalted, 
he  regarded  the  sacrifice  of  Bertha,  which  her  father  had 
that  morning  communicated  to  him,  with  mingled  admiratioa^ 
and  respect ;  and,  if  it  had  not  already  banished  the  jealous; 
he  had  felt  at  her  independence  of  his  control,  it  must  hav 
vanished,  as  kneeling  at  his  feet  she  in  unaffected  humilit 
implored  his  forgiveness  and  craved  his  blessing. 

**Thou  art  already  blessed,  my  daughter:  blessed  in  th y 

noble  renunciation  of  thine   own  will;    blessed  in  thy  fily        tl 
devotion ;  and  verily,  thou  shalt  be  blessed  now  and  for  ever !         " 

At  parting  the  Abbot  asked,  "if  there  was  any  wish  1       -■» 
could  promote  or  service  he  oould  render?" 

"Your  prayers,  reverend  father. 

"  Those  you  have  always ;  but  cannot  I  add  deeds  to  wordi^^  ? 
Well,  if  not  now,  if  at  any  time  I  oould  contribute  to  yo 
weal,  or  soothe  the  captivity  of  my  beloved  Prince,  never  w 
services  be  rendered  more  zealously  than  mine." 

Seated  in  her  litter,  Bertha's  overwrought  feelings 
relieved  by  a  burst  of  tears.   These,  and  the  hour  of  autumca.^ 
sunset,  the  gentle  exercise,  the  refreshing  breeze,  but  far  mo:re 
the  efficacy  of  prayer,  restored  her  calmness,  again  to  be  upe^^ 
by  the  information  communicated  by  Blandina  on  her  return. 

"  To-morrow  ?"  she  repeated,  and  in  that  word  realized  the 
whole  weight  of  the  sacrifice  she  was  about  to  eonsiunmate. 
She  sat  down,  covered  her  face  with  both  hands,  and  wep^ 
bitterly  for  a  few  minutes ;  then  arose,  threw  open  the  case- 
ment, and  gazed  intently  on  the  beautiful  range  of  countiy 
seen  from  it.     The  sun  had  just  reached  the  tops  of  the 
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moimtain,  and  her  eyes  rested  on  it  till  it  sank  beneath  them-      I  > ' 
They  then  looked  on  every  well-known  spot  of  glade  and     J^ 
wood,  and  finally  remained  fixed  on  the  distant  spires  of 
Koenigsfelden. 

"Farewell,"   she  murmured.     "Home,   oountiy,  friends, 
Bertha  bids  you  all,  all  a  long,  a  last  farewell !  " 

And  then,  drying  her  tears,  she  resolutely  determined  to 
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levote  her  life  to  the  performance  of  one  paramount  duty — the 
lolace  and  support  of  her  beloved,  her  injured  and  suffering 
)arent. 

She  found  him  in  his  own  apartment,  engrossed  with  Dr. 
^aumgarten  in  preparations  for  his  departure ;  that  excellent 
»hysician  (for  moral  as  well  as  physical  ills)  knowing  that  the 
Lttle  exigencies  of  the  present  diyert  the  mind  from  the  graver 
vils  of  the  past  and  future.  With  professional  authority  also 
.6  prevailed  on  both  father  and  daughter  to  partake  of  the 
luch-needed  refreshment  of  an  evening  meal,  which  he  had 
aused  to  be  spread  in  the  Duke's  private  apartment.  Assured 
ikewise  that  the  presence  of  the  servants  would  prevent  all 
eference  to  their  departure,  he  took  the  opportunity  of  making 
rith  Blandina  the  final  arrangements  for  it,  by  despatching 
inder  the  care  of  a  trusted  retainer  the  few  valuables  and 
aodest  luggage  of  the  exile  band. 

Blandina  returned  with  him  to  the  Duke's  chamber,  and 
.ttended  Bertha  to  hers. 

There  was  nothing  but  the  usual  affectionate  embrace 
between  the  father  and  daughter ;  no  reference  to  the  trial  of 
he  morrow.  They  were  going  together,  and  in  that  blessed 
ertainty  aU  else,  if  not  forgotten,  was  for  the  time  at  least 
vanished. 

The  watchful  Leech,  with  an  assurance  that  all  was  pre- 
pared for  a  departure,  that  no  one  suspected,  and  a  promise 
hat  he  would  be  himself  on  the  watch  in  the  adjoining 
hamber,  prevailed  on  the  Duke  to  take  some  repose.  Bepose  ? 
iTes !  The  dreaded  conflict  was  sustained ;  the  crisis  was  past ; 
jid  both  father  and  daughter  enjoyed  some  hours  of  quiet 
leep. 

In  the  grey  dawn  of  the  following  morning,  whilst  yet  a 
ate  moon  hung  dimly  in  the  heavens,  the  exiles  passed 
hrough  the  castle-gates,  wended  silently  down  the  declivity, 
)lunged  into  the  forest,  and  were  soon  shrouded  from  the 
itrained  eye  of  the  solitary  warder  who  had  watched  their 
leparture  from  the  Tower  of  the  Hawk. 
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CHAPTEE    XLI. 

THE  MISSIONABY. 

After  the  first  few  days,  when  all  expectation  of  pursnit  waa 
over,  the  travellers  journeyed  very  leisurely.  Travelling  wasr 
a  new  pleasure  to  Bertha,  and,  with  an  eye  to  admire  the 
beauties  of  nature,  and  with  a  heart  glowing  with  gratitude 
to  their  beneficent  Creator,  every  fresh  scene  was  to  her  an 
added  enjoyment  and  a  lightened  care.  Then,  the  delightful 
consciousness  of  administering  to  her  father's  comfort  and 
soothing  his  sorrows  was  the  one  and  ample  compensation  for 
all  she  had  given  up  in  its  exchange. 

We  need  not  say  there  were  no  railways  in  those  days; 
but  there  were  commodious  though  lumbering  coaches,  for 
one  of  which  our  travellers  exchanged  their  horses  on  the 
morning  of  the  third  day. 

There  are  yet  many  in  our  luxurious  times  who  regret  some 
such,  and  the  delightful  leisure  enjoyed  in  that  gone-by  mode 
of  travelling;    the  large  roomy  vehicle,  the  civil    and  con- 
siderate conductor,  and  his  petted  horses ;  the  brightness  of 
the  opening  day,  the  dewy  freshness  of  its  close,  the  repose 
of  the  midday  halt.    They  remember,  too,  the  devious  ramble 
through  the  wayside  copse,  and  the  flowers  and  fruit  gathered 
from  thence  for  the  feebler  fellow-traveller  in  the  carriage ; 
the  impromptu  stop  to  examine  some  storied  ruin  or  converse 
with  a  passing  wayfarer,  to  sketch  some  feature  in  the  land- 
scape,  to — But  wherefore  dwell  on  what  can  be  no   more 
attained,  or,  if  attained,  no  more  enjoyed  ?    Yet  this  simple 
mode  of  touring  lingered  long,  and  was  enjoyed  by  the  tra- 
veller of  cultivated  tastes  and  simple  requirements  in  our  own 
century,  ere  the  iron  dragon  swept  them  by  his  hot  breath 
away,  and  gave  us  smoke,  speed,  excitement,  and  more  and 
worse  evils,  for  calm  and  improving  enjoyment. 
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Our  exiles  reached  Municli  refreshed  by  their  journey,  and 
received  a  distinguished  welcome  ;  indeed,  the  Emperor's 
reception  of  his  noble  captive  was  that  of  an  affectionate 
brother.  Touched  by  his  voluntary  surrender,  and  unfeignedly 
admiring  both  father  and  daughter,  he  lodged  them  in  his 
palace,  entertained  them  at  his  board ;  and  history  affirms  that 
the  generous  Louis  would  have  shared  his  crown  with  his 
rival  and  captive  had  not  the  jealous  inteference  of  the 
Tatican  forbade  this  chivalrous  concession. 

It  is  out  of  the  compass  or  intention  of  our  narrative  to  enter 
the  mazy  windings  of  the  history  of  a  period  even  more  than 
ordinarily  complex  and  contradictory ;  we  will  therefore  pass 
over  the  next  four  years  of  political  struggle,  until,  worn  out 
by  disappointment  and  exhausted  by  contention,  the  Archduke 
Frederick  obtained  the  Emperor's  reluctant  consent  to  retire 
to  the  Fortress  of  Gullenstein  in  the  Upper  Palatinate,  in 
which  peaceful  retreat  he  passed  the  last  two  years  of  his  tur- 
bulent and  chequered  life. 

Before  we  accompany  the  exiles  into  their  fortress  prison, 
we  must  notice  some  events  of  their  private  life  at  Munich. 
These  will  necessarily  be  few,  as,  after  a  short  sojourn  at  the 
Court,  they  removed  into  a  private  house,  and  lived  in  the 
strictest  seclusion. 

Before  she  left  his  court,  of  which  he  considered  her  the 
chief  ornament,  the  Emperor  spared  no  effort  to  induce  Bertha 
to  take  her  position  in  it  as  his  daughter-in-law,  to  which  her 
own  father  would  gladly  have  consented ;  but  she  was  inflex- 
ible, both  to  their  entreaties  and  the  pleadings  of  the  Prince ; 
for  how  could  she,  who  had  given  up  the  betrothed  object 
of  her.  earliest  affections  for  her  father's  sake,  now  leave  his 
side  for  one  who  did  not,  and  never  could,  possess  them. 

lake  her  aunt,  the  Queen  of  Hungary,  her  predilections  had 
been  in  favoxir  of  a  life  of  celibacy — a  bias,  it  should  be 
remembered,  not  at  aU  singular  amongst  the  remarkable 
vomen  of  the  middle  ages,  many  of  whom  were  at  the  head 
of  monastic  institutions 
Both  aunt  and  niece  had,  as  we  have  seen,  given  up  their 
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early  and  self-chosen  destination  to  parental  influence.  In 
the  case  of  the  younger  Princess,  circumstances  identified 
her  wishes  with  those  of  her  father. 

We  revert  to  those  circumstances  in  order  to  explain  why, 
having  discovered  the  disguise  of  her  lover,  she   did  not 
acquaint  him  with  her  own.     It  may  be — for  we  have  sought 
to  portray  a  woman^  not  an  angel — that  a  mixed  feeling  of 
modesty  and  gratification  might  at  first  have  guarded  the 
secret,  and  that,  when  her  hand  as  Princess  of  Austria  would 
have  drawn  forth  its  avowal,  she  mistrusted  her  power  of 
resisting  the  joint  influence  of  her  own  inclination,  and  what^ 
she  well  knew  would  be  her  lover^s  ardent  importunity.     W  e 
have  seen  the  struggle  and  its  reward :  for  when  was  sacrifio^ 
made  to  duty  and  affection  without  reward  ? 

We  do  not  say  that  our  heroine  heard  unmoved  the  tidin^z 
of  the  King  of  Bohemia's  marriage,  which  took  place  shortCA 
after  her  rejection  of  his  hand  \  nor  that  her  woman's  he&»x 
waj3  not  soothed  by  the  thought  that  it  was  not  the  Prince « 
of  Austria,  but  the  novice  of  Koenigsfelden  that  possessed  lr%k 
affections.  But  her  religion  soon  taught  her  to  mistrust  ^^gu 
this  solace,  and,  with  strong  resolve  and  long  perseveranoe, 
she  succeeded  in  banishing  from  her  thoughts  the  seductive 
image. 

'  The  first  year  of  exile  had  not  passed  before  the  Duke  had 
again  become  a  prey  to  that  mysterious  sickness  so  expressively 
termed  by  the  Germans  ffeimweh.  He  became  silent  and 
desponding,  and  the  body  suffered  with  the  mind.  He  sighed 
for  liberty,  gasped  for  the  fresh  breezes  of  his  native  moun- 
tains. His  doctor  did  all  he  could  in  his  double  capacity  of 
friend  and  physician,  but  in  vain. 

**  There  is  but  one  remedy,"  he  said  to  the  anxioui^  daughter, 
**  and  that  is  hopelessly  unattainable." 

**  But  may  there  not  be  palliatives  ?  Oh,  that  we  could  get 
Father  Celestine  to  come  hither !  " 

"  I  too  have  thought  of  that ;  for  I  do  not  like  his  Highness's 
Jesuit  confessor.  In  spite  of  caution,  the  babbling  tool  will 
acquaint  the  Duke  with  all  that  goes  on  in  the  political  world) 
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at  least,  as  much  as  his  employers  choose  shall  be  imparted, 
lis  increases  his  dejection,  since,  however  groundlesslj,  my 
ble  patient  accuses  himself  as  being  the  cause  of  all  the 
i;er  animosity  and  bloodshed  so  cruelly  detailed  to  him." 
Bertha  mastered  her  indignation. 
"But  to  return  to  Father  Celestine,"  she  said. 
"  The  difficulty  is  to  find  his  whereabouts.     You  know,  he 
t  St.  Hilda's  cave  to  avoid  his  former  persecutor  the  In- 
isitor,  then  Prior  of  Koenigsfelden  ?  " 

"  But,  as  he  has  been  removed  to  Rome,  what  say  you  to  my 
iting  to  the  Abbot,  and  asking  his  help  in  searching  out  the 
od  Hermit?" 

**If  I  could  be  spared,"  said  the  Doctor  musingly. 
"  Which  you  cannot  be.     Therefore,  why  not  apply  to  the 
t)bot.     He  bade  me  at  parting  go  to  him  for  any  service  I 
ight  need :  I  do  not  doubt  his  readiness  and  honesty." 
"  Neither  will  I ;  and  I  will  this  instant  go  and  inquire  for 
trusty  messenger  to  bear  your  despatches  to  him." 
Whilst  awaiting  the  tedious  process  of  mediaeval  letter-car- 
ing, a  little  episode  varied  the  monotony  of  exile  existence, 
le  birthday  of  the  Emperor  was  this  year  (it  matters  not 
lerefore)  to  be  celebrated  with  extra  magnificence;    and, 
lilst  delicately  excusing  the  Duke's  presence,  he  had  so 
•ongly  pleaded  for  that  of  his  daughter  that  compliance  was 
I  but  obligatory. 

That  vexed  and  vexing  question,  dress,  at  once  occurred  to 
andina's  thoughtful  prescience. 
"  Not  an  article  of  her  lady's  wardrobe,  however  sumptuous 

well  preserved,  could  be  worn  on  a  birthday ;  and,  on  the 
rthday  of  an  femperor  the  apparel  of  the  court  ladies  must 
,  not  only  new  in  texture,  but  must  display  a  novelty  in 
rm  and  decoration." 

**Let  not  that  perplex  thee,  good  nurse,"  said  the  Duke, 
10  had  entered  into  the  subject  of  his  daughter's  adornment 
th  unusual  interest,  "  1  give  thee  full  command  oFmy  purse 
pay  for  anything  thy  experience  may  deem  befitting  and  thy 
iy'A  taste  approve." 


I 
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'*  Your  Highness's  generosity,  free  as  it  is,  will  not  qtiit< 
compass  tlie  difficulty.  Our  court  dames  and  their  humble 
imitators  in  the  city  deem  that  nothing  hut  what  is  far-fetched, 
however  dear  bought,  is  worthy  their  regard ;  so  our  merchants 
have  wearied  of  filling  their  warehouses  with  goods  they  can 
find  no  purchasers  for.  The  annual  fairs  are  the  only  marts, 
and  that  of  Leipsig  is  past.  There  are,  indeed,  the  pedlars, 
one  of  whom,  who  brings  the  choicest  velvets  and  paduasoyc 
from  Italy,  is  expected  daily — to  make  his  market,  doubtless, 
of  the  Emperor's  f^te." 

*'I  charge  thee,  then,  to  keep  a  good  look  out." 

**Ay,  and  to  bring  him  straight  into  the  presence.  If  I 
consent  to  wear  these  braVeries,  his  Highness  must  choose 
them." 

The  father  smiled  as  he  looked  on  the  fair  girl,  and 
thought  how  little  her  native  loveliness  needed  these  out- 
ward adornments. 

Only  two  days  after  this  conversation  the  arrival  of  the 
travelling  merchant  was  announced. 

"  How  imlucky,"  exclaimed  Bertha,  "  that  I  have  sent 
Blandina  away !  since  I  know  not  how  to  chaffer  with  these 
saucy  knaves,  who  always  ask  the  double  of  the  right  pricO) 
and  expect  you  to  bate  them  down,  markjby  mark." 

But  the  venerable  figure  which  now  entered  the  room 
banished  all  suspicion.  He  was  a  man  of  middle  stature, 
elderly,  but  still  robust  and  bent  not  beneath  his  burdeU' 
His  features  were  of  the  delicate  Italian  cast,  his  eyes  soft 
and  expressive,  but  somewhat  contrasted  by  the  firnmess  in  his 
close-shut  mouth  and  lofty  brow.  He  wore  but  little  beard, 
but  that,  as  well  as  his  eyebrows,  was  unchanged  in  colour, 
whilst  his  hair,  which  rested  in  waves  on  his  shoulders,  was 
somewhat  grizzled.  He  bowed  respectfully  but  not  servilely 
to  the  Duke,  and  returned  the  Princess's  courtesy  with  a  grace 
almost  equal  to  her  own. 

The  father  and  daughter  exchanged  looks :  they  had  both 
discovered  in  the  features  and  deportment,  and  yet  more  is 
the  accent,  of  the  stranger  a  likeness  which  awoke  their 
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liveliest  interest;  but,  wliateyer  that  might  have  been,  or  his 
real  callings  he  forgot  not  the  duties  of  that  he  had  assumed, 
and  proceeded  at  once  to  open  his  pack. 

"I  trust,  friend,"  said  the  Duke,  **you  have  brought  a 
good  choice  of  the  rich  and  rare.  My  daughter  wants  a  robe 
to  wear  at  the  Emperor's  fdte,  and  we  look  to  your  pack  to 
lurnish  one  that  will  be  worthy  the  occasion  and  the  wearer." 

'^That  will  be  a  hard  task,  your  Highness ;  but  I  have  all  the 
looms  of  Italy  can  produce  in  novelty  and  texture.  Behold 
this  rich  damask-satin,  that  has  never  been  worn  but  by  our 
Princess  Clotilda,  and  was  invented  for  her  bridal.  Here  is  a 
velvet  of  the  finest  Oenoa  looms,  donned  on  the  same  occasion, 
-"God  grant  of  happy  omen ! — ^by  Madama  the  Duchess-mother 
of  Savoy." 

Whilst  the  Duke  was  regarding  with  fixed  attention  the 
vendor  rather  than  his  goods.  Bertha  had  selected  a  fabric  of 
less  cumbrous  material,  and  prsesented  it  to  him  for  his 
approval.  He  hesitated,  leaning  still  to  the  more  costly 
material,  when  the  Pedlar,  with  most  unpedlar-like  disin- 
terestedness, warmly  seconded  the  Princess's  choice,  saying, — 

"  Youth  (he  might  have  added  beauty)  needs  but  few  adorn- 
ments ;  but  I  have  one  pearl  of  price,  which  adds  a  lustre 
to  the  fairest  and  loveliest,  as  to  the  most  homely.  I  would  I 
might  offer  it  to  this  royal  maiden." 

"  No,  my  friend,"  replied  the  Duke ;  **  I  have  more  need  to 
barter  than  to  purchase  such." 

Bertha  made  a  selection  of  a  few  useful  presents  for 
Blandina  and  Inna ;  and  the  merchant,  after  shouldering  his 
pack,  advanced  towards  the  Duke  to  receive  his  payment. 

"Your  Highness  looks  ill  at  ease,"  he  said,  in  a  low  sweet 
voice.  "I  have  reviving  essence,  strength  -  restoring  cor- 
dials—" 

The  Prince  shook  his  head  mournfully. 

"Can  they  raise  a  sinking  spirit — heal  a  wounded  con- 
science?" 

"Perhaps  not;  but  I  have  that  which  can.  My  Princess, 
will  you  accept  the  precious  Talisman?"  and,  saying  this,  the 
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Missionary  -  pedlar  took  from  beneath  his  cloak  a  parcel  en- 
closed in  folds  of  embroidered  red  cloth,  and  presented  it  to  her. 

Tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  reverently  pressed  her  lips  on 
the  plain  dark  covcbs  of  the  precious  manuscript. 

*'Hide  it!   hide  it!     I  hear  approaching  footsteps.     My 
Prince,  you  will  not  betray  me  ?" 

Frederick  could  only  press  his  hand  on  his  heart  in  answer 
before  his  Jesuit  confessor  was  at  his  side. 

The  Talisman  worked  well;  the  panacea  was  all-healing. 
Engaged  in  the  study  of  the  Book  of  books,  or  the  portion  (^"1 
it  contained  in  the  Barba's  MS.,  a  light  fell  on  the  Ion 
obscured  path  of  the  captive  Prince,  and  Hope  sprang  u- 
where  Despair  had  so  long  reigned. 

The  venerable  missionary,  who  was  a  countryman  «z3)f 
Blandina,  and  a  minister  of  the  uncorrupted  Church  of  thz»-e 
Waldenses,  returned  after  a  short  time,  and,  although  ttm-e 
meeting  was  not  without  considerable  risk,  was  received  mMi^^ 
great  delight,  and  the  time  eagerly  anticipated  when  th^^y 
could  receive  his  visits  with  less  risk  of  discovery. 

At  length  the  messenger  returned  from  Koenigsfeld^xi, 
bringing  the  long-desired  letter  from  the  Abbot.  It  had  be^'n 
delayed  by  the  diflB.culty  of  finding  Father  Celestine's  retresrt; 
but  this  and  every  other  had  been  surmounted,  and  the  good 
father  promised  to  join  the  little  court  as  soon  as  they  wero 
settled  in  their  new  habitation,  together  with — a  happiness  as 
perfect  as  it  was  unexpected,  the  one  whom  all  hearts  most 
yearned  to  behold — Gertruda ! 

But  was  she  not  no^  Sister  Monica,  and  a  nun,  and  how 
could  she  leave  her  convent  ?  Such  was  not  impossible  in  those 
days,  under  certain  circumstances  and  urged  by  influential 
persons,  and  thus  it  happened. 

During  the  long  decline  of  the  poor  blind  Archduchess  (who 
had  been  released  from  her  semi-existence  the  year  before) 
Gertruda  had  nursed  her  with  an  assiduity  to  which,  all  who 
knew  no  other  cause,  attributed  her  declining  health— ^/aWy; 
for  it  was  the  only  interest  that  sustained  her :  deprived  of 
which,  thrown  back  on  the  irksome  monotony  of  a  oonvent 
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life,  separated  from  all  she  loved,  solitary  and  useless,  she 
Bank  into  hopeless  prostration  both  of  mind  and  body.  The 
Abbot  saw  but  one  remedy,  and  lost  no  time,  spared  no  effort, 
in  applying  for  permission  to  administer  it ;  prompted  partly 
by  his  native  benevolence,  and  partly  by  a  hope  of  atoning  for 
^ia  former  errors.  Actuated  by  the  same  motive,  the  Abbess 
^ade  no  resistance;  for  she  had  yet  a  heavier  score,  which 
fihe  vainly  hoped  thus  to  wipe  off. 

Thus,  under  the  escort  of  her  early  protector,  the  Hermit  of 
St.  Hilda,  who  was  himself  eager  to  join  his  beloved  Prince, 
{Hx)r  Gertruda,  gaining  health  and  cheerfulness  by  each  day's 
Journey  that  brought  her  nearer  her  Mends  and  carried  her 
^cipther  away  from  her  convent,  by  short  stages  and  seasonable 
l^lts,  safely  and  happily  performed  the  journey. 

We  do  not  attempt  to  describe  the  joy  of  that  meeting.  We 
^^ust,  too,  though  somewhat  reluctantly,  pass  over  the  two 
^ears  of  peaceful  retreat  and  social  enjoyment  that  followed  it, 
^  relate  that,  at  the  end  of  that  time,  the  rapidly-declining 
)iealth  of  the  Archduke  threatened  a  speedy  termination  to 
^eir  happiness. 

The  Prince  was  the  first  to  perceive  his  danger,  his  daughter 
the  last  to  admit  it,  yet  he  saw  the  necessity  of  awakening  her 
to  it,  and  would  trust  the  hazardous  task  to  no  one  else.  His 
thoughts,  ever  occupied  with  the  future  of  this  orphan  child, 
had  during  the  last  two  years  been  carried  into  satisfactory 
action ;  and,  now  that  he  had  wrung  from  his  physician  the 
confirmation  of  his  own  conviction  of  his  approaching  demise, 
ere  the  last  grain  in  his  hour-glass  ran  by,  he  determined  to 
lay  his  prospects  and  wishes  before  her,  and  soften  as  far 
as  he  could  the  melancholy  future  that  he  knew  too  well 
awaited  her. 
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CHAPTEE  XUI. 

THE  FORTRESS-PRISON. 

'Tis  not  the  good,  the  wise,  the  brave 
That  brightest  shine  or  surest  rise  : 
The  feather  sports  upon  the  wave, 
The  pearl  in  ocean's  cavern  lies. 

The  Fortress-castle  of  Gullenstein,  the  prison  and  tomb  of 
one  of  the  noblest  and  most  amiable  of  Princes,  Frederick, 
Archduke  of  Hapsburg,  is,  or  rather  was,  a  place  of  some 
importance,  and  before  the  invention  of  gimpowder  deemed 
of  impregnable  strength. 

It  is  situated  on  an  eminence  commanding  an  extensive 
view  of  a  fertile  bnt  thinly-peopled  country,  whose  inhabi- 
tants were  principally  congregated  in  the  town  just  outside 
the  fortification ;  a  long  straggling  street,  whose  mean  habita- 
tions contrasted  strangely  with  a  fine  building  which  rose  in 
their  midst. 

A  hospital  or  lazar-house,  built,  it  was  said,  as  a  thank- 
oflfering  by  some  grateful  Teutonic  Naaman,  whose  gratitude 
to  the  saint  to  whom  he  attributed  his  cure  was  further  shown 
by  the  erection  of  a  chapel  on  the  hill  above,  which  annually 
drew  crowds  of  pilgrims  to  its  shrine:  a  doubtful  benefit, 
since  these  locomotive  devotees  helped  in  no  small  degree  to 
spread  the  dreadful  scourge  which  for  centuries  devastated  by 
turn  every  Ei^ropean  coimtry. 

But  we  will  now  resume  our  history,  which  we  do  within  an 
apartment  of  the  Fortress. 

It  is  large,  and  furnished  with  the  clumsy  magnificence  of 
the  age,  hung  with  tapestry,  but  carpeted  with  rushes.     The 
invalid  captive  lay  on  a  couch  of  carved  and  gilded  oak, 
close  beside  a  large  open  casement  that  admitted  the  view  we 
have  attempted  to  describe,  and  with  it  the  soft  evening  breeze 
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that  fanned  his  cheeks,  and  lifted  the  thin  locks  on  his 
temples.  On  a  smaU  table  near  by  stood  a  cage,  tenanted  by 
Henga's,  and  —  may  we  not  hope? — the  reader's  Liehchen; 
and  one  seldom  absent  from  the  sick  man's  side  sat  by  it — ^his 
duteous  daughter. 

She  was  simply  clad  in  a  white  robe ;  her  only  ornaments 
a  small  bouquet  of  flowers,  which  she  wore  in  her  belt,  and 
the  rosary  of  the  Spiritual  Franciscans  dependent  from  it. 
Although  the  years  of  trial  that  she  had  passed  since  she  left 
the  convent  had  sobered  the  vivid  tints  of  youth  and  hope, 
they  had  deepened  the  intellectual  thoughtfulness  of  her 
brow,  and  shed  a  halo  of  peace  over  her  whole  being,  more 
attractive  even  than  the  hereditary  beauty  for  which  she  was 
so  distinguished. 

She  was  poring  over  a  time-stained  manuscript,  and  as  she 
attempted  from  time  to  time  to  decipher  some  passages  for 
her  father's  amusement,  he  exclaimed, — 

"  Why,  Bertha,  thou  hast  surely  got  hold  of  some  of  good 
Swithin's  Sibylline  leaves  ?  " 

"  The  very  same ;  sent  me  by  the  Abbot,  in  memoriam,  as  he 
said,  of  the  wisest  of  gardeners  and  the  simplest  of  men." 

"  Requiescat  in  pace  !  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven !  " 

As  he  said  this  the  Duke's  head  fell  back  on  the  pillow,  and 
his  eyes  closed. 

Just  then  the  Ave  Maria  rose  softened  from  a  chapel  in  the 
street  below,  and  liebchen  joined  the  vesper  hymn.  Those 
dearly-whistled  notes  recalled  to  Bertha,  as  they  seldom 
failed  to  do,  the  death-chamber  of  poor  Henga.  She  dropped 
the  manuscript,  and,  her  head  resting  on  her  hand  and  her 
elbow  on  the  table,  she  remained,  her  eyes  flxed  on  the  pale 
countenance  of  the  slumberer,  until  he  opened  his  with  a 
smile  of  recognition. 

"  You  have  been  sleeping,  dear  father." 

**  I  have  at  least  been  dreaming — day  dreaming.  •  Shall  I  re- 
late some  of  my  cogitations,  sleeping  or  waking,  as  may  be?" 

Bertha  hesitated  :  she  had  her  reasons  fc^r  dreading  the  re- 
velation. 

o  o  2 
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Her  father,  however,  went  on :  "  My  thoughts  have  been 
wandering  far,  though  not,  as  usual,  on  their  homeward  way. 
Yet  the  country  they  visited  bore  a  strong  likeness  to  our 
beloved  Helvetia,  only  that  the  sky  was  bluer,  the  air  more 
balmy ;  that  the  streams  were  bright  and  clear,  not  cold  and 
turgid,  as  those  from  our  icy  caves,  and  on  their  banks  grew 
rows  of  mulberry  and  other  trees,  united  by  the  supple 
branches  of  the  vine,  now  glowing  with  their  ripened  fruit. 
Methought,  on  one  green  lawn,  overshadowed  by  ancient 
trees,  there  rose  a  large  and  comely  mansion ;  that  at  its 
portal  I  saw  some  travel-stained  wanderers,  who  had  crossed 
the  barrier  mountains  to  escape  persecution,  and  ask  for 
shelter.  I  saw  how  gladly  it  was  accorded  to  them — ^how  Blan- 
dina  spread  a  table  for  them  on  the  greensward — ^how  Ger- 
truda  ministered  to  their  necessities — ^how  our  good  father  and 
our  doctor  advanced  to  welcome  them,  and  you,  my  Bertha-^" 

As  the  supposed  dream  developed,  the  truth  shot  through 
the  mind  of  the  pale  and  trembling  listener. 

"  Stop,  my  father,"  she  exclaimed ;  "in mercy  lay  no  plans 
for  so  dreadful  a  future  !  Can  you  not  trust  your  poor  Bertha 
to  the  care  of  Him  who  hath  promised  to  be  a  Father  to  the 
fatherless  ? '' 

**  I  can,  I  do ;  for  I  believe  I  follow  His  leadings  in  providing 
for  thee  the  best  home  my  love  can  devise,  or  my  limited  means 
furnish.  Thou  hast  for  my  sake  refused  all  other ;  wilt  thou 
accept  this  ?  " 

'*  How  can  I  contemplate  any  you  will  not  share  ?  Oh,  my 
father,  my  father,  what  a  dreary  waste  the  whole  world  wiU  be 
without  your  love ! "  and  the  poor  girl  hid  her  face  and  sobbed 
audibly. 

**  Bertha,  my  child,"  and  he  drew  her  towards  him  as  he 
spoke,  "  why  this  uncontrolled  emotion  ?  May  I  not  answer 
thee  with  thine  own  reproach — where  is  now  thy  faith  ?  My 
precious  child,  let  us  no  longer  deceive  ourselves  and  each 
other  by  shunning  the  mention  of  what  no  silence  can  post- 
pone ;  let  us  rather  speak  of  the  inevitable  with  calmness  and 
hope.     Think  on  thy  father,  love,  as  of  one  setting  forth  for 
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a  distant  land,  desirous  of  placing  those  he  most  loves  in  a 
place  of  pleasant  security  till  they  are  called  on  to  follow  him. 
I  would  I  could  have  found  thee  one  more  suiting  thy 
deserts ! " 

"  Forgive,  my  father,  oh,  forgive  my  ingratitude,"  said 
Bertha,  falling  on  her  knees  by  the  side  of  her  father's  couch. 
**  The  home  your  love  has  prepared  for  me  and  my  poor 
friends  will  be  dearer  and  more  suitable  to  our  habits  and 
tastes  than  the  proudest  palace — "  but  the  thought  that  it 
could  never  be  shared  together,  unnerved  even  the  strong  man ; 
and  father  and  daughter  wept  together. 

The  Duke  was  the  first  to  recover  a  measure  of  composure. 

"My  child,"  he  said,  "does  this  not  almost  approach  re« 
bellion  ?  Thou  hast  hitherto  been  my  teacher,  let  us  together 
try  to  learn  submission." 

The  painful  interview  was  now  happily  ended  by  the  Doctor 
who  came  purposely  to  order  rest  and  silence  for  the  invalid, 
but  consented  to  its  being  renewed  on  the  following  day. 

Frederick  had  passed  a  tranquil  night,  and  the  father  and 
daughter  met  without  any  painful  demonstration  of  outward 
grief,  though  poor  Bertha's  pale  countenance  showed  how 
hard  the  struggle  was  to  control  hers.  She  took  her  seat  near 
the  invalid's  couch,  and  one  of  his  hands,  which  she  pressed  to 
her  lips.  . 

«  The  barrier  which  thy  too  tender  love  had  raised  between 
us  " — ^it  was  thus  he  began — "  having  been  removed,  my  be- 
loved child,  thou  shalt  now  hear  what  mine  has  essayed,  and  all, 
alas !  too  little,  to  do  for  thee.  In  the  first  years  of  our  exile  I 
dreamt  not  of  separation.  I  was  in  the  meridian  of  life,  and 
though  I  did  not  urge  it  then,  I  hoped  thou  mightest  still 
yield  to  Prince  Maurice's  suit,  and  thus  find  protectors  in 
him  and  his  generous  sire.  I  respected  your  scruples, 
but  could  not  understand  them.  Exiled,  humbled,  disap- 
pointed, the  world  still  held  me  captive ;  and  I  could  not  re- 
linquish its  distinctions  for  thee,  though  they  had  eluded  my 
own  grasp.  Ay,  my  child,  such  was  thy  father's  bondage 
when  the  glorious  truth  set  me  free.    That  precious  volume 
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of  God's  Word  sent  me  by  his  minister  dispelled  the  mists  of 
earth,  and  chased  ambition  even  from  its  last  retreat — thy 
precious  self." 

Bertha  again  kissed  the  pale  thin  hand  she  held,  but  did 
not  interrupt  the  speaker. 

**  My  one  object  now,  for  waning  health  bade  me  not  delay, 
was  to  seek  a  home  for  thy  orphan  state  more  suitable  to  thy 
wishes,  and  I  do  not  now  conceal  from  thee  the  difficulty  of 
the  task.  To  place  thee  imder  the  guardianship  of  thy  uncles 
was  to  subject  thee  to  solicitations,  if  not  absolute  commands, 
that  thou  could' st  not  yield  to.  My  sister  I  knew  would  re- 
ceive thee  with  open  arms ;  but,  though  a  convent  is  almost 
the  only  safe  retreat  of  unprotected  and  high-born  maidens,  I 
knew  it  was  as  contrary  to  thy  principles  as  thy  taste  to  enter 
one.  What,  then,  could  I  do  ?  Again  the  holy  man  of  the 
valleys  came — ^may  I  not  say  was  sent  ? — ^to  my  aid.  He  told  me 
of  a  fair  inheritance  in  his  sequestered  valleys  just  vacated  by 
the  death  of  the  owner,  an  Italian  nobleman,  was  to  be  sold. 
He  had  no  heir,  and  the  title  was  an  appendage  to  the  land ; 
a  sofb  sounding  name.  Wilt  thou  be  willing  to  be  the 
Countess  of  Villar  ? 

"  But  I  anticipate,"  continued  the  father,  who  noticed  the 
struggling  emotion  of  his  poor  daughter.  *  ^  I  had  j  ust  received 
a  large  sum  of  money  from  my  brothers  in  payment  of  my 
share  of  some  lands  they  wished  to  purchase ;  this,  and  the 
sale  of  my  jewels,  was  more  than  the  price,  though  scarcely 
half  the  worth,  of  the  beautiful  inheritance — ^that  being  too 
remote  and  sequestered  to  attract  many  bidders.  My  kind 
Doctor  aided  the  Missionary  in  the  purchase,  and  has  since 
made  more  than  one  journey  to  see  that  all  is  arranged  ac- 
cording to  the  wants  and  habits  of  its  future  inhabitants.  My 
Bertha,  canst  thou  ease  thy  poor  father's  heart  by  accepting 
his  gift?" 

She  could  only  reply  by  tears  and  embraces. 

"  There  yet  remains  a  difficulty,  which  thou  must  doubtless 
perceive,  and  over  which  I  have  pondered  through  many  a 
sleepless  night.     No    retreat  could  be  distant  or  secluded 
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enough  to  escape  discovery  from  my  brothers ;  and,  brave  and 
affectionate  as  they  are,  I  have  too  dearly  proved  that,  where 
ambition  is  concerned,  the  claims  of  honour  or  kindred  are 
little  heeded  by  them." 

"There  is  the  Emperor's  undoubted  love  and  faith.'* 

"  To  appeal  to  him  openly,  would  be  to  drench  Europe  in 
blood." 

"  I  only  meant  to  favour  our  flight,"  said  Bertha,  with  a 
deep  sigh. 

**  And  yet  would  it  be  fair  to  compromise  his  noble  nature? 
My  Bertha,  let  us  wait  patiently  and  submissively,  and  as 
surely  as  the  sun  now  shines  in  the  heavens,  a  light  as  clear 
will  illumine  our  darkened  path." 

For  the  next  few  days  the  Archduke  and  his  adherents  and 
friends  were  engaged  on  important  affairs.  Father  Oelestine, 
an  accomplished  scribe,  wrote  from  the  Prince's  dictation, 
letters  of  touching  farewell  to  his  brothers  and  the  Abbess. 
He  commended  his  niece  to  their  prayers,  but  craved  no  pro- 
tection at  their  hands,  and  said  nothing  of  her  future  abode  : 
thanked  them  for  their  kindnesses  in  past  years,  spoke  no  word 
of  reproach  for  wrongs  received,  but  meekly  asked  forgiveness 
for  any  he  might  have  inflicted.  These  letters  he  committed 
into  the  hands  of  the  Hermit,  to  be  delivered  after  his  death. 

The  letter  he  addressed  to  the  Emperor  was  in  compliance 
with  a  promise  he  had  exacted  to  be  informed  of  any  change 
in  the  Archduke's  health,  or  any  desire  he  might  feel  to  see 
him.  This  short  despatch  expressed  that  desire,  and  was  to  be 
conveyed  by  Dr.  Baumgarten  on  the  following  morning  ;  but, 
recollecting  the  near  approach  of  his  birthday,  his  always 
considerate  master  deferred  sending  it  for  a  little  while,  and 
the  Doctor  rejoiced  at  the  delay,  as  he  wished  to  watch  the 
effect  of  his  late  excitement  on  his  patient's  sensitive  frame. 
A  servant  now  appeared  to  announce  the  arrival  of  the 
Governor  of  the  Castle,  together  with  the  Prefet. 

"  One  effort  more,"  said  Frederick,  rousing  himself  to  re- 
ceive his  guests  with  the  graceful  courtesy  that  so  well  became 
him. 
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The  errand  of  the  visitors  was  to  witness  the  last  will  of 
the  royal  captiye,  which  the  Frefet  did  in  a  good  text  hand, 
and  to  which  the  gallant  Oovemor  added  his  sign-manual, 
calligraphy  not  being  an  essential  accomplishment  in  those 
days. 

These  painful  duties  fulfilled,  and  left  by  his  own  desire 
alone,  the  invalid  lay  for  some  time  in  bodily  and  almost 
mental  inactivity,  yet  with  the  sweet  serenity  of  release — a 
feeling  of  duty  conscientiously  and  happily  performed.  The 
acquiescence  of  his  daughter,  the  grateful  acknowledgment,  of 
all  those  interested  in  his  plans  for  their  future  settlement, 
had  fulfilled  his  most  hopeful  anticipations ;  and  to  meet  them 
once  more  assembled,  and  to  address  them  with  a  few  words 
of  grateful  farewell,  was  his  last  earthly  aspiration. 

Contrary  to  the  fears  of  his  physician,  the  invalid  suffered  no 
accession  of  weakness  from  the  extraordinary  efforts  he  had 
made  ;  on  the  contrary,  he  appeared  to  have  gained  rather  than 
lost  strength,  and  he  was  even  more  cheerful  than  his  wont ;  and, 
though  the  experienced  Doctor  saw  in  transitory  light  but  the 
glow  of  the  expiring  embers,  he  felt  it  to  be  no  reason  for 
thwarting  his  patient's  earnest  desire  to  sit  once  more  at  his 
own  board,  in  the  midst  of  his  faithful  friends  and  adherents, 
on  the  coming  anniversary  of  his  birth. 

At  an  early  hour  of  that  honoured  day,  the  gates  of  the 
Fortress  were  besieged  by  bands  of  the  neighbouring 
peasantry,  eager  to  offer  their  congratulations  to  the  good 
Duke  on  the  festive  occasion,  together  with  their  humble 
offerings  of  fruit  and  flowers,  or  some  little  specimen  of 
their  ingenuity  in  basket-work  or  wood-carving:  offerings 
of  genuine  gratitude,  for  the  little  court  of  the  Fortress  had 
proved  a  blessing  throughout  the  whole  of  that  neglected 
neighbourhood. 

It  was  the  Duke's  special  desire  that  these  gifts  of  honest 
gratitude  should  ornament  his  own  board  on  the  day  of  their 
presentation,  and  that  the  table  of  the  doners  shoidd  be  spread 
with  profuse  hospitality. 

At  his  own  he  willed,  with  an  earnestness  that  even  the  most 
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humble  could  not  evade,  that  all  his  fellow-exiles,  even  to 
Inna's  two  pretty  little  bond-women,  bom  in  his  house, 
should  eat  with  him ;  and  this  they  all  did,  saving  that  her 
husband,  the  simple-hearted,  faithful  Franz,  stood  at  his 
Prince's  side,  and  that  Hans  (no  longer  the  little  saucy 
urchin,  but  a  tall  sedate  youth,  who  had  come  with  Gertruda), 
with  his  two  fellow  adherents  of  a  falling  house,  habited 
in  their  now  rarely  worn  gorgeous  liveries,  waited  on  the 
guests. 

But  on  such  an  occasion  all  were  in  festive  guise.  Even 
Sister  Monica  had  pinned  a  rose  or  two  on  her  veil,  which  she 
wore  floating  on  her  shoulders.  Blandina,  too,  had  lightened 
her  black  gown  and  dark  locks  by  a  kerchief  and  cap  of  point 
lace,  the  poor  Archduchess's  parting  gift.  The  table  was 
arranged  with  great  taste  and  culinary  art  by  the  two  artistes^ 
Blandina's  science  being  long  established,  and  the  fair  nun  no 
less  celebrated  for  the  delicate  confectionery  of  the  convent ; 
whilst  the  Emperor  had  caused,  amongst  other  dainties,  game, 
shot  by  his  own  imperial  bow,  to  be  forwarded  to  the  birthday 
feast. 

Yet  amid  it  all,  sadness  weighed  heavily  on  every  loving 
heart,  for  the  conviction  that  it  was  the  last  marred  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  meeting. 

Inna's  pretty  little  girls,  whom  the  Duke  would  not  allow  to 
be  chidden,  made  by  their  artless  remarks  a  seasonable  break ; 
and  when  the  dessert  was  placed  on  the  table,  the  Doctor 
aimed  at  the  further  enlivenment  of  the  drooping  spirits  of 
the  guests  by  asking  permission  to  introduce  an  absent  and 
slighted  member  of  the  family.  This  was  poor  Liebchen, 
who,  hung  ambitiously  high  amid  a  bower  of  evergreens,  had 
preserved  a  melancholy  silence  during  the  banquet — from  a 
sense,  doubtless,  of  injurious  neglect  at  not  having  being  in- 
vited to  sing  at  it. 

However,  he  was  by  no  means  a  sulky  musician,  and  no 
sooner  was  the  door  of  his  cage  opened  than  he  flew  out  to  pay 
his  compliments  to  the  Duke.  This  he  did  most  gracefully, 
first  circling  in  the  Arab  fashion  around  the  heads  of  the 
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guests  several  times  with  dazzling  rapidity,  and  then  alighting 
on  the  topmost  leaf  of  the  centre  bouquet,  and  from  thence 
darting  down  on  the  royal  finger  presented  as  a  perch. 
After  securing  his  stand,  puffing  himself  into  a  downy  ball, 
tuning,  and  bowing,  he  began  his  one  sweet  melody,  and  sang 
it  to  the  close. 

Whether  it  was  the  ecstasy  of  the  children,  or  his  honour- 
able perch  (for  Liebchen  was  not  insensible  to  flattery),  he 
was  so  pleased  that  he,  as  a  rare  compliment,  condescended 
to  give  an  encore,  and  then,  fearful,  perhaps,  of  further  en- 
croachment on  his  good-nature,  he  flew  back  to  his  cage 
amongst  the  evergreens,  calling  on  Sister  Monica,  in  a  lan- 
guage she  understood,  to  fasten  the  door  of  it. 

''Liebchen  has  set  a  good  example — sung  his  evening  hymn 
and  gone  to  bed,"  said  the  Doctor,  approaching  the  invalid 
and  offering  his  arm.  "Is  your  Highness  disposed  to  follow 
it?'' 

The  Duke  rose,  and,  leaning  on  the  offered  support,  looked 
benignantly  round  the  standing  circle.  He  evidently  wished^ 
and  had  intended,  to  address  them,  and  individually  to  bid 
them  farewell ;  but  this  he  found  impossible.  A  few  words  of 
thanks  for  the  honour  shown  his  birthday,  a  few  sentences 
expressive  of  his  affection,  his  tender  farewell,  his  fervent 
gratitude  for  their  long-tried  fidelity,  and  his  deep  regret  at 
his  inability  to  repay  it,  addressed  to  all,  were  all  he  could 
utter,  concluding  with  these  pathetic  words : — 

**  Exiled,  disinherited,  impoverished,  I  have  still  one  pre- 
cious legacy  to  bequeath — my  daughter.  Promise  me,  my 
friends,  that  you  will  never  desert  her,  that  you  will  continue 
to  her  the  same  allegiance,  the  same  disinterested  love  you  have 
showp  her  father,  and  I  shall  die  happy.'* 

Pale,  trembling,  yet  tearless — ^the  solemnity  of  the  occasion 

was  too  deep  fur  weeping — the  noble  little  band,  led  by  the 

Father  Celestine,  advanced  each  in  turn  to  kiss  the  extended 

hand  of  their  beloved  Prince,  and  on  their  knees  to  make  the 

ieart-responsive  vow  ^^  ^^ma.Ti^<^^. 
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CHAPTEE  XLIII. 

THE     captive's     KELEASE. 

When  wearied  mortals  sink  to  sleep, 
How  heavenly  soft  their  slnmbers  lie  ! 
How  sweet  is  death  to  those  who  weep — 
To  those  who  weep  and  wish  to  die ! 

The  anxious  Physician  had  not  left  the  room  many  minutes 
in  attendance  on  his  noble  patient,  when  the  privacy  of  the 
remaining  party  was  suddenly  broken  in  on  by  one  of  the 
retainers  of  the  Governor,  who  came  in  his  name  to  request 
his  aid  in  behalf  of  a  pilgrim  who  had  fallen  down  at  the 
gates  in,  it  was  feared,  mortal  sickness,  and  had  been  con- 
veyed to  the  hospital. 

Father  Celestine  rose  immediately. 

"  The  Leech,"  he  said,  **  could  not  just  then  leave  his  High- 
ness, but  he  would  see  what  could  be  done  until  he  was  at 
liberty ; "  and,  encouraged  by  an  approving  nod  from  her 
Princess,  Blandina  followed  him  on  his  errand  of  charity. 

Left  alone  with  Gertruda,  Bertha,  anxious  for  any  employ- 
ment that  would  aid  in  restraining  feelings  so  deeply  stirred 
by  the  scene  just  passed,  insisted  in  helping  her,  in  Blandina 's 
place,  to  restore  to  their  places  the  unusual  decorations  of  the 
table. 

And  here,  as  it  bears  somewhat  on  the  sequel  of  our  tale, 
we  will  explain  (however  homely  the  subject)  that  when,  at 
the  arrival  of  the  exiled  party  at  the  Fortress,  Blandina  under- 
took the  office  of  housekeeper ;  in  order  to  spare  her  the  dis- 
agreeable necessity  of  going  into  the  general  kitchen,  a  small 
room  off  the  dining-room  had  been  fitted  up  for  her,  with 
capacious  cupboards,  culinary  appliances,  and  a  stream  of 
fresh  water.  There  was,  moreover,  at  the  bottoxxi  <^i  ^  \ss^% 
flight  of  steps  opening  into  thei  room.,  a  cov^  \LO^<a^^^  ^'^  "^^ 
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the  thick  walls  of  the  building,  for  the  stowing  away  of  roots 
and  vegetables  for  winter  use,  together  with  an  ample  pro- 
vision of  wood.  So  that,  well-stocked  as  it  then  was,  the 
little  emporium  might  stand  a  siege — no  very  remarkable  con- 
tingency in  those  stormy  days. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Gertruda  protested  against  any  partici- 
pation of  her  toil.  Bertha  insisted  on  sharing  it ;  and,  indeed, 
without  their  united  efforts,  the  task  would  have  been  no 
light  one  to  replace  the  heavy  goblets  and  other  pieces  of 
antique  plate,  and  to  store  the  almost  untouched  profusion  of 
the  dessert  on  the  shelves  of  Blandina's  presses,  most  of  which 
were  already  bending  beneath  her  provident  supply  of  confec- 
tionery and  dried  fruit  for  the  coming  winter. 

The  labour  accomplished,  and  the  weighty  bunch  of  keys 
hung  at  Gertruda' s  belt,  it  was  proposed  to  go  into  the  saXoon, 
and  there  await  the  return  of  Blandina.  The  almost  winter 
day  was  now  nearly  at  its  close.  The  weather  was  foggy ; 
and  as  the  casement  was  open,  whilst  Gertruda  went  to  shut 
it,  Bertha  endeavoured  to  revive  the  embers  of  the  expiring 
fire.  This  she  accomplished  with  a  little  trouble,  but  Ger- 
truda still  lingered  at  the  open  window. 

**  Why  do  you  stand  so  long  in  the  cold  evening  air,  dear 
child  ?  See  what  a  bright  blaze  I  have  stirred  up !  Shut, 
shut  the  casement;  what  can  detain  you  at  it?" 

"I  was  watching  the  long  line  of  pilgrims  yonder,  strag- 
gling through  the  streets.  I  marvel  the  shrine  of  Saint  Lazarus 
has  been  well  decked  this  year."  This  is  the  fourth  returning 
band  I  have  come  across. 

**But  why  do  they  stop  at  yonder  door?"  asked  Bertha, 
who  had  come  herself  to  the  window. 

**It  is  the  hospital;  and  I  fear  it  is  to  lodge  one  of  their 
party  who  can  proceed  no  farther." 

**  Small  marvel  that.  Alas  that  men,  and  women  too,  should 
waste  their  strength  and  time  on  such  vain  jour neyings." 

'*  Oh,  say  not  so ;  methinks  I  should  like  to  be  a  pilgrim." 

*'  And  are  we  not  aW.  ^Ti\.^T:\ias,  ^"^^^^t?" 

Gertruda  sigTied  dee^Vj.     ^''Iqq  \icvil^\  \fis^\  ^sss:^  \l^sxJs*^\I- 
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grimage  must  be  to  retrace  my  steps  to  the  shrine  I  came 
from." 

^^  Never ;  or  I  will  bear  you  company.  But  see,  they  have 
carried  the  sick  pilgrim  into  the  hospital,  and  the  band  go  on 
their  way,  accompanying  their  weary  steps  with  their  moum- 
ftd  chant :  is  it  not  like  the  wind,  now  low  and  plaintive,  and 
then  brawling  and  discordant  ?  But  you  shiver.  Come  and 
warm  yourself  at  the  fire." 

As  Bertha  said  this,  she  closed  the  casement,  and  both 
£riends  seated  themselves  by  the  side  of  the  blazing  hearth. 

They  had  remained  about  half  an  hour  in  silent  musings, 
when  they  were  startled  by  a  hasty  knock  at  the  door,  and  the 
abrupt  entrance  of  the  Leech,  looking  so  unusually  pale  and 
agitated,  that  danger  and  her  father  rushed  into  Bertha's 
mind,  and  running  towards  the  Doctor,  she  uttered  the  name 
ever  uppermost  in  it. 

"I  left  his  Highness  in  bed,  with  the  comfortable  prospect 
of  a  quiet  night." 

**  And  yet  your  countenance  betrays  heavy  tidings." 

"So  heavy  and  so  urgent  that  I  may  not  stay  to  soften 
them.  The  unhappy  pilgrim,  who  erewhile  fell  ill  at  our  gate 
and  was  carried  into  the  hospital,  is  dying  of — " 

"The  pestilence!"  shrieked  Gertruda,  as  she  snatched 
away  the  Princess. 

"'Tis  even  so,"  replied  the  Doctor.  "But  you  may  ap- 
proach me  without  fear ;  I  have  avoided  all  contagion  until  I 
had  communicated  the  fearful  news  and  consulted  how  to  act. 
I  have  seen  the  Governor,  who  has  authorized  me  to  offer  his 
Highness  and  suite  a  retreat  as  yet  free  from  mfection,  in  his 
country-house,  and  distant  about  three  stiinden  from  hence." 

"  Let  us  depart  without  loss  of  time,"  exclaimed  Bertha. 
"  Hasten,  Gertruda,  and  help  Blandina  to  prepare  for  our 
removal." 

"Nay,  stay  awhile,"  said  the  Doctor,  who  had  regained  his 
composure  as  the  exigencies  of  the  moment  demanded.     "  You 
cannot  find  Blandina  ;  ^nay,  it  might  be  deatk^tt^k^^V^x-^^^st^ 
she  is  engaged  in  offices  of  mercy." 
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"My  precious  nurse!  Oh,  fly,  dear  Doctor,  to  snatcb.  her 
from  infection  P' 

"It  is  too  late.  But  be  comforted,  dear  lady;  all  good 
angels  will  watch  over  that  holy  woman's  life.  She  must  not 
approach  you ;  it  would  peril  that  of  your  father." 

"  She  braved  the  pestilence  to  save  mine.  But  God's  will 
be  done,"  said  the  poor  girl  in  hopeless  acquiescence. 

"  And  He  who  preserved  you  both  then  will  cause  you  now 
to  meet  again  in  safety.  But  sit  down,  my  Princess,  and  you 
too.  Sister  Monica ;  for  you  tremble  with  cold  and  terror." 

The  Doctor  stirred  the  Are  and  placed  seats  near  it. 

"  Try  and  calm  your  agitated  spirits ;  we  have  yet  time  to 
project  and  prepare.  The  Duke  cannot  be  moved  until  the 
morning." 

"  And  can  he,  even  then,  without  danger  ?" 

"As  far  as  the  removal,  perhaps;  but  how  conceal  the 
motive  ?  I  believe  the  knowledge  of  the  dreadful  need  would, 
on  account  of  those  he  left  behind,  embitter  his  last  moments  ?" 

"Then  why  attempt  it?"  broke  in  Gertruda,  eagerly. 
"  Cannot  the  Princess  and  myself  undertake  the  precious 
charge?  I  am  used  to  menial  labour,  and  can  perform  all 
that,  and  leave  my  beloved  friend  to — " 

Bertha  threw  her  arms  round  Gertruda's  neck,  and  sobbed 
out  her  gratitude  for  the  proposition,  which  further  considera- 
tion confirmed  to  be  the  only  one  that  could  suit  the  exigences 
of  the  case.  Having  ascertained  that  the  Doctor's  medical 
services  were  by  no  means  essential  to  the  invalid,  and  re- 
minded that  the  Duke  believed  he  would  depart  on  the  morrow 
on  his  embassy  to  the  Emperor,  Bertha  combated  her  own 
selfish  wish  to  retain  him  near  her,  and  consented  to  his  going 
to  the  aid  of  Blandina ;  though  it  was  not  without  the  strong 
conviction  of  the  necessity  of  his  services  (since  Father  Celes- 
tine's  had  been  demanded  for  the  town  hospital)  that  Doctor 
Baumgarten  overcame  his  reluctance  to  leave  the  Princess 
and  Gertruda  under  such  a  heavy  responsibility.  He  knew 
the  Duke  could  not  Irve  m«ji^  ^N^^ka,  and  itiight  not  probably 
survive  many  days,  an^  \^^  ^a'^  tlq  <^'^«t'^«?j  ^^^^sifssmn^hifl 
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peaceM  departure ;  and  lie  yielded  to  their  proposition,  for  he 
had  no  better  to  propose. 

The  mournful  trio  spent  a  few  minutes  in  digesting  their 
plans;  and  when  the  Doctor  took  his  leave,  Bertha,  as  she 
pressed  his  hand,  said, — 

'*  Farewell,  my  excellent  friend.  Bemember,  if  dispersed 
here,  we  shall  only  be  a  removed,  not  a  disunited  family." 

Before  we  accompany  his  young  nurses  into  the  invalid's 
apartment,  it  will  be  well  to  inform  the  reader  of  the  plans 
they  had  laid  in  the  hurry  and  terror  of  the  moment  for  pre- 
serving him  from  any  contact  with,  or  knowledge  of  the  dire 
disease  that  had  entered  the  Fortress.  It  will  be  supposed 
that  from  the  sad  position  of  the  captive  Prince,  his  apartments 
were  isolated  from  those  of  the  other  inhabitants  of  the  build- 
ing, of  which  they  formed  one  wing.  They  consisted  principally 
of  the  saloon  and  adjoim'ng  eating-room  already  described ; 
the  latter  also  communicating  with  the  Duke's  sleeping  apart- 
ment, and  within  this  was  that  in  which  his  daughter  slept. 
Crossing  a  short  passage,  and  at  the  top  of  a  narrow  staircase, 
were  the  chambers  occupied  by  the  remainder  of  the  exile 
band.  We  have  already  described  the  little  store,  or  house- 
keeper's-room,  appropriated  by  Blandina.  How  far  was  it 
from  the  thoughts  of  her  kind  assistants,  when  storing,  only 
an  hour  or  two  before,  the  remains  of  a  feast,  that  they  were 
laying  in  provision  for  a  time  of  need  ! 

The  slow-consuming  complaint  of  the  languishing  captive 
had  gradually  restricted  his  diet,  until  a  few  of  Gertruda's 
convent  cakes — steeped  in  the  rich  Cyprus  wine  carefully  sup- 
plied by  the  Emperor — was  nearly  all  it  consisted  of;  and  even 
this  was  swallowed  with  pain  and  diflB-culty.  For  the  suste- 
nance of  the  invalid,  Blandina's  cupboards  contained  an  ample 
supply ;  for  their  own  moderate  wants  his  gentle  nurses  had 
no  further  solicitude,  knowing  that  they  would  find  from 
the  same  hoard  sufficient  to  support  them  through  their  self- 
appointed  labours. 

The  invalid  still  slumbered  calmly,  as  Bertha,  claiming  the 
privilege  of  the  first  watch,  insiBteA  ou  Q;«t\x\A^  ^  ^^'S'^vj^^^sj^'^ 
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her  bed,  and  took  her  seat  beside  that  of  her  father.  He 
slept  almost  without  intermission,  partially  rousing  up  to  have 
his  pillow  adjusted,  or  his  lips  moistened  with  a  little  wine. 
He  did  not  notice  his  change  of  nurse  until  the  next  morning, 
when  Gertruda  brought  him  his  early  refreshment. 

**  Where  isBlandina?"  he  asked  eagerly. 

**  She  is  in  attendance  on  a  stray  pilgrim,  who  is  in  a  sore 
strait,  dear  father,"  answered  Bertha,  relieving  her  friend's 
embarrassment.  "  Will  you  not  accept  our  united  services 
until  hers  are  free  ?  I  know  that,  even  thus,  they  are  of  far 
less  account?" 

Doubtless  the  poor  invalid  thought  so  too,  for  Blandina  was 
the  pearl  of  nurses;  but  the  shade  of  disappointment  soon 
passed  away,  as  giving  a  hand  to  each,  he  said, — 

**  With  two  such  nurses  I  will  not  be  so  selfish  as  to  grudge 
the  poor  wayfarer,  even  Blandina." 

That  afternoon,  the  sun  shining  unusually  bright,  the  in- 
valid expressed  a  wish  to  see  it  set — he  did  not  %ay  for  the  last 
time — from  the  large  western  casement  of  the  saloon.  Accord- 
ingly, by  the  aid  of  his  two  supporters,  he  reached  his  usual 
seat,  and  seemed  greatly  to  delight  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
setting  orb,  until  it  was  suddenly  obscured  by  a  mass  of  clouds, 
through  which  it  struggled  with  a  lurid  glare. 

"  How  these  mists  of  earth  dim  our  brightest  lights  !"  mur- 
mured the  Duke,  as  he  turned  his  eyes  downwards  on  the 
town  below.  **  How  deserted  the  streets  are  !  "  he  continued, 
in  a  more  cheerful  tone;  '*the  inhabitants  must  aU  have 
gone  to  bed  with  the  sun.  Not  an  anvil  at  work,  not  even 
a  child  at  play.  But  here  comes  something  at  last.  GFer- 
truda,  your  eyes  are  clearer  than  mine ;  do  tell  me  what  this 
huge  black  waggon  means  that  stops  before  the  door  of  the 
hospital." 

Gertruda  knew  but  too  surely,  but  no  ready  reply  came  from 

her  quivering  lips,  whilst  Bertha,   whose  presence  of  mind 

rarely  failed  her,  placed  herself  so  as  to  screen  her  father  from 

any  further  view  ixom  \3afi  ^mdow  of  that  which  turned  (Jer- 

truda  almost  to  Bton©',  axid  «t^^^  ^^:£fe.^^K\.^^V^xMmbled 
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on  to  the  next  abode  of  death  had  prevailed  on  him  to  return 
to  his  room. 

The  Duke  asked  no  questions  and  made  no  comments ;  with 
the  solitary  in,quiry  for  Blandina,  his  connexion  with  the  outer 
world  and  with  the  past  seemed  obliterated  from  his  memory. 

Perhaps  this  mysterious  silence  of  the  dying  on  subjects  of 
once  vital  interest  may  be  in  the  experience  of  many.  Is  it 
that  they  have  an  intelligence  we  wot  not  of  ? — or  that,  more 
likely,  as  death  approaches,  the  dearest  human  interests  fade 
before  the  nearer  lights  of  Heaven?  Thus  it  was  with  our 
dying  captive.  We  have  seen  how  carefully  he  had  set  his 
house  in  order,  how  generously  earnest  he  had  been  to  secure 
the  welfare  of  those  he  left ;  these  duties  done,  he  seemed  to 
find  no  strangeness  in  his  isolation,  and  never  again  asked  to 
quit  his  own  chamber. 

That  second  was  Gertruda's  night  to  watch,  and  before 
Bertha  retired  to  rest  she  proposed  to  her  a  plan  for  the  equal 
distribution  of  their  time  and  services;  to  which,  as  she  feared, 
the  poor  girl  made  a  vehement,  almost  an  indignant  objection. 

**  Never,  dever,  would  she  allow  her  beloved  Princess  to 
wear  out  her  precious  strength  in  such  menial  offices.  Such 
must  be  her  avocations,  and  honoured  should  she  feel  in  the 
performance  of  them." 

Bertha  kissed  the  glowing  cheek  of  the  declaimer,  saying 
playfully,  "  I  see  you  want  to  keep  your  housekeeping  secrets 
to  yourself,  and  make  all  our  dear  invalid's  spiced  jellies  and 
almond-cakes." 

But  Gertruda  was  not  to  be  conquered  by  raillery;  Bertha  was 
equally  resolute,  and  tried  serious  remonstrance. 

"  And  what  is, it  you  mean  by  menial  ?  Is  it  more  unworthy 
of  an  empress,  when  necessity  obliges,  to  minister  to  the  wants 
and  comforts  of  the  helpless  than  to  bend  over  the  embroidery 
frame,  or  ride  abroad  with  tasseled  hawk  on  wrist?  And, 
sweetheart,  if  noble  blood  is  to  bar  useful  labour,  what  differ- 
ence is  there  in  that  which  runs  in  the  veins  of  the  heiress  of 
the  noble  house  of  Von  Wart,  and  a  daughter  of  the  house  oi 
Hapsburg  ?  " 
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**  But  the  glories  of  wy  family  are  tamislied ;  and  moreover 
I  am  sworn  to  poverty,  and  have  been  reared  to  dependence." 

"  Vain  distinctions  all,  in  the  face  of  our  present  position. 
But,  oh !  my  best  helper,  my  only  human  dependence,  do  not 
run  the  risk  of  depriving  our  beloved  invalid  of  your  invaluable 
services  by  refusing  my  help  in  rendering  them.  Think  of 
his,  think  of  my  situation,  if  you  shoidd  sink  under  the  un- 
assisted burden." 

Gertruda  yielded,  the  monitor  within  probably  warning  her 
of  a  too  great  probability  of  such  a  result. 

The  point  of  division  of  labour  settled,  all  other  arrange- 
ments were  soon  agreed  on,  and  a  sketch  of  one  day's  proceed- 
ings will  serve  for  the  history  of  many  a  succeeding  one. 
When  Q-ertruda  took  her  place,  or  rather  turn,  by  the  inva- 
lid's bedside,  her  friend  retired  to  rest ;  but  so  eager  was  she 
to  commence  her  new  duties,  that  she  slept  but  little,  and  rose 
before  day. 

With  the  exception  of  the  labour,  and  that  no  light  one,  of 
fetching  the  wood  from  the  bottom  of  the  long  flight  of  stone 
steps,  there  was  little  preparation  to  be  made.  The  invalid's 
sustenance  required  none ;  and  for  their  own  modest  wants, 
at  least  for  the  first  few  days,  they  had  abundance  of  cakes, 
biscuits,  preserves,  and  dried  fruits,  furnished  from  the  frag- 
ments of  the  feast ;  and  when  these  were  exhausted,  Blan- 
dina's  stores  offered  more  strengthening  diet. 

In  the  afternoon  the  sick  man  was  removed  from  his  bed  to 
a  couch  near ;  and  when  his  room  was  arranged  and  prepa- 
rations for  the  night  made,  his  nurses  sat  on  either  side  and 
enjoyed  with  him  a  season  of  such  holy  calm  as  the  dying 
Christian  often  said  gave  him  a  foretaste  of  heaven ;  and  he 
would  compare  his  quiet  chamber  to  a  little  Patmos,  and  his 
attendants  to  ministering  angels. 

On  these  occasions  Bertha  sometimes  read  to  him,  but  more 
frequently  he  would  call  on  Gertruda  to  sing  to  him  some  of 
the  Greek  hymns  of  the  early  Church,  which  she  had  learnt 
from  the  Hermit  Celestine,  or  others  of  Latin  origin  taught 
hpr  in  her  convent. 
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A  voice  of  such  power  and  expression  was  sure  to  attract 
the  notice  of  the  Abbot.  He  had  caused  it  to  be  cultivated ; 
and  on  high  festivals,  when  the  beautiful  novice  led  the  choir, 
the  church  was  crowded  with  listeners  and  admirers.  But 
oh,  how  much  more  did  she  prize  the  rapt  attention  of  her 
present  auditor ! 

Sometimes  Bertha  would  assist  in  chanting  the  services, 
the  invalid  himself  now  and  then  joining,  and  their  little  com- 
munions ended  with  prayer. 

Such  then,  for  twelve  consecutive  days,  was  the  life, 
so  singular,  so  isolated,  yet  so  heavenly,  of  our  re- 
cluses; and  but  for  fears  for  those  dear  ones  exposed 
to  peril  without,  but  for  the  daily  decline  of  the 
object  of  their  tenderest  solicitude,  they  would  have 
been  to  Bertha  the  happiest  of  her  life.  And  even  this 
approach  to  the  inevitable  separation  which  she  so  much 
dreaded  was  softened  by  the  evident  longing  for  release  of 
the  captive  himself,  and  the  delightful  privilege  of  being  per- 
mitted to  soothe  his  last  moments  and  shield  him  from  all  that 
would  disturb  them.  But  she  had,  alas,  another  cause  of  ap- 
prehension, which  increased  daily  with  the  evidence  of  Ger- 
truda's  failing  strength ;  and  she  vainly  endeavoured  to  repel 
the  dreadful  apprehensions  which  associated  it  with  that  fatal 
evening  when  she  stood  at  the  open  casement  watching  the 
plague-stricken  pilgrims. 

And  thus  passed  day  after  day  until  the  twentieth  of  their 
seclusion  arrived.  On  this  day  an  evident  change  took  place 
in  the  state  and  appearance  of  the  Prince.  He  awoke  not 
as  usual,  but  remained  in  a  doze  rather  than  sleep,  breath- 
ing heavily,  until  the  afternoon,  when  he  was  partially  aroused 
to  take  a  little  nourishment,  but  desired  languidly  not  to  be 
further  disturbed. 

"I  can  yet  listen,"  he  said,  turning  to  Q-ertruda  with  a 
soft  smile,  whilst  the  haze  of  death  seemed  gathering  on  his 
eyes  ;  and  she  began  with  a  weak  and  plaintive  voice  his 
favourite  hymn,  under  whose  lulling  influence  the  invalid 
again  fell  asleep.    Bertha's  eyes  alternatively  rested  on  the 

HH  2 
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pale  countenance  of  the  slumberer  and  that  of  the  sweet 
melodist — so  sad»  so  suffering,  so  accordant  with  the  words 
she  sang.     The  hymn  was  that  of  St.  Bernard,  the 

»» Salvi  Mundi  Salujts, 

Salvi  Caput  craentatnm." 

That  passionate  breathing  which,  two  centuries  before,  had 
been  breathed  from  lips  as  pure  and  holy  as  her  own ;  and 
which,  though  five  more  have  since  elapsed,  finds  an  echo  in 
every  devout  soul.  As  the  moving  description  of  the  Saviour's 
sufferings  continued,  the  dying  man  awoke  to  a  sense  of  their 
application,  and  with  clasped  hands  he  remained  in  rapt 
attention. 

It  was  Gertruda  now  who  claimed  Bertha's  immediate 
care,  as,  exhausted  and  fainting,  she  had  sunk  almost  without 
consciousness.  Compelling  her  to  swallow  the  cordial  she 
presented,  she  succeeded  in  supporting  her  to  her  bed-cham- 
ber, and  restoring  the  poor  girl  to  a  tneasure  of  animation. 

**  My  beloved  Gertruda,"  said  the  Princess  almost  reproach- 
fully, **thou  art  ill,  and  concealest  thy  sufferings  from  thy 
loving  sister.  Thou  canst  not,  thou  shalt  not,  watch  to- 
night." 

**  And  how  will  that  loving  sister  bear  the  double  load?" 

**  Bravely,  when  she  knows  that  thou  art  at  rest.  Now  to 
thy  bed,  sweetheart,  and  I  will  be  thy  tire-maiden." 

But  these  services  were  firmly  declined,  and  Bertha  noticed, 
with  a  too  sure  guess  at  its  meaning,  that  even  the  parting 
embrace  was  avoided.  The  night  that  followed  was  the  sad- 
dest for  each  of  the  trio.  The  Duke  was  restless,  feverish, 
and  at  times  delirious.  He  murmured  of  days  long  past, 
addressed  some  sleeping  in  their  graves,  and,  even  when 
calling  on  his  daughter,  looked  on  her  with  vacant  eyes, 
whilst  his  hands  wandered  over  the  coverlid  as  if  in  search 
of  something  he  did  not  find. 

After  some  hours,  the  feverish  excitement  subsided  into  a 

slumber  scarcely  less  painful,  during  which  the  heavy  breath- 

iiige  ot  the  sufferer  wero  ttva  otjX"^  ^w^tl^  *0^^  \stsfeA  the  still- 
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ness  of  that  distant  death-chamber,  save  the  pacing  foot-tread 
of  the  sentinel  on  the  ramparts,  and  at  intervals  the  exchange 
of  the  watch. 

When  the  first  streak  of  dawn  appeared,  Bertha  crept  softly 
into  Gertruda's  room,  groping  her  way  towards  the  bedy  and 
whispering  her  name.  There  was  no  answer,  and  she  repeated 
it  in  a  louder  tone.  Yet  all  was  still.  For  a  moment  she 
stood  tremblingly  irresolute,  and  fearful  to  pass  her  hands  over 
the  pillow  lest  her  worst  fears  might  be  confirmed.  At  leng^ 
she  summoned  courage ;  but  no  icy  cheek  met  the  trembling 
touch,  no  stiffened  form  lay  beneath  the  coverlid ;  the  bed  was 
unoccupied*     Gertruda  was  gone  I 

Having  fetched  a  lamp.  Bertha,  almost  beside  herself  with 
grief  and  consternation,  ran  through  each  apartments  She 
even  descended  into  the  wood-cellar,  and  found  her  not,  and 
the  dreadful  certainty  flashed  on  her  mind  that  her  only 
companion  and  help  in  trouble— she  whom  she  loved  with 
more  than  sisterly  affection — was  gone !— gone  for  ever ! — ^had 
left  her  only  to  die.  She  wrung  her  hands  in  an  agony  too 
oppressive  for  tears. 

But  duty  stUl  more  urgent,  since  she  now  alone  remained  to 
perform  it,  recalled  her.  Mechanically  she  went  through  the 
necessary  avocations,  and  then  returned  to  watch  and  weep 
by  the  side  of  her  still  slumbering  father — to  wet  his  lips,  wipe 
the  dew  from  his  forehead,  smooth  his  pillow,  and  lay  her  cheek 
close  to  his  on  it,  repeating  in  his  ear  texts  and  verses  of 
consolation  and  hope.  For  some  time  an  occasional  pressure 
of  the  cold  hand  she  held  showed  the  dying  man's  conscious^ 
nees,  till  the  deepening  stupor  deprived  her  of  this  consolation, 
nor  could  his  tender  nurse  have  longer  administered  it.  Ex- 
hausted by  watching,  grief,  and  fasting — ^for  she  had  taken  no 
food  that  day — she  rose  with  the  intention  of  seeking  some ; 
but  a  sudden  indisposition  seized  her :  she  felt  faint,  almost 
suffocating,  and  ran  into  the  saloon  to  obtain  air  from  the 
window  already  described,  which  she  opened,  and  laid  herself 
down  on  the  couch  before  it. 

The  night  was  calm  and  BtiH  •,  tiiete  n^^.^  tlo  Tsic^Qv^n^'^  ^^"^ 
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stars  shone  spiritually  bright,  and  as  the  cool  breeze  refreshed 
her  fevered  frame,  the  contemplation  of  their  ethereal  love- 
liness calmed  her  mind,  until  a  sound  of  heavily  rumbling 
wheels,  too  surely  recognized,  fell  on  her  ear. 

She  started  up  in  terror,  and  approached  the  casement. 
Yes!  there  it  stood,  ready  to  receive  its  melancholy  freight; 
the  one  lantern  hung  in  front  tracing  the  dark  outline  on  the 
sky.  And  now  it  moves  onward,  rattling  over  the  ill-paved 
street,  until  it  stops  at  another  death-marked  house,  another 
and  another.  Bertha,  as  if  spell-constrained,  remained  at  the 
window,  her  eye  following  the  lumbering  bier,  her  heart 
beating  quicker,  her  bosom  heaving  more  laboriously  as  it 
reached  the  bottom  of  the  steep  declivity, — and  why  ?  At  the 
termination  of  the  street,  barring  all  communication,  stood, 
stretched  across  the  road,  the  entrance -gates  of  the  fortress. 
Will  they  open  to  admit  the  fast-descending  vehicle?  The 
rumbling  wheels  are  stopped ;  all  is  quiet.  For  one  vibrating 
moment  the  stars  seem  to  hearken  in  silent  sympathy,  distant 
voices  stir  the  night  wind,  the  gates  creak  on  their  hinges, 
they  "open,  and  again  the  fatal  rumble  is  heard  as  the  black 
hearse  creeps  up  the  steep  ascent  to  the  fortress.  Bertha  saw 
no  more ;  she  covered  her  face  and  uttered  a  cry  of  agony  as 
the  dreadful  picture  presented  itself  of  the  beautiful  form  of 
her  Gertruda  mingling  with  that  festering  mass.  But  even 
in  her  desolation  she  remembered  her  dying  father,  and  this 
recalled  and  calmed  her  senses. 

*'Give  me,  O  Thou  Most  Merciful,"  she  prayed,  "but 
strength  to  close  his  eyes,  and  then  take  me  with  my  beloved 
ones  to  Thyself." 

On  her  return  to  the  sick-room,  she  found  her  beloved 
charge  awake,  his  dove-like  eyes  beaming  with  peace  and  joy. 

"  Come  hither,  my  precious  child,"  he  said,  in  a  clear  sweet 

voice.  "  Help  to  raise  me ;  I  would  sit  upright ;"  and  then,  as 

she  was  placing  more  piUows  for  his  support,  by  an  effort  not 

uizcommon  in  the  dying,  he  lifted  himself  from  his  recumbent 

posture  to  lean  on  the  oSeie^^TO^, 

''No,  dearest,"  llesal^,aJaftVQ^^^^^^^^:^^W\sia\fi\^^ 
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« 

**  not  liere ;  not  till  I  drink  it  new  with  Him  in  His  kingdom. 
Now  give  me  one  last  loving  kiss,  for  I  am  dying,  my  child ; 
my  foot  is  on  the  confines  of  the  dark  valley :  yet  not  dark  to 
me,  for  He  is  there  to  light  me  through  it ;  and,  oh,  what  a 
mercy  is  shown  in  the  brightness  of  my  dying  hour !  For  this 
I  have  prayed  night  and  day — that  whatever  gloom  might 
cloud  my  life,  I  might  have  strength  and  reason  given  me  in 
my  dying  hour  to  breathe  my  blessing  and  my  thanks  over 
thy  duteous  head.  Come  nearer,  nearer  yet,  and  listen,  my 
precious  child.  If  in  this  hour  of  desertion,  if  at  any  other 
stage  of  life,  thou  shouldest  be  led  in  trial  to  regret  the  noble 
sacrifices  thou  hast  made  for  thy  unfortunate  father,  let  this 
his  dying  testimony  console  thee.  Hadst  thou  forsaken  me — 
hadst  thou  left  my  grey  hairs  to  go  down  in  unsolaced  captivity 
to  the  grave,  my  years  on  earth  would  have  been  dark  and 
lonely,  my  hours  of  sickness  and  death  those  of  torture  and 
despair.  But  thy  presence  has  cheered,  thy  care  has  prolonged 
my  life ;  and  thy  counsel  and  example  have  led  me  to  that 
Blessed  One  who  now  stands  ready  to  receive  and  pardon  me. 
Oh,  Thou  who  lived  to  save,  and  died  to  redeem  a  guilty 
world'* — and,  saying  this,  the  dying  saint  clasped  his  emaciated 
hands  and  lifted  up  his  glowing  face — **do  Thou  bless  my 
child,  and  receive  my  ransomed  soul ! " 

For  one  minute  a  glow  of  seraphic  glory  illumined  the 
countenance  pf  the  expiring  Christian,  a  mixture  of  awe  and 
rapture  never  witnessed  but  at  such  a  moment,  and  once  seen, 
never  forgotten.  Gradually  and  slowly  it  faded,  and  the  life- 
less form  sank  into  the  arms  of  his  pious  child ;  and  in  that 
moment  of  supernatural  ecstasy  the  mourner  forgot  her  lone- 
liness and  loss.  The  darkened  chamber  seemed  full  of  minis- 
tering spirits.  She  heard  their  harpings  of  welcome,  she 
felt  the  soft  fanning  of  their  wings. 

Gently,  tenderly,  she  laid  the  lifeless  form  on  its  resting- 
place  ;  closed  those  eyes  which  had  never  looked  on  her  but 
through  beams  of  love ;  kissed  those  cold  lips  whose  breath 
was  the  breath  of  tenderness ;  crossed  those  white  an.d-^v^^st^'^. 
hands  over  the  meek  breast ;  and  tioL^ii,  \\mcoV\si%  q"^^"^  ^^  ^ 
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snowy  cover,  knelt  down  beside  it — not  to  supplicate  mercy^ 
but  render  praise  and  thanksgiving.  Praise  for  the  seraphic 
vision  of  her  father's  blessedness ;  thanksgiving  for  his  release 
from  double  captivity,  and  thanksgiving  s^  more  fervent  for 
the  gracious  privilege  of  closing  his  eyes  in  peace,  and  for  the 
strength  given  her  to  forego  the  brilliant  destiny  which  once 
awaited  her  for  the  solemn  duties  of  that  lonely  chamber. 

With  a  conscience  so  at  rest,  with  a  body  so  worn,  it  is  not 
to  be  marvelled  at,  that  her  mission  fulfilled^  she  should  fall 
into  a  sleep  almost  as  deep  and  calm  as  that  of  the  slumberer 
near.  Still  kneeling  at  his  bed-side,  her  head  resting  on  her 
arm,  whilst  yet  th^  stern  realities  of  her  loss  were  but  dimly 
realized,  she  slept.  The  footsteps  of  the  sentinel  were  unheard, 
the  exchange  of  the  guard  unheeded.  The  morning  dawned, 
the  sun  arose,  and  yet  she  stirred  not. 

Some  one  knocks  at  the  door ;  a  light  footstep  crosses  the 
room,  soft  breathings  are  on  her  brow,  tender  arms  encircle 
her.  She  opens  her  eyes,  and  they  are  met  by  the  anxious 
gaze  of — Gertruda  ? 

Alas,  no ! 
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FOOTSTEPS  ON  THE   SANDS   OF  TIME. 

Sigh  not,  ye  winds,  as  passing  o'er 

The  chamhers  of  the  dead  ye  fly ; 
Weep  not,  ye  dews,  for  these  no  more 

Shall  ever  weep,  shall  ever  sigh. 

The  destroyinp^  angel  had  nearly  poured  out  the  full  phial  of 
his  wrath  on  the  castle  and  neighbourhood  of  Gullestein ;  yet, 
though  the  plague  was  staid  and  few  new  cases  had  occurred 
during  the  last  few  days,  many  of  its  victims  vibrated  doubt- 
fully between  life  and  death. 

The  mortality  had  been  chiefly  in  the  garrison,  yet  the 
subtle  infection  had  penetrated  into  the  better  ventilated 
apartments  of  the  castle,  and  proved  fatal  to  many  of  the 
dependents ;  and  even  the  stalwart  form  of  the  Governor  had 
withered  beneath  its  breath,  and  his  recovery  was  yet  dubious. 

Amid  the  dying  and  the  dead,  with  a  philanthropy  that 
braved  all  danger,  and  seemed  to  require  no  rest,  our  three 
Christian  missionaries  went  from  sufferer  to  sufferer,  adminis- 
tering, in  their  several  vocations,  help,  ^healing,  and  conso- 
lation. For  some  time  they  stood  alone  in  the  camp  of  death, 
but  as  soon  as  the  want  was  known  the  convents  poured  out 
willing  and  able  assistants  of  each  sex. 

It  is  impossible  for  us  who — God  be  praised ! — ^know  nothing 
of  the  loathsome  scourge  but  its  history,  to  appreciate  the 
value  of  such  services,  or  to  fathom  the  depth  of  such  sacri- 
fices ;  yet,  through  the  long  plague-haunted  era  of  the 
middle  ages;  there  have  ever  been  found  the  same  Christian 
devotedness  to  shed  a  lustre  on  their  gloomy  annals,  and 
brighten  the  dark  history  of  man. 

With  the  exception  of  the  one  invariable  accompanimfiiaii — 
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the  crimson  death-spot — all  writers  agree  in  the  many  and 
opposite  characters  of  the  disease,  embracing  almost  "  every  ill 
that  flesh  is  heir  to."  Whilst  some  of  its  victims  raved  in  the 
fury  of  delirium,  others  shivered  in  the  cold  torpor  of  palsy. 
Some  gave  themselves  up  to  the  darkest  despair,  others,  more 
revolting  again,  were  convulsed  with  laughter  and  garrulous 
mirth.  The  most  part  died  in  agony,  and  the  few,  the  very 
few,  without  pain  or  apprehension. 

Of  one  such,  since  connected  with  the  thread  of  our  history, 
we  would  briefly  speak.  She  was  the  only  survivor  of  the 
family  of  an  officer  of  the  garrison,  who  dying  himself  of  the 
plague,  committed  her  to  Blandina's  motherly  care.  She, 
knowing  how  her  Princess  would  help  to  fulfil  the  trust,  gladly 
undertook  it,  and  with  the  Governor's  permission  removed  the 
fair  orphan-girl  into  one  of  the  most  commodious  rooms  of  the 
castle.  Here  we  find  her  surrounded  by  her  three  anxious 
friends — and  wherefore  ?    There  seems  small  call  for  such. 

The  bright  setting  sun  illumines  the  cheerful  room  strewn 
with  aromatic  herbs.  Large  jars  of  spices  are  suspended  over 
the  couch  on  which  the  object  of  all  this  care  lies,  apparently 
in  a  sweet  dreamless  slumber.  Soon,  however,  she  opens  her 
eyes,  which  are  mirrors  of  cheerfulness ;  her  soft  cheeks,  too, 
seem  tinged  with  the  cool  bloom  of  health,  and  her  rosy  mouth 
is  dimpled  with  cheerfulness.  Why,  then,  does  Blandina 
weep  ?  Why  does  the  Doctor  look  so  sadly  anxious  ?  and^  oh  1 
why  those  sacred  emblems  of  melancholy  import  held  by « the 
holy  Celestine  ? 

Lift  but  one  ringlet  from  that  ^aft  white  shoulder,  and  the 
secret  is  divulged. 

"  How  kind  you  are,  dear  friends !  "  she  said,  with  evident 
surprise  but  without  alarm,  as  she  rested  her  eyes  a  little  while 
on  each.  "  But  I  need  not  your  aid — at  least  not  yet.  I  am 
not  sick.  I  have  no  pain,  no  care,  no  sorrow.  Go,  Doctor,  and 
you,  holy  father,  to  those  who  more  need  your  help;  only 
ieave  me  my  own  dear  nurse." 

It  was  some  little  tiTxie  ete  ^itliet  could  answer.  Those 
courageous  servants  ot  t^e  CJXO^^^'^VQk\l^^^Q^^\^aA2»Mlt(ed  in 
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scenes  of  appalling  suffering,  could  not  behold  that  sweet  un- 
conscious victim  without  the  tenderest  emotion. 

"My  daughter,"  at  length  faltered  the  Father,  "living  or 
<Jying,  the  ordinances  of  the  Church  must  be  consoling.*' 

She  evidently  comprehended  the  meaning  of  these  words, 
but  her  countenance  lost  none  of  its  sweet  composure,  only 
brightening  into  more  expressive  joy  as  she  clasped  the  sacred 
emblem  to  her  bosom.  The  bright  radiance  soon  faded  away, 
a  dark  shade  passed  over  the  fair  face,  the  eyes  closed,  and 
she  sank  into  Blandina's  arms. 

"  It  is  death,''  said  the  Doctor  solemnly.  "  Lay  her  down. 
Do  not  bend  so  closely  over  her." 

"Impossible !     I  have  never  seen  so  sudden  a  seizure." 

"  The  case  is  a  rare,  but  not  a  solitary  one.  Here  is  the 
fatal  sign;"  and  raising  the  glossy  curls  that  fell  over  the 
fair  shoulder,  pointed  to  the  crimson  spot.  "  Had  there  been 
more  external  evidence,  the  danger  from  within  would  have 
been  less  imminent." 

"  But  you  will  not,"  said  Blandina,  shuddering — "  you  will 
not  allow  this  pure  form  to  be  mixed  with  the  festering — " 

"  Not  till  you  permit,  nay,  desire  its  removal.  Wait !  We 
will  watch  it  together !" 

They  stood  silently  and  mournfully  gazing  on  the  youthful 
dead,  and  soon  a  pale  yellowish  hue  spread  over  its  clear 
bloom,  deepening  by  degrees  into  a  livid  purple ;  the  nails 
became  black,  and  every  sign  of  rapid  decomposition  suc- 
ceeded. 

Blandina  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands,  and  sobbed  con- 
vulsively, whilst  Dr.  Baumgarten  wrapt  the  sheet  around  the 
decaying  form,  murmuring  softly, — 

"It  is  sown  in  corruption,  it  will  be  raised  in  incorrup- 
tion." 

The  rumbling  of  the  fatal  bier  was  now  heard  without  dis- 
may ;  and  the  invitation  echoing  along  the  vaulted  passages — 
"Bring  out  your  dead" — was  in  this  extremity  of  suffering 
accepted  almost  with  gratitude. 

Dr.  Banmgarten*8  attention  was  next  iitec\.^^  \.c>'^«s:^^^^% 
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he  insisted  on  her  taking  the  refreshment  brought  her  by  one 
of  the  assistant-nurses,  ordered  her  a  medicated  bath,  and  an 
entire  change  of  clothes ;  and  received  her  promise  that  she 
would  retire  to  her  own  room  after  following  the  former  pre- 
scriptions. 

"We  have  now  a  sufficient  number  of  able  doctors  and 
nurses  to  fill  our  posts,  and  it  has  become  our  duty  to  husband 
our  strength  for  those  who  have  the  first  claim  on  it ;  therefore, 
when  I  have,  as  I  am  bound  to  do,  reported  the  sudden  yet  pain- 
less departure  of  our  sweet  Margaret,  I  shall  try  for  a  good 
night's  repose  by  the  same  means  I  have  recommended  you." 

But  neither  physiciaji  nor  patient  were  to  enjoy  any  repose 
that  night. 

Befreshed  and  strengthened  by  her  bath  and  supper, 
Blandina  sought  her  old  room,  but  to  her  terror  and  surprise 
foimd  it  already  tenanted.  A  female  form  lay  stretched  across 
the  foot  of  her  bed,  motionless — Merciful  Heaven !  can  it- 
yes,  pale,  cold,  attenuated,  it  ts — her  own  Gertruda.  Yet  why 
dwell  on  the  painful  hours  that  followed  ere  the  poor  girl  was 
sufficiently  recovered  to  give  an  intelligible  account  of  her 
appearance  ? 

It  seemed  that,  fully  convinced  that  she  had  taken  the 
dreaded  infection  on  the  evening  she  had  watched  the 
pilgrim  band  from  the  window,  and  her  increasing  weakness 
confirming  her  fears,  she  had  determined,  when  the  Princess 
left  her  for  the  night,  to  endeavour  to  find  her  way  to 
Blandina' s  apartment,  and  if  possible  send  her  to  fill  her  place. 
She  recollected  little  else,  but  she  supposed  she  must  have 
fallen  faintiug  on  the  bed,  which  in  truth  she  had ;  but  the 
prompt  and  efficient  aid  afforded  by  the  doctor  and  nurse 
succeeded,  not  only  in  restoring  her  to  consciousness,  but  to  a 
measure  of  strong^  and  serenity. 

The  dread  that  had  possessed  her  mind  was  also  dissipated 
by  the  Doctor's  assurance  that  there  was  not  the  slightest 
ground  for  it ;  and  she  would  have  returned  to  her  late  apart- 
ment had  lie  allowQ^^  ot  "SAjmi^mi^  ^ven  up  her  right  of 
attendance  oii1iex\io\o^^^^T«xa^^- 
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How  merciful  was  their  meeting !  How  critical  the  tears 
of  joy  which  flowed  when  told  that  Gertruda  yet  lived.  But 
grief  followed  close  on  its  wake,  as  they  knelt  together  at  the 
bier  of  the  Prince,  and  father,  and  perceived  the  alteration 
m.ade  by  grief  and  fatigue  on  each  loved  countenance. 

On  the  first  intelligence  of  the  death  of  the  Prince,  his 
friends  and  executors  felt  the  time  for  action  was  arrived. 
The  future  of  the  Princess  depended  on  her  escape  from  the 
castle  before  the  news  of  her  father's  demise  reached  the 
G-ovemor's  ear.  Often,  when  in  their  almost  daily  conferences 
on  the  future  of  his  daughter,  the  difficulty  of  her  escape  un- 
noticed from  the  castle  was  discussed,  but  not  overcome,  the 
Duke  would  dismiss  the  subject  with  an  expression  of  confi- 
dent assurance  that  some  way  would  be  found  for  it, — and  the 
Doctor  believed  that,  throtcffh  an  agency  they  little  anticipated, 
it  was  laid  open  before  him,  provided  the  Princess  got  away 
before  the  news  of  her  father's  death  reached  the  Governor's 
ears. 

But  how  should  he  prevail  on  her  to  quit  those  hallowed 
remains,  almost  before  they  were  cold  ?  There  was  but  one 
way.  H^  told  her  of  her  father's  wishes — told  her  that  the 
future  welfare  of  those  who  had  shared  his  exile  depended  on 
the  sacrifice  ;  and  she,  sweet  soul,  whose  life  had  been  one  un- 
selfish sacrifice,  hesitated  not,  although  to  sit  and  weep  beside, 
nay,  to  die  beside  those  precious  remains  was  her  only  re- 
maining comfort,  and  to  leave  them  was  agony.  She,  how- 
ever, arose  at  the  call,  pressed  her  lips  in  one  parting  kiss  on 
the  pale  corse,  breathed  a  few  words  over  it,  and  left  it  in  the 
holy  care  of  Father  Celestine. 

With  an  agony  almost  equal  to  her  own,  the  friend  and 
executor  of  her  father's  commands  threw  the  cloak  and  hood 
over  her,  and  led  her  through  many  dark  passages  to  a  low 
door,  where,  in  the  same  disguise — that  of  a  Sister  of  Charity 
= — Gertruda  and  Blandina  awaited  her.  They  passed  with- 
out observation,  were  led  by  their  guide  some  few  hundred 
yards  beyond  the  walls,  and  handed  by  him  into  the  carriage 
which  had  brought  the  Archduke  and  biia  Ait^iei  «vji\.^  \^3l^\»  V^^ 
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years  before  to  his  fortress-prison,  and  been  set  by  at  bis  com- 
mands in  anticipation  of  tbe  use  it  was  now  put  to.  Every 
accommodation  had  been  added,  and  horses  kept  in  training  to 
start  when  wanted ;  so  that  the  sun  had  not  reached  its  meridian 
when  the  melancholy  fugitives  entered  it ;  and  ere  its  setting 
they  had  reached  the  convenient  resting-place  prepared  for 
them — to  which  retreat  Dr.  Baumgarten  had  dispatched  Inna 
and  her  children,  together  with  the  three  retainers,  on  the  £b:st 
breaking-out  of  the  plague. 

The  Doctor  remained  gazing  on  the  retreating  vehicle,  his 
noble  heart  sweUing  with  oppressive  admiration  and  pity  for  the 
orphaned  and  exiled  state  of  the  heroic  Princess  and  her  com- 
panions. Then,  mastering  his  emotion,  he  turned  to  execute 
his  delicate  mission  to  the  Gbvemor,  fuU  of  anxious  medita- 
tions how  to  accoxmt  for  the  disappearance  of  the  Princess. 

He  found  the  poor  invalid  weakened  in  body  ajid  still  more 
in  mind.  The  kindly  sister  who  attended  him  said  he  had 
passed  a  restless  night,  and  had  talked  incoherently  of  some 
young  lady  who  had  died  of  the  plague — sometimes  calling 
her  the  Princess  Bertha,  and  at  others  his  little  Maggy. 

When  the  Doctor  announced  his  errand,  his  grief  for  the 
loss  of  his  illustrious  prisoner  was  swallowed  up  by  the  fear  of 
the  Emperor's  displeasure ;  and  although  sometimes  listening 
to  the  Doctor's  soothing  assurances  of  the  unreasona'bleness  of 
his  fears,  they  would  return  the  next  minute.     Neither,  so 
completely  was  his  mind  imbued  with  the  idea  that  death 
could  come  but  from  one  cause,  did  anything  the  Doctor  could 
say  convince  the  poor  man  that  the  Archduke's  death  was  not 
occasioned  by  that  dire  disease  from,  which  he  was  himself  so 
severe  a  su£Perer.     Abandoning  the  hopeless  combat  with  the 
sick  man's  delusion,  the  Doctor  proceeded  to  entrust  to  his  care 
the  farewell  letter  of  his  Prince  to  the  Emperor,  of  which,  we 
have  seen,  he  was  himself  to  have  been  the  bearer,  had  not 
the  outbreak  of  the  plague  prevented,  whilst  its  continuance 
prevented  all  present  approach  to  the  court. 

**I  have  yet  another  document  to  present  to  your  Excel- 
lency," said  the  Doctor.     "  It  contains  the  last  wish  of  our 
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departed  Prince,  that  his  ashes  may  rest  in  the  crypt  of  the 
castle.  You  will  see  that  his  Highness  has  set  his  name  and 
seal  to  it." 

"Alas,  good  Doctor,  I  can  see  nothing,  and  do  nothing,  but 
must  trust  to  you  and  Father  Celestine  to  see  the  rite  as 
decently  performed  as  our  melancholy  circumstances  will  per- 
mit.    But  the  Princess — where  is  the  Princess  ?" 

"  She  is  gone,"  replied  the  Doctor,  with  evident  embarrass- 
ment, which  the  Q-ovemor  did  not  see,  or  attributed  to  another 
cause. 

"Gone  ! "  he  repeated :  "  that  sweet  flower  mowed  down  by 
the  same  ruthless  hand— but,  do  I  not  recollect  your  telling 
me  this  last  night?" 

The  Doctor  was  silent.  After  a  pause,  the  sick  man  mut- 
tered, as  if  communing  with  himself,  "Why  should  I  part 
such  loving  hearts  ?  There  is  room  enough ;  let  her  lie  by  his 
side."  Then,  turning  to  the  Doctor,  he  said,  "  Lay  them  in 
one  grave,  and  let  iti  be  deep,  deep ! " 

In  the  subterranean  church  hollowed  out  of  the  living  rock, 
his  faithful  adherents  laid  their  lamented  Prince.  They  suf- 
fered no  stranger  hand  to  touch  his  revered  remains,  no  stranger 
priest  to  chant  his  requiem  ;  but  after  the  holy  ceremony  was 
concluded,  kneeling  on  the  hallowed  spot,  they  renewed  the 
vow  made  to  him  whilst  alive,  to  dedicate  their  remaining 
years  to  the  solace  and  protection  of  his  orphan  daughter. 

That  same  evening  her  eamestly-looked-for  protectors  reached 
the  temporary  retreat  of  the  Princess.  They  found  her  calm, 
and,  together  with  Blandina  and  Q-ertruda,  sufficiently  reno- 
vated by  their  few  days'  rest  as  to  be  desirous  of  commencing 
their  onward  journey. 

"I  shall  have  time,"  she  said  mentally,  "to  weep  for  him 
when  I  have  performed  his  wishes." 

And  during  the  inconveniences  and  fatigues  of  that  long 
journey,  that  desire,  and  her  habitual  consideration  for  the 
comfort  of  others,  sustained  her.  They  allowed  themselves 
but  little  rest,  being  anxious  to  reach  their  new  home  ere  the 
snow,  which  had  begun  to  fall  on  the  mountains,  blocked  up 
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their  way.  On  the  last  day,  the  dark  purple  clouds  that  had 
gradually  curtained  them  in  began  to  discharge  their  fleecy 
contents,  and  to  wrap  in  one  vast  shroud  the  scenes  of  sur- 
passing loveliness  in  which  their  future  home  was  laid.  But 
all  withiA  that  home  was  warm  and  bright.  Gentle  welcome 
greeted  them  on  all  sides,  but  chiefly  from  the  Missionary- 
pedlar  and  his  simple  but  engaging  family.  Nothing  could 
exceed  the  delight  of  our  travellers  at  such  a  termination  of 
their  many  and  sore  trials ;  and  the  fatigues  and  dangers  of 
the  route  were  forgotten  in  the  realization  of  their  most 
sanguine  expectations — all  but  by  one  sad  heart.  She,  who 
had  so  nobly  borne  her  sufferings  and  her  loss,  who  had  so 
cheerfully  struggled  through  the  difl&culties  of  the  way,  and 
concealed  her  weariness  and  her  woe — ^now  there  was  nothing 
more  to  bear  or  to  do,  broke  hopelessly  down.  She  was 
carried  to  her  bed,  from  which  she  did  not  rise  for  many'** 
weeks ;  and  during  the  whole  of  the  ensuing  winter  she 
remained  in  a  state  of  great  bodily  weakness  and  mental 
depression.  The  strings  of  the  harp  that  had  discoursed 
such  sweet  music  were  broken  by  over-tension.  The  one  great 
interest  and  object  of  her  daily  life  removed,  what  had  she  now 
to  rouse  her  into  action  ?  Hour  after  hour  she  sat  and  wept 
over  his  wrongs  and  sufferings  who  was  a  saint  in  heaven. 
Strange,  but  not  unnatural,  inconsistency  of  the  human  heart, 
for  we  witness  what  our  loved  ones  endure  on  earth,  but  who 
can  conceive  the  bliss  that  has  awaited  them  in  heaven  ? 

Doctor  Baumgarten  made  no  violent  effort  to  rouse  the 
exhausted  sufferer;  he  felt  that  the  excellent  nursing  she 
received,  and  the  soothing  but  not  obtrusive  affection  of  her 
nurse,  and  friend,  would  be  the  best  restoratives.  He  trusted 
that 

"  Time,  the  consoler,  too,  would  bring 
Peace  on  Ms  variegated  wing ;" 

nor  was  he  disappointed. 

When  spring  returned,  and  threw  its  green  mantle  over 
the  beautiful  locality  around  her  commodious  dwelling ;  when 
flowers  shed  fragrance  and  beauty  over  the  most  secluded  dell, 
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and  clothed  the  loftiest  peak ;  when  the  birds  strained  their 
little  throats  in  songs  of  grateful  joy,  Bertha  felt  that  she  too 
must  awake  from  the  apathy  of  grief,  she  too  must  pour  her 
song  of  thanksgiving  &om  her  leafy  rtoeat  and  £ragrant 
home.  She  felt  still  more  emphatically,  that  it  offered  yet 
higher  enjoyments  and  more  sacred  privileges — that  **  liberty 
of  the  sons  of  God  "  for  which  she  had  so  long  panted.  It  was 
a  day  of  high  and  holy  joy  when  she  and  her  faithful  friends 
and  followers,  renouncing  the  errors  of  their  Church,  and 
breaking  loose  from  the  bondage  under  which  they  had  so  long 
groaned,  knelt  together  at  the  altar  of  that  primitive  Church 
that  had  never  been  desecrated  by  its  cruelties  and  idolatries. 

Banishing  all  luxury  and  needless  expense,  the  noble  exile 
adopted  the  simple  manners  of  the  people  amongst  whom  she 
had  found  so  cordial  a  welcome,  and  under  Blandina's  ex- 
perienced housewifery  it  was  soon  perceived,  that  the  income 
which  the  Archduke  mourned  as  so  inadequate  for  a  prin- 
cesses dower  yielded  a  large  surplus  for  the  exercise  of  charity 
and  hospitality.  The  claims  of  the  virtuous  yet  oppressed 
Christians  around  were  at  all  times  allowed  and  attended  to ; 
whilst  those  who  daily  arrived  from  distant  lands  met  with 
ungrudging  hospitality. 

Located  at  the  foot  of  those  rugged  passes  said  ip  have  been 
trodden  by  the  first  apostles,  tlieir  board  was  often  thronged 
by  the  persecuted  Albigenses  flying  from  the  terrors  of  the 
Inquisition  into  those  valleys  that  iniquitous  scourge  has  so 
often  subsequently  deluged  with  innocent  blood,  every  drop 
of  which  will  one  day  cry  aloud,  and  not  in  vain,  for  re- 
tributive justice.  With  the  returning  health  and  energy 
of  their  beloved — no,  not  Princess  (for  she  had,  at  hi^  request, 
dropped  the  name  and  dignity  of  her  birth,  to  assume 
that  of  the  inheritance  she  owed  to  her  father's  provident 
care) — their  beloved  Countess  the  happiness  of  the  circle  was 
complete. 

We  do  not  dwell  on  that  of  Blandina  at  her  return  to 
her  native  valleys,  neither  need  we  stop  to  describe  that 
of  our  philanthropists  in  the  wide   and  congenial  field  <^i. 
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usefulness  spread  around.  Q-ertruda  too  was  happy — happy 
as  so  pure  a  soul  could  be  out  of  heaven.  Devotion  was 
as  her  breath  of  life :  and  to  be  emancipated  from  the  yoke 
of  a  cruel  superstition,  to  serve  God  without  terror,  to  love 
Him  without  a  cloud  between,  was  a  tiew  and  unspeakable 
felicity. 

Yes,  Gertruda  was  happy :  the  earthly  passion  so  nobly  re- 
sisted, so  conscientiously  renounced,  had  left  no  scar  ;  and  if 
the  harp  of  a  wandering  minstrel,  the  snatch  of  a  ballad, 
recalled  the  memory  she  would  banish,  she  dwelt  on  it  only  to 
breathe  a  prayer  that  he  of  whose  love  she  was  not  worthy  had 
long  ago  made  another  and  a  happier  choice. 

And  now  with  a  slower  step  we  approach  our  heroine,  and 
whisper  that  she  too  is  content.  If  memory's  gentle  murmur, 
like  that  of  the  subsiding  billows  after  a  storm,  threw  some- 
times a  shade  across  her  fair  brow, 


(( 


YOiich  Folly  might  mistake  for  want  of  joy," 


it  left  no  wrinkle  on  it.  Hers  was  not  the  tumultuous  triumph 
which  the  ambitious  traveller  achieves  when  he  places  his  foot 
on  the  height  he  has  toiled  long  and  patiently  to  gain ;  rather 
would  we  compare  her  chastened  satisfaction  with  the  consci- 
ence-approving thankfulness  of  the  brave  commander   who, 
having  clung  to  his  wrecked  vessel  until  he  has  placed  his 
crew  in  safety,  reaches  the  Mendly  shore  on  its  last  plank. 
Still  we  are  aware  that  all  heroines  have  a  right  to  a  certain 
prescriptive  material  prosperity,  and  tnust  plead  immunity  in 
the  apology  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  for  denying  the  same  to  some 
of  Ma  peerless  heroines.    *'  Characters,"  he  justly  pleads,  "of 
a  highly  virtuous  and  lofty  stamp  are  degraded  rather  than 
exalted  by  an  attempt  to  reward  virtue  with  temporal  pros- 
perity.    Such  is  not  the  recompense  which  Providence  has 
deemed  worthy  of  suffering  merit.    A  glance  on  the  great 
picture  of  life  will  show  that  the  duties  of  self-denial  and  the 
sacrifice  of  passion  to  principle  are  seldom  thus  remunerated ; 
that  the  internal  consciousness  of  their  high-minded  discharge 
of  duty  pioducea  on.  their  own  reflections  a  more  adequate 
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recompense  in  the  form  of  that  peace  which  the  world  cannot 
give  or  take  away."* 

In  concluding  these  ''Passages  in  the  History  of  the  House 
of  Hapsburg,"  we  return  to  the  storied  spot  from  whence  they 
were  first  dated — the  Abbey  of  Koenigsfelden — and  to  its 
Abbess-queen.  The  unfortunate  Agnes  lived  to  extreme  old 
age,  and  survived  all  her  collateral  relations  and  spiritual  chil- 
dren, notwithstanding  the  unabated  austerities  of  her  life.  Let 
us  hope  that  a  repentance  so  continuous  and  sincere  procured 
her  pardon  at  the  last.  The  Abbot  Montolivo  died  long  before 
her,  when  the  cheerful  Prior  of  St.  Gothard  was  translated  from 
these  cold  altitudes  to  the  fertile  enclosure  of  Koenigsfelden. 
Sister  Eva  lived  to  bless  a  succession  of  Popes,  and  to  wear  out 
St.  Blare's  petticoat  of  Genoa  velvet;  but  whether  she%ver 
found  another  h^i  vest  our  annals  do  not  disclose.  The  Arch- 
duke Leopold  died,  about  a  year  after  his  brother's  return  into 
captivity,  at  Strasburg,  of  frenzy  fever,  whilst  engaged  in  some 
futile  effort  for  his  liberation.  His  orphan  daughters  found 
the  most  generous  protection  from  De  Courcy  and  their  own 
exiled  relatives,  of  one  of  whom,  the  brother  of  the  Minstrel 
De  Lauffenburg,  AUetta  became  the  happy  bride.  The  cousins 
never  met ;  for  intercourse  was  impossible  without  inevitable 
discovery.  Doubtless,  the  sisters  mourned  the  reported  death  of 
one  they  loved  as  such,  and  whose  tenflemess  for  them  knew 
no  diminution.  Albert,  whose  early  delicacy  of  constitution 
and  repeated  seizures  rendered  him  so  unlike  his  athletic  and 
warlike  brothers  in  outward  accomplishments,  though  far 
superior  in  mental  endowments,  outlived  them  all,  and  by  the 
prudent  direction  of  his  internal  affairs  and  foreign  alliances 
redeemed  the  sinking  fortunes  of  his  house.  From  this 
branch  descended  a  long  line  of  princes,  of  whom  in  the 
female  line  the  present  Emperor  of  Austria  is  the  repre- 
sentative. 

And  the  Pilgrim  companion  of  our  early  journey — how  fared 
he  in  his  after-progress  ?  We  turn  reluctantly  to  the  scanty  re- 


*  Vide  Preface  to  Ivanhoe: 
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cords  of  thbse  hazy  timeSy  and  wish  its  end  had  been  brighter. 
The  affliction  of  blindness,  which  came  on  in  after-life,  is  said 
to  have  aggravated  the  natural  impetuosity  of  his  temper,  gene- 
rous, though  hasty.  Perhaps,  if  he  ever  discovered  his  fatal 
mistake,  it  would  admit  of  another  solution ;  and  it  seems  almost 
impossible  during  his  long  and  intimate  connexion  with  De 
LauffenbUrg  that  the  secret,  so  interesting  to  both,  should  not 
have  escaped.  That  truly-devoted  friend  remained  faithful  to 
the  last.  No  doubt,  like  those  of  the  sweet  singer  of  Israel,  his 
harp  and  voice  were  often  exerted  to  drive  away  the  dark  spirit, 
and  to  cheer  the  sightless  prince :  not,  however,  to  meet  so  un- 
grateful a  return ;  for  the  friendship  of  John  of  Bohemia,  like 
his  love,  was  unchanging  as  it  was  ardent,  and  he  would 
haT#  showered  proofs  of  it  in  honours  and  emoluments  had 
such  been  acceptable.  But  our  gentle  Minstrel  asked  only  to 
be  allowed  to  serve  and  solace  his  hero  and  princO;  to  dream 
of  the  imfading  charms  of  his  lady-love ;  and  to  exercise  his 
surpassing  talent  in  celebrating  the  praises  of  both. 

The  brave  Tell,  too,  whom  the  King  had  been  equally 
anxious  to  requite,  answered,  like  the  wise  Shunamite,  **I 
dwell  among  my  own  people."  The  honour  of  having  enter- 
tained his  prophet  in  a  time  of  exigency;  the  yet  greater 
privilege  of  having  twice  saved  a  life  so  valuable,  could  not  be 
diluted  by  any  meaner  consideration  in  the  estimation  of  the 
lofty  and  independent  Fretschutzer. 

History  reports  1;hat  the  warlike  spirit  of  the  King  of 
Bohemia  remained  unsubdued  to  thb  last,  that — unquenched 
by  age  and  blindness,  he  caused  the  war-horse  he  rode  to  be 
led  into  the  thiokest  of  the  fight  on  the  memorable  field  of 
Cressy,  on  which  he  was  slain. 

His  motto — Ich  dten — was,  as  we  all  know,  adopted  by  the 
conquering  Prince,  the  son  of  our  third  Edward,  and  has  been 
borne  ever  since  by  each  succeeding  heir  to  the  British  throne, 
surmounted  by  its  graceful  appendage. 

Long  may  that  triple  plume  wave  over  the  brow  of  its 
present  royal  wearer ! 


